
How To Solve Your Own Murder – Bonus Scene (taking place just after the events of book one)  

	 I’m sitting in the garden of the Dead Witch clutching a pint of cider. I usually don’t make a 

habit of drinking alone in the middle of the afternoon, but it’s been that kind of week. Even though 

the sun is out, there’s the tiniest crispness on the back of the breeze that hints at autumn, and cider 

feels almost like an obligatory way to usher it in.  

	 The pub garden isn’t fancy ‒ it’s just row after row of sagging wooden picnic tables, 

wobbling on an expanse of uneven lawn. But it faces the ridge that runs miles into the deep 

countryside, and today the mid-afternoon sun is bouncing off it like a stage spotlight. I can smell the 

gorse growing there, a vanilla-honey scent that drifts down from the bushes dotting the hillside.  

	 I take another sip of my cider, and as I do I notice the bright red shirt of a runner moving 

along the ridge. It’s a man, and his loping gait is a bit familiar. Like he’s just a little too tall for his 

own comfort and is trying to contain his limbs. As someone who was made fun of as a teen for my 

weird running posture, we recognise our own.  

	 He takes the branch of the trail that switches back off the ridge and zigzags downward. 

Moments later, the dark bearded jawline and sunburned forehead of Detective Rowan Crane comes 

into view. He slows to a walk as he cuts through the field just beyond the pub garden, and when he 

sees me he changes his trajectory and heads towards my table.  

	 ‘You look like you need to hydrate,’ I say, tipping my pint glass his way slightly.  

	 He’s winded, but not overly so, and his forehead is slick with sweat. He pulls a hand through 

his hair and looks at my pint as if it’s judging him. ‘I don’t think that will help me rehydrate, but I’ll 

get some water and join you, if you want company?’ He asks it rather gently, and I wince a little ‒ it 

feels like he’s tiptoeing around me after everything that happened over the summer. 

	 ‘I’d love company,’ I say.  



	 He returns a moment later with a pint glass full of ice water, and sits quietly while he sips it.  

	 ‘I’ve been wanting to ask,’ I say, and pause as I try to think of a way to phrase my question 

so that it doesn’t sound judgmental or diminishing. ‘Was this your first murder case?’  

	 He was looking up at the ridge, but I can tell the question landed in the way I didn’t want it 

to because he turns slowly to regard me with a raised eyebrow. ‘Why? Because I didn’t manage to 

solve it?’  

	 ‘That isn’t what I meant,’ I say quickly. ‘I just wondered, out of curiosity.’  

	 He nods, looking at the grain of the wood in the table in front of him. ‘I’m sorry,’ he says. ‘I 

just wasn’t expecting that question, and it’s more loaded than you know.’ 

	 I pause, waiting for him to continue, but the silence stretches out so far that I’m convinced 

he’s not going to elaborate. And when he finally speaks again, he meets my eyes and there’s a 

curious look in them. Pain, but also something like steely determination. The kind of expression 

that shows someone’s had a wound that’s healed over, but it’s hardened them in the process.  

	 ‘It was and it wasn’t,’ Crane says. ‘Before you found Frances murdered, the only other dead 

body I’d seen was when I was ten years old. In some ways you could say that was my first murder 

case. It was also the moment that made me feel so helpless that I knew I wanted a career where I 

was in charge of finding all the answers.’ He blinks, like he’s surprised he’s said so much, and looks 

back at the ridge.  

	 ‘Do you mind telling me what happened? Who was killed?’ I ask. When he gives me a 

slightly narrow-eyed look I add hastily, ‘I promise it’s not because I want to go digging for 

information in Frances’ files, or poke around in your past, I just -’ 

	 ‘No, you do want to go poking around in my past,’ he says, his voice even. ‘Otherwise why 

would you ask?’  

	 I feel myself prickle, but I’m emotionally rather raw from the events of the week and this 

gives me an electric sort of candidness. ‘I want to know you better,’ I say simply. 



	 ‘Through the most morbid events of my past?’ He counters.  

	 The sigh that escapes from me is a short burst of air that contains both a sad smile and the 

acceptance that he has a point. ‘Actually, yes,’ I offer slowly. My shoulders lift in a gesture of mild 

defeat. ‘Look, I’m not saying that’s all you are. It’s just…having recently been through some of the 

most tumultuous experiences of my life,’ I hesitate, trying to put how I different I feel into words. 

‘It’s changed me as a person in ways I can’t even pin down yet. I imagine that a career of 

investigating the bad choices people make, the worst moments of their lives…’ 

	 His eyes take on an intense shine, and I worry I’ve made him angry. ‘So you want to, what? 

