
Joy wrapped the blood pressure sleeve round Otterly’s arm, inflated it and checked the 

results. She smiled.

“How am I getting on?” Otterly asked. 

“You’re doing really well,” she said. “In fact, you’re a textbook case. Blood pressure 

right down.” They were in Otterly’s sculpture studio, or as she referred to it, the Shed. Half-

finished projects sat here and there, some in bronze, others in stone, along with brushes, 

palate knives and chisels. Otterly rose to show Joy her latest project. The nurse considered it. 

It looked like a banana tree with stars attached. 

“What is it?” she asked, not wanting to assume. Otterly laughed. She wore an 

oversized shirt and dungarees and a scarf around her long hair. The laugh suited her as much 

as the clothes. To think she had been in a bespoke business suit the first time Joy had met her.  

“Whatever you want it to be.”

“This is really working out for you,” Joy said. “Your symptoms have virtually gone. 

When’s the TV crew coming?”

“Tomorrow. Listen, will you be here when they come? I court the attention then get 

frightened by it.” Joy looked in her diary. 

“Fine.”

“Oh, by the way,” Otterly said, “You’ll think this is funny, given the state of my 

health six months ago. Guess what I’m doing?”

“I don’t know. Climbing Everest?”

“Not quite as dramatic as that. I’m training for the London marathon. Been doing it in 

secret. Didn’t want the TV bods to find out.”

“No chest pains or sudden shortness of breath?” Joy said. 

“You check me out every week, Joy. I’m fine. Such a wonderful feeling.”
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*

Joy cycled to the TV studios. The sun was out in central London. It was May 1997. 

Tony Blair had just become Prime Minister and Katrina and the Waves had won the 

Eurovision Song Contest. Joy felt excited as she chained Sheila, her bike, to one of the 

gizmos outside. Amanda was waiting. 

“We’re in Studio 3. Follow me,” she said. They turned to go when a delivery guy 

approached reception with a huge bouquet. 

“Someone’s lucky day,” Joy said, although she was glad it wasn’t her. Joy pushed 

her round glasses up her nose. I wouldn’t get those on the back of Sheila, she thought. The 

receptionist - called Felicity - clearly liked crime fiction: a pile of well-thumbed paperbacks 

sat on her desk. She pointed the delivery guy in Amanda’s direction, who flushed, took the 

flowers, and signed the docket with difficulty. 

“Who are they from?” she said. The delivery guy shrugged and left as quickly as 

he could. 

“Look Flic, could you put these in water?” The receptionist took them. “Right. 

Sorry about that. Follow me.” 

“Secret admirer?” Joy said with a smile.

“More likely my bloody ex. This way please.”

#

A day later and Joy had hoped to arrive at Otterly Rogers’ house before the TV crew, but they 

were waiting outside when she got there. Amanda was on her phone, speaking to the studio. 

The camera operator, Bill, was eating a bacon roll. 

“We can’t get in,” he explained. “Amanda’s almost blown a gasket.”

“I have a key,” Joy said. “In case she’s ever in her shed and can’t hear the bell.” 
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Amanda snapped the phone shut as Joy opened the front door. 

Joy sensed something was wrong before they got to the bottom of the garden and tried 

the shed door. She realised afterwards it was because every other time she had seen Otterly’s 

tall figure through the window, her face full of concentration as she worked. The light was on 

but the door was locked. Amanda shrugged. 

“Not here. Damn it.”

“Hold on,” Joy said. She climbed up to the shed and looked in. Otterly lay spread out 

across the floor, on her side, and turned away from the window. 

“Help me get this door open.” Between them they tried to force the door.

“It’s no good,” Bill said at last. “How about breaking a window?” 

“Find something to break it with,” Joy said. She grabbed Amanda’s phone from her 

hand. “How does this thing work?” Amanda took the phone back and dialled 999.

“Ask them to tell D.I. Knight,” Joy said.

“What?”

“D.I. Knight. Tell them it’s Joy Mackie.” Amanda did as she asked. Meanwhile Bill 

smashed the window with a brick. After removing several jagged shards of glass, Joy climbed 

in, and knelt down next to Otterly. She took her friend’s pulse.

