
The small church of Westfield raises itself proudly, lost in the English countries. This is the kind of beautiful and simple buildings from the outside, but repulsive and full of details inside. Whether it is because of its drab and colourless stained glass or its gargoyles watching the visitors carefully, the structure doesn't make anyone want to enter it.


However, it is here that the Hamilton family have decided to marry their daughter, in a distant place, with only close members of the family circle. These people stand straight, dressed with style, whispering while waiting for the bride. Some say that she wishes to keep them waiting whereas others have fun imagining the dress she is wearing. But it won't probably be exceptional, because after all, the respectable Hamilton family does everything in the best traditions and according to the rules.


But there is one problem, time is flying and the bride isn't showing up. The groom himself seems to get bored while the Hamilton patriarch nervously waits for his daughter cursing her.


When the sky darkens, the guests, hardly over the number of twenty, start to lose patience. The ceremony might be long and they are apparently not used to waiting. What is going on ? Some kind of makeup or hair problem ? Or is it only stress ?


The first rain drops start to fall slowly, isolated from each other. Then, they become more and more regular, making the guests curse. Being all afraid of ruining their out of price outfits, they hop up and down on the spot. Nevermind, they will go into the church without the bride. While the Hamilton father goes to the priest to apologise for his daughter, the cool climate makes the new arrivals shiver. The church isn't well lit and a cold silence reigns. Gently, timidly, the guests, while talking in a low voice, head to the benches where the ceremony will take place, followed by the groom who is wondering what his future wife is doing. Barely married, she is already making him wait !


A cry of fear then echoes, ricocheting on the stone walls. The whole audience keeps quiet and turns their heads to its source. A deadly silence takes possession of the place for a quarter of a second, while eyes widen from stupefaction. Then, the calm goes away, the guests start screaming and a general wave of terror takes hold of the church. The bride, straight in her long dress, is standing against the cross. Her head is falling backwards, her eyes rolled upwards and an awful and calm smile on her face. Some blood pours from her wrists and colours her dress, making it more red than white. The bride has been crucified.


« Who's in charge of the investigation ?

· Detective Mitchell.

· When will he arrive ?

· If I were you, I would say she. »


Both men turn around to face a woman in her thirties dressed with a simple white shirt and black trousers.


« Detective Mitchell, she says, may I ask your name ?

· James Hamilton, answers the oldest of the men with a broken voice, I'm Emily's father. Here is Matthew Simmons, my daughter's fiancé.

· I'm sorry for your loss gentlemen. Could you tell me where the forensic scientists are please ? »


Having received the directions from both men, Laurel Mitchell goes to the church looking for her friend and colleague Oliver Jordan. She finds him in front of the Christian cross where the victim has been hung, bleeding out.


« How can anyone do that ? He sighs.

· I don't know but one thing is certain, we are going to find this person. So what did you find ? she asks him.

· Here is Emily Hamilton, in her twenties I suppose. As you can see, she was crucified... Cause of death, smashed skull. I think that hanging her on the cross finished her. It's all I have for now. I would just like to know something, why does her smile freak me out ? She looks in peace for someone who has had her skull smashed.

· She certainly knew the person who killed her. Thanks Oliver, I'm going to interrogate the fiancé to try to know more. »


While she is looking for Matthew Simmons, Mitchell can't stop asking herself some questions that she tries to answer. Why has the murderer crucified the vicitm after smashing her skull ? Doing something like that could have shocked more than one and would draw attention to the crime. Why have the bride killed on the day of her wedding ? Maybe the killer wanted her relatives to remember this day as a tragic day. The last question remains unanswered : why has the murderer killed Emily Hamilton ?



« Mr Simmons ? We have met a few minutes ago, I am detective Mitchell. I need to ask you some questions to discover who is behind all this. Would it bother you if I did now ?

· Not at all, I will do whatever you want if it can help you find that bastard, he answers with an ounce of anger.

· How long have you known Emily ?

· We have known each other almost since birth. Our parents were at the same college and they became friends.

· How would you describe her ? Was she often in trouble ?

· No, not at all, he says frowning. Emily is – was – the kindest person I've ever met. She had everything, her happiness, her humor... I don't get why anyone would want to kill her.