Take stock of my damage? Compare notes?’  

	 It takes effort for me not to look away from him, and try to diffuse his feelings by 

apologising and changing the subject. But if he’s angry, it’s a purposeful sort of anger. I get the 

feeling that he’s deflecting my efforts to talk simply because no one’s done this before. No one has 

sat across from him, unflinchingly, and asked him who he is.  

	 ‘Being insulting in order to deflect someone who wants to talk about harder topics might 

work on other people, but it won’t work on me,’ I say, and take another sip of my cider. ‘If you want 

to call my attempt to learn about what drives you in this job taking stock of your damage, then go 

ahead. I’ll still be here asking the same questions when it finally occurs to you that I simply give a 

damn.’  

	 I watch the tension bleed from his shoulders as he presses his palms into his forehead, 

letting the air stream from his lungs. When he moves his hands away, he meets my eyes, and I can 

see a mixture of acceptance and appreciation there.  

	 ‘I’m sorry,’ he says. He doesn’t elaborate, but I can practically feel the thoughts churning 

behind his careful composure. Finally, he speaks again, this time his voice low and his expression 

far away. ‘When I was ten, my parents had a regular night out on a Friday. They’d go to dinner, and 

usually to a film in one of the cinemas a few towns away. They were always back late, but rather 



than leave me on my own they had a babysitter who had been coming for years. Sophie, her name 

was.’ He pauses and reaches over to grab my pint glass. He takes a long drink of cider, then sets it 

back down in front of me.  

	 ‘I liked her. She was fun, she didn’t treat me like a little kid, and she paid attention to the 

things I was interested in and always tried to learn about them.’ He pinches the bridge of his nose 

for a moment, clenching his jaw. ‘It was after I was asleep, one Friday. I didn’t hear anything, I 

don’t know why I woke up. I wanted a glass of water, or I’d had a bad dream… I don’t know. I 

went down to the kitchen, and she was there on the floor. Someone had shot her.’  

	 I feel the air leave my lungs, and my heart cracks for ten-year-old Crane, having to face that. 

‘Oh my god,’ I say, which is an ineffective reaction, but it’s involuntary.  

	 ‘I have gaps in my memory, but I recall checking her pulse to see if she might still be alive, 

things I’d only seen on TV up until that point, and it all came to me in calm steps. I checked the 

doors for signs of forced entry, but found none. She must’ve let in her attacker, and later I 

catalogued that fact in my mind like I was already building a case. Afterwards I felt heartless, for 

snapping so quickly into that kind of mindset. I mean who does that, especially as a kid?’ 

	 I put my hand over his, but it feels too distant of a gesture as soon as I do it. The kind of 

thing an old lady might do when someone’s sad, clucking, there there, dear. So I lift my palm to his 

jawline, give one quick stroke of my thumb across his cheekbone, and then let it return to clutch my 

pint glass.  

	 ‘There’s no wrong response to something like that,’ I say. ‘You aren’t heartless.’ 

	 He nods quickly and looks away. ‘As time went by, I started to realise that. I felt like the 

best way I could grieve her and process all that violence, was to work out who did it and why. I 

spent so many years wishing I’d woken up to the sound of her talking to whoever it was, that I’d 

gone downstairs and somehow stopped it from happening.’ 



	 Telling him he probably would’ve ended up as collateral damage won’t help. He must’ve 

realised that a thousand times over by now. So I stay quiet, just listening.  

	 ‘They never found out who killed her,’ he says finally. ‘The police’s best theory was that it 

another case of domestic violence that ended in tragedy. She was only twenty-one years old.’  

	 ‘I’m so sorry,’ I say.  

	 Crane simply nods slowly. ‘And I know you won’t go digging in Frances’ files for 

information on Sophie’s murder,’ he says. ‘You won’t find anything if you do. The day I was sworn 

in as a member of the Castle Knoll Police force, Frances came to the station. I have something I 

think should belong to you now, she told me. And she gave me Sophie’s file.’ 

	 I smile gently. ‘It sounds like Frances recognised that spark for justice in you,’ I say. ‘I think 

it was how she dealt with the uncertainties and injustices of the world too. Her lifelong quest was to 

figure it all out.’ 

	 Crane looks at me and bites his lip. For a moment, I can picture that little boy. Brave, quietly 

fierce, but unsure at the same time. ‘I’m sorry I was so defensive Annie,’ he says. ‘The story of 

Sophie Arlington isn’t one I tell much.’  

	 I freeze in recognition at the name. ‘Her last name was… Arlington?’  

	 Crane nods, a knowing look passing between us. Arlington is my dad’s surname.  

	 ‘She was your father’s cousin,’ he says eventually.  


