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Can you work out who the 

murderer is in this murder 

mystery by Paul Lanagan?  

Mixing fiction with reality, this story is 

set on the Seahills Estate as homage 
to my friend Sheila Quigley.  

Copyright © Books of the 

North 2002 - 2010.  

 
 

Just one more photograph, Paul Lanagan thought, quickly moving out of the way 

as the huge chunk of meat was lowered down onto the gleaming metal spit. In 

his mid-twenties, Paul was a local historian and the ancient festival of Houghton 

Feast and ox roasting were his specialisms.  

 

"Careful there," came a deep voice over the noisy engine of the crane. "Yer could 

get yerself killed."  

 

Paul chuckled as he recognised the familiar grinning face.  
"You'd know all about that," he said to the departing lady.Copyright © Books of the North 

2002 - 2010.  

He stepped to the side as the Rotary Club men busied themselves in wrapping the 

ox in layers and layers of shiny tin foil. The delicious smell of roasting ox would 

be soon drifting across Houghton and Paul clicked away for forty minutes with his 

camera, documenting the traditional event for future generations.  

 

As was customary at Houghton Feast it was starting to chuck it down with rain 

and black clouds blotted out any trace of autumn sunshine. Paul quickly sheltered 

behind a huge lorry and packed away his precious Nikon camera.  

It might be dark here but at least it won't get wet, he said to himself.  

The sharp end of a well-chewed pencil entered his temple with such a speed that 

he was brain dead before the second one pierced his throat. He clutched out in a 
spasmodic fit, tearing clumps of blonde hair from his attacker's head.  

Paul Lanagan was dead. 
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The recognisable plump figures of Dolly Smith and Doris Musgrove were on the 

corner of Tulip Crescent next to the boarded up house on the Seahills Estate. 

Sixteen stone Dolly was dressed in her usual brown.  

 

"Fancy there being a gas leak at the ox roast last night," Dolly said, thinking she 

had one up on Doris in the gossip stakes.  

 
Doris smiled. Copyright © Books of the North 2002 - 2009.  

"There's always summit happening over at the Feast. Our Jacko missed his night 

at the snooker club, yer know. All of Houghton centre was evacuated for two 

hours."  

 

Dolly looked deflated that Doris has come up trumps with the gossip, but her mild 

indignation was replaced with laughter when the older woman said that Houghton 

Police Station could have been wiped off the map. Thankfully all was well now 

with the ox roasting and Dolly would be tucking in to her usual five sandwiches at 
teatime.Copyright © Books of the North 2002 - 2010.  

 

Neither woman was aware that they were being watched from the bushes of the 

boarded up house. Every word they uttered was being scribbled down onto a 

notebook as fast as the voyeur could write. She flicked her pale hair nervously 

out of her eyes. The pressure was on for her to come up with another success 

and the strain was building inside of her.  

 
Her only release would be to kill again.Copyright © Books of the North 2002 - 2010.  
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Old George Davison hobbled onto the corner of the Rectory Field fairground. The 

retired miner had broken his foot in his garden five weeks ago and was still 

cursing at the irony of having never injured himself when he was down Houghton 

Pit. The walk from the Seahills Estate has tired him out and the fact that he had 

forgotten his specs didn't improve his mood one bit.  

 
He surveyed the lengthy queue for his grandson Paul. CopWhere the hell is our 

Paul? he thought. The line-up was increasing in size by the second and the Mayor 

would be here soon.  

 

"All right, Geordie?" came a familiar voice.  

 

George smiled.  

 

"Aye pet," he said in fake recognition. Without his glasses he didn't have the 

foggiest idea who the fair-haired wife was, but she seemed to know him.  

 

"Just looking for our Janine," she said, disappearing into the growing mass, "she's 

meant to be on a diet and shouldn't be eating ox sandwiches."  

 

The air was now thick with the smell of roast beef and the hungry crowd were 

pleased to see the Mayor arrive to carve the first slice of meat. Sian Wilkes' 

rumbling tummy bulged in her short skirt, her long blonde hair hiding the scowl 

on her face. She was first in the queue. Finally first, after all these years of 

trying.  

 

But it had been close.  She’d been sorely tempted to spend the day filling up Mrs 

Archer’s slot machines in the Golden Casino on Newbottle Street, but the thought 

of getting her photo in the newspaper had swayed her decision.  

 

The Mayor presented her with the complimentary sandwich and she snatched it 

out of his hand and tucked into the juicy meat while the local press photographer 

clicked away. Her plan to get a free feed and photo in the paper had paid off and 

she was bound to be the centre of attention in the Blue Lion pub for the rest of 
the week… Copyright © Books of the North 2002 - 2010.  
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The Houghton Feast ox roasting dated back to the late 1500s when Rector 

Bernard Gilpin would regularly roast an ox or hog for the poor people of Houghton 

parish. The tradition was revived by the Rotary Club in the 1960s but many 

people weren't aware that it was now just four large joints of beef on the spit - 

thanks to the Government's ban on beef on the bone.Copyright © Books of the North 2002 - 

2010.  

Ross Blenkiron shifted uneasily on his feet as he watched his colleagues busily 

carve slice after slice from the steaming roast. He could hardly fill the bread buns 

fast enough. In his late fifties, Ross looked ten years younger thanks to the 

blonde 'just for men' he applied to his hair each week. His persistent worrying 

had resulted in his hair turning grey when he was only twenty-two.  