“It’s no good,” she said, with a wave of nausea. “She’s gone.”

#

The paramedics left the body in situ. D.S. Wainwright interviewed the TV crew in the lounge. 

D.I. Knight examined the shed with the duty doctor, while Joy paced up and down in the 

garden. 

“Heart attack,” the doctor said. He was elderly, odd jobbing during retirement, and 

Joy noticed the smell of alcohol, probably from a long lunch in the pub. 
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“Right, thank you doctor,” Knight said. “Bound to get attention, as she was part of 

this TV show. Want to get it cleared up quickly.”

“Given her medical history – heart disease, high blood pressure – I can sign the death 

certificate now.” Joy couldn’t wait any longer.

“No,” she said. “I examined her yesterday. Her BP had dropped to its lowest yet. She 

told me she was training for the marathon. If she was running, why didn’t she suffer 

symptoms of cardiomyopathy then?” The doctor raised his eyebrows at her. 

“And you are?”

“Joy Mackie, District Nurse. Otterly was part of a documentary called The Art 

Experiment. Does practising art reduce the risk of major illness? There’s a whole team of 

participants up and down the country.”

“And you’ve been monitoring Otterly for how long?” D.I. Knight asked.

“This particular experiment has been going for six months. Takes a different approach 

each time, testing whether a complimentary therapy can really help –” The doctor cut her 

short.

“I hardly see how this reality TV programme has got anything to do with it,” he said. 

Knight bent to pick up an empty bottle from the floor with a gloved hand. 

“What’s this?” 

“Energy drink,” Joy said. “Supplied by the production company.” 

“So it wasn’t only about the art?” She sighed.

“No, product placement. They agreed to test Active in return for a fee. It’s keeping the 

production company going.” The doctor laughed.

“Hardly scientific.”

“I’m inclined to believe it was a heart attack, given the medical evidence, but I want a 
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post-mortem to be on the safe side,” Knight said. 

#

D.I. Knight asked Joy to meet him at Betty’s tearoom. Betty saved them a booth at the back 

where they wouldn’t be overheard and brought them a plate of iced buns and a pot of tea. 

“You wanted to see me?” Joy said, pouring the tea. She raised an eyebrow at him.

“I have news,” Knight said. “Toxicology confirms digitalis in the energy drink. 

Probably contamination at the manufacturer.”

“My god.” 

“Weird thing is, all the other contestants are fine. There’s something else. I’ve looked 

at the files and have found complaints lodged by Otterly Rogers – death threats from her ex-

business partner, Neil Bridges. He received a caution.”

“She never told me about that.” Knight sipped his tea.

“But you knew about the business partner?” Joy nodded. 

“Because of The Art Experiment, yes.”

“Why did you volunteer for a thing like that?”

“I didn’t. Otterly volunteered. I was her district nurse. I said I’d do her obs. She won a 

couple of awards for her sculptures in her teens and twenties, but she had been out of the 

limelight for a while. Grandfather owned a vineyard. She ended up going into the wine 

business full-time. A year ago she was overweight, stressed and newly diagnosed with heart 

disease. Then she saw this programme advertised.”

“So what does it involve?”

“You practise your art and agree to be filmed and have a registered clinician – moi – 

do your obs every week for six months. See if it brings your symptoms under control. She 

sold up her side of the business before it even started.”
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 “We would like to engage your services again, if we may,” Knight said. “We want to 

know if there’s anyone else in her life who might have meant her harm.” Joy chewed 

thoughtfully on an iced bun. 

“You picking-up the tab for this then?” Knight sighed. 

“Fine,” he said. Betty hovered by the table.

“So sad about Otterly Rogers,” Betty said pointedly, adding more hot water to the pot. 

“You knew her?” Knight said. Betty nodded.

“Oh yes, she was a regular in here. I suppose you know about her ex-boyfriend.” 

Knight and Joy exchanged glances. 

“She never told me!” Joy said. For a moment, she smiled to herself at her friend’s 

secrecy. 