· Did Emily seem different during the last few days ?

· No... Wait. I've seen her with her father this morning, around 9 a.m. They were arguing about something.

· You didn't hear anything from the conversation I guess ?

· I've just heard some words but they didn't help me understand the subject of the conversation.

· Thank you for answering my questions. I will possibly contact you again if necessary. »


Detective Mitchell always enjoyed her coffee black and steaming. Sat alone at a table in a small pub with a questionable hygiene, she isn't far from the crime scene. She looks out of the window where rain drops roll slowly to end their race on the ground.


Emily Hamilton was assassinated more than twenty-four hours ago, and the forensic pathologists haven't found any clues yet.


Laurel Mitchell can't allow herself to question Emily's family without knowing the victim, it would be a total disrespect. This is why she has been inclined on her file for hours, trying to know the young woman as if she was still alive.


The more time flies, the more Emily's image seems to print itself into Michell's mind. She was a young woman who seemed perfect, even though the notion of perfection spills a lot of ink. Brilliant, curious, beautiful, involved, rational, generous, the young Hamilton looks – well, looked – like someone that everyone wants to be.


The main question, the one that stays in mind and comes back too often, remains the same : who would like her dead ? Why on her wedding day ? The crime was precise, premeditated, the assassin knew what he wanted. And Mitchell has an intuition : what if the murderer isn't done ? What if he/she will do it again ? There's something fishy going on. And there's only one lead for the moment : the father, and his argument with his daughter.


The sun iss hidden by big grey clouds, but it has stopped raining. Most of the guests have been authorised to leave the church without going too far away : they are all potential suspects.


While heading to the church, detective Mitchell runs into a small group made of two people. The first is a man in his forties that Laurel has already met, a distant uncle or someone like that. The second and last one is an old woman with long grey hair, who's holding her handbag against her chest. She is mumbling, muttering swear-words. Mitchell doesn't dwell on their cases, Oliver has told her that her colleagues have already interrogated all of them. Of course Mitchell, being a detective, can't conduct an inquiry alone in a case of murder. The inside of the church stinks out humidity, as well as a metallic aftertaste corresponding to the smell of blood. She's heading to the back of the building, where she can hear the voices of Emily's parents. Mitchell has to question the father and she knows it won't be a pleasure cruise. He's shifty, weird and he has something to feel ashamed of, she knows it.


Arriving at a place where the church candles are, Mitchell runs into a young woman engaged in private prayers. At the first look, she doesn't seem to be a Hamilton, hidden in a corner and without a wedding outfit. But she has the same high cheekbones as Emily and the same thin nose distinctive of the Hamiltons. The young woman, after glancing at Mitchell, gets back to praying in silence. The detective walks on, the voices have hushed but she knows where to go.


Arriving, she sees Mary Hamilton, sitting near her husband. Seeing Laurel walking towards them, he stands up and says in a cold voice :


« You have nothing to do here, the police have already interrogated us and we are exhausted. »


Mitchell gives him an emotionless stare while straightening her shirt. The day she will be frightened by a man like him isn't going to come.


« Actually, sir, you are the only one I would like to interrogate. »


Emily's mother, with her sad face, stands ready to leave. Her husband holds her back by taking her arm, but she pulls herself away and goes near Mitchell nodding to her.


« What do you want ?

· Why didn't you talk about your argument with Emily to the investigators ? »


James pulls his face and seems about to blow a fuse.


« How do you know that ?

· Why were you arguing with Emily on her wedding day ?

· It is none of your business !

· As your daughter has been assassinated, you are one of the last people to have see her alive and you have violently argued with her, please allow me to ask myself some questions.

· Are you implying that I have killed my daughter ?

· What was the topic of the conversation, Mr Hamilton ? »


He takes a deep and nervous breath and ends up answering :


« We didn't agree on everything.

· Agree on what ?

· Nothing. These are old stories without any importance coming back. But it doesn't have anything to do with her murder. Please, just find out who has done this and leave us alone. »


Going out of the church, Mitchell looks at the sun going down. James Hamilton hasn't kill his daughter but he knows something.