He looked at the foil wrapped joints and prayed that he had wrapped the bulk 

sufficiently to hide the secret inside. Fellow Rotarian Billy Mosley noticed the 
anxious look on Ross's face.  

"Yer shouldn't worry, man," he said under his breath. "If we only reveal the meat 

as we carve it, nobody will realise that it's only joints under there. The secret has 

been safe for ten years, we're nice and practiced now, man."  

 

Ross sighed. He knew Billy was right, but as the newly appointed ox-roast co-

ordinator he wanted everything to go smoothly in his first year. He was so 

nervous he had even popped into the Blue Lion pub for a quick half to steady his 

nerves earlier that afternoon. He scanned the crowd and noticed that half the 

regulars were in the queue; the evil Mrs Archer would be cursing, wondering 

where her punters were.  

 
"Still no sign of Paul Lanagan?" he asked.Copyright © Books of the North 2002 - 2010.  

 

"No. He's normally here hours ago to document the whole event," Billy replied.  

Ross sighed again. This year he was hoping to beat the record of 1,800 

sandwiches and Paul Lanagan should have been here to photograph the 

achievement.  

 
Where was he? Copyright © Books of the North 2002 - 2010.  
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"Two thousand," PC Stevey Carter said.  
"Two thousand?"Copyright © Books of the North 2002 - 2010.  

"Yes, boss. Two thousand," Carter repeated, nervously touching his carrot red 

hair.  

Detective Inspector Lorraine Hunt of Houghton CID ran her hands through her 

blonde hair in astonishment.  

"Two thousand sandwiches?" she asked again.  
"Yup. Two thousand!"Copyright © Books of the North 2002 - 2010.  

 

Both police officers stood at the bottom of the deserted Rectory Field fairground, 

looking up to the now empty ox tent. Neither could believe the figure. Two 

thousand sandwiches. A sell out record within three hours. This year, the ox 

roasters had certainly surpassed themselves with the number of sandwiches sold.  

Just a shame they hadn’t realised it wasn’t ox they were serving up.  

 

The two police officers ducked under the stripy blue and white police tape and 

walked up to the crime scene. A solitary white rose had been placed against the 

stone wall of the ox spit.  

 

Lorraine could see the friendly frame of pathologist Scottie surrounded by police 

constables from the nearby station. Lorraine entered the tent but Carter couldn't 

stomach it. He ducked behind a hook-a-duck stall and vomited. He'd been in the 

ox queue for forty minutes and had thoroughly enjoyed his sandwich, until the 

broiled and scorched head of Paul Lanagan peeped out from within the hot spit. It 

was the only part of his body that remained, the people of Houghton had eaten 

the rest.  

 

Ross Blenkiron had passed out in fright and the screaming crowds had brought 

chaos to the site. Those who had already eaten their sandwiches were retching 

with revulsion, not at the thought of what they had eaten but at the thought of 

having enjoyed it.  

 

Sergeant Luke Daniels was on top of the big wall which separated the Rectory 

Field from Houghton Park. Lorraine looked up and could see the gold in his teeth 

glinting in the fading light. He had a muddy camera sealed up inside an evidence 

bag. He jumped down and came over to the ox tent.  

 
"Don't tell me he had one of those sandwiches, boss?" Luke asked. Copyright © Books of  
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Lorraine nodded and they both looked at Carter, his freckly face a deep shade of 

green.  

Suddenly, the side panel on the hook-a-duck stall dropped down with a crack, 

and a blonde haired lady lunged out from the side stall, screaming and hissing in 

a mad ferocious rage. She slashed wildly with two sharp pencils in her hands, 

piercing Luke in the neck and Lorraine in the chest. They collapsed to the floor, in 

each other's arms, as the other officers dragged the lunatic away to the side.  

 

Scottie looked on in horror at the bloody mess that was Lorraine and Luke.  

 

Lorraine could feel the cold, wet grass on her cheek as she lay on the ground 

looking into Luke's brown eyes. At one time they had been deep and enveloping, 

but now they were glassy and motionless.  

 
"Luke..." she desperately tried to speak. "Luke, I lo..."Copyright © Books of the North 2002 - 

2010.  

A tear rolled down her face and then she was gone. 
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The next day the big red headlines blared out from the newsboards outside of all 
the newsagents across Houghton:Copy 

right © Books of the North 2002 - 2010.  

HOUGHTON FEAST BLOOD BATH:  
 

LOCAL MAN EATEN BY 2000 
VISITORS - LEADING POLICE 

OFFICERS SLAUGHTERED  
 

BEST SELLING  
NOVELIST SECTIONED 

 

Mr Stanhill couldn't believe his eyes as he piled up the first editions of the 

Sunderland Echo on the counter of his corner shop in the Seahills Estate. Local 

resident, Dolly Smith, was rutting around the freezers along the back wall of the 
shop.Copyright © Books of the North 2002 - 2010.  

 

"Fancy that Sheila Quigley feeding that poor lad to the people at the ox roast and  

killing them cops," Mr Stanhill said to Dolly. Sadly, Dolly had had this 

conversation late last night with Doris Musgrove when it was on the early evening 

news, so it was certainly old gossip now, and she knew that Stanhill had nothing 

new to offer about how the local author had been driven to kill in a desperate 

attempt to come up with new stories for her murder mystery novels.  

 

"Aye," she replied, not bothering to look up from the freezer. "She used to spend 

a lot of time round here - once upon a time…" Copyright © Books of the North 2002 - 2010.  
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