“So do you want his details?” Betty said. “Half her age as well. Life model called 

Ferris Jones. Used to pose for her. I happen to know that he works calling numbers at the 

bingo hall and so does my Sam, so there’s his number.” She placed a scrap of paper on the 

table and went back to the kitchen, looking pleased with herself. 

“Interesting,” Knight said. “So are you in? Same terms as usual. You might as well 

start by checking out the boyfriend.” He slid the piece of paper towards her. 

“You make a compelling offer,” Joy said with a grin. “OK, I’m in. Only it’ll have to 

wait. I’m about to do my next TV interview.” 

#

When Joy arrived at the studio, Felicity was crying. Three bin bags of ActiveZ Energy Drinks 

sat in front of her desk. 

“What’s going on?” Joy asked. Amanda appeared, red round the eyes. 

“We better sit down,” Amanda said, leading her over to a multi-coloured sofa.
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“I’m sorry,” said Amanda. “The show has been cancelled. ActiveZ pulled out. A death 

is bad publicity.”

“What? They can’t do that. We got such good results.” 

“They can and they did. Them upstairs said it would never have aired anyway.” 

Amanda stared at her own reflection in the window. 

“Listen. Let me talk to someone. Them upstairs. Where exactly upstairs?” Joy realised 

she didn’t even know where the stairs were. 

“It won’t do any good.”

“Who do I speak to?”

“No, really. They hate that kind of thing.”

“What? Real people? They make their money out of real people. Tell me who I need 

to see.”

“OK. He’s called Simon. Simon Creed.” Her phone rang. “I’m sorry. I have to take 

this.” Amanda paced the floor by the sliding doors, talking animatedly into her phone, 

making them swing open and shut repeatedly.

Joy couldn’t find the stairs and had to go to reception to ask. Felicity looked at her 

blankly then waved her towards the lifts. A man holding another enormous bunch of flowers 

entered. Not a delivery driver this time. He had a confidence about him that some women 

find attractive, and wore a snappy suit. To Joy he looked like a spoilt boy in grown up 

clothes. Personally, Joy thought, I prefer a man who likes real ale and wears a cardigan in 

front of the telly, but each to their own. He approached Amanda with the flowers. Joy pressed 

the lift button. She thought she made out the man say “it’s God’s will”. He tried to get 

Amanda to take the flowers but eventually left the bouquet with the weeping Felicity. 

#
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Once on the first floor, Joy had a quick snoop around, then found Simon Creed’s office and 

knocked. 

“Mr Creed,” she began. “You’re being far too hasty.”

“And you are?”

“Joy Mackie. District Nurse. I was working with Otterly. You must have PR 

people who could put a spin on this for you if you wanted.” 

“I’ve got PR people coming out of my ears, but I don’t think I can salvage this 

one.” Suddenly the door burst open and the slick looking man from downstairs erupted into 

the room.

“Simon. What the hell? I can’t believe what’s happened. A participant died? 

ActiveZ gone? Amanda’s close to resigning downstairs.” Joy folded her arms. 

“We all know your feelings about the project, Keyton,” Simon said smoothly. 

“My feelings?” 

“We all know your feelings about Amanda too. By the way, this is Joy, who was 

monitoring Otterly Rogers. Joy, Keyton Matthews, one of our newest producers.” Keyton 

tried to hide his look of surprise. 

“Common knowledge, Amanda is my ex,” Keyton said, obviously deciding Joy was 

irrelevant. “She broke my heart. I made an idiot of myself. But I can’t believe you’d put her 

job on the line like this.” Simon grinned.

“Go and talk to someone who can’t see right through you.” At that, Keyton stormed 

out. 

“He seemed pretty worked up,” Joy said. 

“All show I’m afraid. Failed doctor – got involved in some fake trial for herbal 

remedies – became a health journalist, an excellent health journalist might I add, but sucks as 
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a producer, sucks as a boyfriend as well apparently.” 

#

Joy phoned Knight from a payphone to update him. He reciprocated by saying that he and 

Wainwright had been over to interview the business partner who had only just got back from 

New Zealand, with plenty of cabin crew and fellow passengers who could verify.