« Before looking for the how, you should look for the why. »


The detective turns to the old woman with long and grey hair she's seen a few minutes ago. She has a wrinkled skin with long eyelashes and a lot of makeup on her eyes.


« Excuse me ? Mitchell asks.

· My name is Felicia, I'm Emily's aunt. This family isn't perfect, Madam. There are shameful stories which have been hidden. Look into one of them and you will help Emily.

· What do you mean ?

· My beautiful little Emily. If only your eyes had stayed green. I prefered your eyes green. Not blue. Not blue... » she mumbled


She walks slowly where she is waited, back to the sunset.

Mitchell's phone starts ringing. It is 11 a.m on a Sunday and the detective isn't expecting any calls today. After letting her phone ring a second time, she answers the person who is probably going to give her some work to do. 

« Detective Mitchell, what can I do for you ? 

· I need your help ! cries a voice that Laurel recognises as Mary Hamilton's voice. My husband ! I... I think she has taken him.

· What ? Who has taken him ? Mrs Hamilton, you have to give me more information and be more precise. You have to tell me everything.

· Please ! I'm begging you ! She keeps saying while crying. Just... Just come. »


She hangs up and leaves the detective surprised. If there is one thing that she didn't expect, it was James Hamilton's kidnapping. After a few seconds of reflexion, Mitchell gets up to leave and talk to Mary Hamilton. 


Near the front door of the Hamilton's castle, Laurel Mitchell finishes writing her interrgation. She is determined to discover who Mrs Hamilton was referring to when she said « she ». 

After straightening her shirt, Mitchell knocks at the door. A few seconds later, Mary Hamilton opens the door and practically drags her in her house while thanking God the detective has come that fast. 

« Mrs Hamilton, Laurel starts, after your call I have some questions to ask you but I need you to be very precise when you answer them. 

· Of course, she answers still sobbing, I will tell you everything you need to know. I promise.

· When did you realise your husband was missing ?

· Around 10 o'clock, he usually wakes up earlier so he can do his morning run.

· When you told me James « has been taken », you said « she », says Mitchell carefully, who were you talking about ?

· It's... It's a long story, she answers lowering her head. When Emily was three, I... I met another man and you can imagine what happened, she says looking ashamed. His name was Raymond.

· Was ?

· I learnt a few years ago that he had died of alcoholism. Anyway, nine months later, I gave birth to a beautiful girl we named Lucy. Of course James discovered it during my pregnancy. But when he did, it was too late to abort. I really wanted a second child. But when Lucy was born, he didn't want us to keep her. I had to give her to Raymond, to live without her for twenty years. I didn't see her walking for the first time or hear her first word. She hasn't had a mother for her whole life, she says before taking a deep breath. Now that you know the whole story, I should tell you about this, she tells Mitchell while handing her a piece of paper.

· What is it ? She asks.

· It was in the letterbox when I checked it. It says that I'll never see James again so I can see what it's like to get someone you love taken away from you. Listen, Mary starts staring at Mitchell's eyes, it might sound like I'm insane but I have a feeling that this note was written by Lucy. I'm not sure she took him but… There's a link. You have to find it. You need to find James.

· But you don't have any evidence ? That's hard to believe but… I keep it in mind. Laurel says carefully. Well, thank you Mrs Hamilton, I will try my best to find your husband. » 



It is 8 p.m and detective Mitchell is at the police station waiting for Oliver to come. He is late, as usual. He has called her because he has found something that could help the 
inquiry. 

« Sorry I'm late, Oliver says with an apologectic smile, so, I have ran some tests on the different substances I have found on the victim's body and I have found a blond hair. Wait, he stopped Laurel from talking, I know what you are going to say. Emily Hamilton was blond, it must be her hair. It turns out it isn't. This piece of hair, he tells Mitchell holding a plastic zip-lock bag where the hair is, belongs to a certain Lucy Danvers. Her DNA shows a lot of similarities with Emily's so I thought she was from her family or at least on the guests' list. The thing is, she has no connection to the Hamilton family, not even with the Simmons ! But there's something completely crazy. Lucy Danvers looks a lot like Emily Hamilton, he says while showing Laurel a picture of Lucy, they look like they are sisters... 

