Uncle Bill wasn’t just dead - he’d been killed.
Horifically.

He was sitting up in his chair at his desk, a metal arrow

in the middle of his chest.
“This is disgusting,’ Joseph said with discernible deligh:t.
- 'Ohmygoodness, his dad gasped. ‘Kids - get out of here!
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new We could easily exit through the window.

And we immediately did.

“The first thing to do is to figure out how the killer got in,’
aid Joseph as we landed in the freezing, coalblack garden.
wWe need to check if the ivy outside Uncle Bill’s window
looks like it’s been climbed on.’

We ran down to the path below the green bedroom
window. There was no ivy at all on that external wall: just
hard, sleek brick. And because the garden was sloped, first
floor windows were much higher up on this side of the
house than the other. It would be difficult, if not impossible,
toclimb. ..

‘Is it possible,” I suggested, ‘that Uncle Bill opened the
window to get some fresh air, got shot in the chest by an
arrow, and then closed the window again and sat down at
 his desk”
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