“So he couldn’t have been anywhere near Otterly,” Joy said. 

“Yes, looks like his story checks out. And Health and Safety are all over ActiveZ like 

a disease.” 

“Did you find the ex-boyfriend?”

“Sheila and I are doing that right now,” Joy said. She hung up, dug out Ferris Jones’ 

details, and called the number. She decided to sound official. She was glad she did. The 

phone was answered by a voice that sounded cracked and faraway.

“Joy Mackie, District Nurse, NHS,” she said. 

“They said you’d call,” the voice said. It wasn’t the answer she had been expecting.

“Right,” Joy said, playing along. “What can I do to help?”

“I don’t want drugs,” the woman went on. “I already told them.”

“How about a chat? Over a cuppa?” Joy said, experience allowing her to soften her 

voice to just the right key. The woman on the other end hesitated.

“A chat would be lovely,” she said. 

“If you could just remind me of the address?” Job done, she took the Victoria Line to 

Finsbury Park, and cycled the rest of the way to Muswell Hill where the boyfriend lived. It 

was a long climb up the hill and – even though she walked the last part – her thighs ached by 

the time she found the address and rang the bell.

The woman who came to the door had red eyes and the haunted look of someone who 
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hasn’t slept. She didn’t smile as she told her to leave her bike in the hall before showing her 

into the lounge. Joy removed her hat and coat so her uniform was obvious and they sat down. 

After a couple of carefully toned remarks about the ride up the hill, Joy decided her only 

option was to listen. 

“Why don’t you tell me all about it?” The woman sniffed and looked out of the 

window. 

“I went in and found him lying there. I thought he was asleep. You know, heavy night 

out or something. He was fond of those. I pulled the curtain back and then I saw he was pale. 

Pale blue, like the frost had got him. It was that Otterly woman I blame.”

“Oh, why’s that?” Joy said, swallowing her shock at the news.

“It’s usually the other way round with artists isn’t it? The artist is a man, the jilted 

lover and ex-model is a woman. Ferris is in the Tate and the Royal Academy. Not many 

people can say that. She was all over him one minute, next minute it was like Ferris didn’t 

exist. I knew it wouldn’t work out, not with the age gap. Do you have children?” Joy quickly 

shook her head. 

“Only Sheila,” she said. That was the first time the woman smiled.

“You’re better off that way. Anyway I couldn’t say nothing. He was so full of it. They 

was getting married, moving to the South of France where the light was wonderful; he would 

support them by opening a car repair stop for tourists. He only just come back from Avignon 

when we hear that Otterly is dead.”

“He was in France this weekend?”

“Yes, been out there ten days, looking into the car repair thing. Even though she 

treated him like dirt he thought she would take him back. We saw her death on the news. It 

was like she’d jilted him again, I guess. Then the next morning… You know the rest. Bottle 
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of my sleeping pills and a few glasses of Châteauneuf-du-Pape. The funeral is tomorrow.”

#

When Joy called Knight from a phone box on the Broadway.

“Not only is Ferris dead,” she told him, “but he spent his last few days in the South of 

France scoping out a love nest for him and Otterly. Seems like she finished it, but he didn’t 

get the message, to put it mildly.” 

“That’s by-the-by now. No trace of contamination in the ActiveZ manufacturing 

unit, or as far as Health and Safety can tell, through their distribution network. They’re 

allowing them to reopen. We’ve brought in Neil Bridges, the ex-business partner.”

“I thought he was in New Zealand when Otterly died?”

“Yes, but he was caught trying to leave the country this morning with a bronze 

sculpture, estimated value £300,000, by Otterly Rogers. Denies killing her, admits to robbery. 

I think he did it. Death threats, admits to breaking into her house, over the top alibi. He 

probably tampered with her drink. I’m calling you off the case.”

“I’ve got one more lead I want to follow up,” Joy said, and she hung up before 

Knight could say no. 