· Lucy Danvers, Mitchell whispers thoughtfully, is her father's name Raymond ?

· How do you know ? 

· I talked to Mary Hamilton after she told me about her husband's kidnapping. She told me that she had had another daughter with a man called Raymond and that they had called her Lucy. This can't be a coincidence... 

· Detective Mitchell ? asks a police officer. We have put the church where Emily Hamilton has died under surveillance and the cameras have filmed two people on the bell tower before going offline.

· Damn it ! swears Mitchell. I knew something was going to happen ! » 



Mitchell and some policemen arrive at the church. Laurel decides to go up the church tower alone so she can try to talk Lucy out of doing whatever she plans on doing. 

« Lucy Danvers ! screams the detective. I have no gun. Let me in, I just need to talk to you.

When Mitchell enters the room, she can finally see Lucy. She has the Hamilton's nose, Emily's hair, and beautiful green eyes. She is the girl aunt Felicia was refering to. And she's also the young lady who was praying that Mitchell saw at the church. She has been there since the beginning. She has seen her family falling apart. She has ruined her family.

· Hi, Lucy. You remember me, I guess.

· Detective Mitchell. Glad to see you again ! Her smile is terrifying. How can a beautiful woman be so frightening ?

· Lucy, you have to let James go.

· I can't, mutters Lucy still turned away from Laurel. Do you even know what this monster did to me ? He took away from me the possibility to have a normal life. Because of him, I grew up unloved, and I never had the chance to live with a mother.

· Lucy, listen, starts Mitchell with a soft voice, you can't threaten someone's life like this. 

· Shut up ! Lucy shouts. This man prefered having a clean image to having another daughter. A person like this can't pretend to be human. A person like this deserves to be punished. I'm going to take away from him what he took from me.

·  Lucy, think about Mary, your mother. Think about how she will feel when she knows that you have kidnapped her husband, your step-father. 

· I don't care anymore ! She has accepted it, with or without regrets I don't care. I can't imagine how she must be feeling after Emily's death, she says laughing. 

· I already know the answer, but I have to ask. Are you the one who killed her ? 

· Of course I am, Lucy tells Laurel with an obvious tone in her voice, Miss Emily Hamilton had such a perfect life when I lived in misery and fear of my father. So, what a better way to end a perfect life like hers than killing her on her wedding day ?

· But you could have had a life with her, whispers Mitchell. She acknowledged you.

· Yes, she did. But it was too late. I just wanted to hurt James, and to do so, I had to kill her. It's just a necessary loss, nothing else.


James, who has heard everything, starts to struggle.

· How ? I had nearly forgotten you. But don't worry, father, it's your turn ! How would you like to die ? Slowly and painfully or quickly and painlessly ?


James Hamilton doesn't answer, scared of whatever Lucy could do to him. 

· Look at the sky, that's the last view you'll ever had.


While Danvers looks away, Mitchell takes advantage of this situation to come closer to Hamilton. Unfortunately, Lucy sees her. She takes out her gun and shoots in Laurel's direction but, thankfully, misses her. She can't hold a gun while she's holding someone. What Lucy doesn't know was that Laurel has had her gun with her the whole time. Seeing that the situation is getting out of control, Mitchell has no other choice but to shoot Lucy. She aims her gun and shoots at Lucy's shoulder. But Mitchell hasn't seen that Danvers is  close to the roof's edge. Then, everything happens fast. Lucy backs up screaming, and falls from the roof. 


« Detective Mitchell, what is your last word about the inquiry ?


Laurel looks at the reporter, while cameras are on.

· Lucy Danvers was ill. She had mental disorder. She murdered her half-sister, and she was about to kill James Hamilton too. But she was just a person who had never received love, she was a broken child who had grown up in a world that wasn't for her. Emily Hamilton was someone brave. She wasn't afraid of death, and now she can rest in peace. The Hamilton family can finally rebuild itself and move forward. Thanks to all the people who have worked on the inquiry.

· Thank you, Detective Micthell. It was Jenny Howards, and you're watching BBC News. »
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