#

The next day, Joy returned to the studios. When Keyton appeared, she followed him onto a 

Northern line train. She sat one carriage down, keeping him in view. When he got off, she did 

too. They were in Mill Hill East. She wrangled Sheila through the barrier with difficulty, told 

a bemused ticket inspector she was a district nurse in a hurry, and caught up with Keyton just 

as he was turning onto a side street. She mounted Sheila and cycled after him. Rounding the 

bend, she realised she had missed him. He must have disappeared into one of the houses. 

There were no side streets. Unless. She noticed a squat red brick church building on the other 
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side of the road. The doors were open. She crossed, left Sheila in the vestibule, and went 

inside. To her surprise, Keyton Matthews was not only in the church, he was shaking hands 

with members of the congregation who were smiling and slapping him on the back. Joy sat at 

the back. This was no ordinary church. There were no hymns, instead, various members of 

the congregation stood up to give testimony. Joy slipped out before the service ended. 

#

She arrived at the station and was surprised to find that D.I. Knight had arrested Felicity and 

well as the business partner.

“What’s going on?” she said when they were in an interview room alone.

“Where have you been?” 

“I followed one of the TV producers to some alternative church service in Mill 

Hill East.”

“Right. I thought I called you off. Make your closing statement to Wainwright. 

We’ve got the case wrapped up.”

“Care to enlighten me? What’s the receptionist doing here?”

“She’s not simply the receptionist. Postdoc, PhD in Chemistry from UCL, 

working as a clinician for the show, paid peanuts, so she does reception for extra money. 

Turns out the only person who had access to the ActiveZ drinks – which were in a sealed box 

when they arrived at the studio – was the clinician. That is, our lady Felicity. She’s the only 

one with the key. She’s the one who distributes the energy drinks to the participants. QED, it 

must have been her.”

“That’s opportunity. What about motive?” 

“She denies it, but we think she’s in it with Neil Bridges. Her motive: love. His: 

revenge, and money.” 
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“Listen, do you mind if I have a quick chat with Felicity?” Knight sighed again.

“Why not?” he said. “This way please.” 

#

Half an hour later, Joy was in D.I. Knight’s office with Wainwright and a couple of plain-

clothed men. 

“So, we’re all ears,” said Knight. He lit a cigarette, and watched her with a mix of 

annoyance and admiration. “What did Felicity tell you?”

“I know who did it and I know how it was done.”

“Yes, Neil Bridges, in cahoots with Felicity the postdoc,” Knight said. 

“No. I’m afraid it isn’t so simple. What do you know about God’s Will?” she 

asked. Wainwright smirked. 

“That He wants me to take a holiday somewhere hot?”

“Very funny. No, God’s Will is a cult. Decisions are left to random as God’s will 

controls the outcome,” Joy said. 

“So our killer is God himself?” Knight asked. 

“In a way. But your earthly killer is Keyton Matthews.” 

“The TV producer?”

“That’s him.” She was gratified to see Knight nod at one of the plain-clothed men 

near the door before he had heard the rest. The man slipped out. 

“Keyton Matthews hates Amanda – the ex-lover who left him – and wants to end her 

career. He couldn’t believe the success she was having with her Experiment series, while he 

was about to lose his job. I did some snooping around. It was her first show that exposed the 

fake herbal cure that finally ended his medical career. So he poisoned one of the bottles of 

ActiveZ. Felicity’s books gave him the idea. Proper name for foxgloves? Digitalis purpurea. 
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He regularly presented Amanda with huge bunches of the things, from which he extracted the 

poison. He’s got a medical degree, remember, as well as an interest in herbalism. Otterly was 

killed at random. It could have been any one of the participants. Because it was God’s will he 

thought he was protected.”

“And how did he get access to the drinks?”

“I was coming to that. He was carrying on with Felicity at work. She thinks he must 

have stolen the key to the cupboard where she stored the drinks while they were –”

“In an embrace?”

“Right. He slipped the key back into her pocket later. Now you’ll have to excuse me, I 

have a funeral to attend.”

“Where’s the funeral?”

“Muswell Hill.”

“I’ll drop you off,” Knight said. He grabbed his coat. 

#


