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The turn of the century was a time of great import in the history of England and, indeed, the world. Twenty years of war with the French overshadowed almost all other events, great and small. But the summer of 1815 brought an end at last to that bloody conflict, as the fortunes of Napoleon Bonaparte were dashed forever on the battlefield of Waterloo. Little more than a month later the fallen Emperor of the French surrendered to an obscure English sea captain, was brought aboard one of our ships of the line and carried to England. He did not know then, nor did we, that it was to the remote Atlantic isle of St. Helena that he was to be sent, never to return.

It has, even now, been forgotten just how uncertain the whole matter was, as Bonaparte waited aboard H.M.S. Bellerophon in Plymouth Sound. The Cabinet debated long into the nights, and every kind of speculation was heard on the streets and in the clubs and coffeehouses of London. Newspapers printed the wildest rumours, and folk rushed to the Devon coast hoping for a glimpse of the infamous general. All the while esteemed jurists debated the very legality of holding the man. Then, on the evening of August 4, the Bellerophon unexpectedly weighed anchor and sailed out into the Channel, taking Napoleon Bonaparte into exile.

How close the fallen emperor came to never leaving Plymouth Sound is a story known only to a few.



Henry Morton, Memoirs of a Bow Street Runner
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Agust of wind combed up the grassy knoll and fluttered the women’s shawls and dresses. A quick hand preserved Arabella’s hat, and she stepped behind the small windbreak afforded by Arthur Darley and his friend. She took Lord Arthur’s arm as she settled into his lee.

They had not been up on Plymouth Hoe a quarter of an hour before a charter member of Darley’s vast acquaintance found them. This gentleman, a captain in His Majesty’s navy, bent his head toward her, the wrinkles about his eyes suggesting a smile.

“Permit me to observe, madam, that your dress is luffing. I think you’ve sailed too close to the wind.”

Arabella smiled in spite of herself. The cheek of the man! Would he have said the same to Arthur’s wife? It was a lucky thing the man possessed considerable charm. Arabella had wounded bigger men without need of a pistol or second.

She remembered her rather unfamiliar duties, suddenly, and set her gaze scurrying amongst the crowd. And there she found Lucy, in a lather of unselfconscious delight, chasing an escaped lapdog. Before Arabella could decide if this was an acceptable activity for a young lady (for she knew little of that particular species), a movement and murmur spread down the hoe like the gasp of an audience as, on the stage, a character is murdered.

“Well, there,” said Captain Colgan, lifting a hand to point, as did so many others that afternoon. “Maitland arrives at last.”

“The Billy Ruffian!” called a young man to some of his friends nearby, and Arabella could feel the excitement of the crowd.

Still holding her hat, she ventured out of Arthur’s lee and into the full force of the wind. A ship of the line rounded the eastern headland, little ant men aloft taking in sail. It was not an uncommon sight here in Plymouth Sound.

“Well, there is a bit of living history,” Arthur said. “Where is Lucy? She cannot miss this.”

“But what is it, pray?” Arabella asked sweetly.

“H.M.S. Bellerophon,” Captain Colgan explained. “And aboard her the deposed Emperor of the French—or as the Admiralty has ordered he be addressed, General Napoleon Bonaparte.”

“But was he not luxuriating happily in Tor Bay?”

“I don’t know how happily, but yes.” The captain took off his hat a moment and combed a hand through his thinning hair—an unconscious gesture. The hat returned to its perch. “It is not widely known,” he said quietly, “but they thought he’d slipped off the Bellerophon a few days ago. Did you hear, Darley?”

“Just a rumour. Was he not asleep, after all?”

“Yes. Asleep in his cabin. But Maitland did not quite believe the general’s followers, and rather than send someone into the great man’s cabin, he had one of the topmen shinny out to the end of the spanker boom to peer in through the stern gallery. Astonishing! It got the Admiralty thinking that Tor Bay was rather an open anchorage and that Bonaparte still had numbers of supporters at large, even in the French navy. They might try to rescue him from seaward.”

Some part of the crowd had begun to make their way hurriedly toward the paths leading down to the quayside.

“Or he might slip ashore,” Darley said, “and avail himself of English law.”

Captain Colgan made a snorting sound—as disgusting as it was disgusted. “What fools we are made of by our own laws! Bonaparte is not an Englishman. He is our enemy, perhaps the greatest enemy we have ever known. Shoot him, say I.” He glanced over at Arabella and smiled sheepishly. “Do excuse—” But he did not finish. The general movement down toward the bay suddenly became a rush, the way orderly retreats turned of an instant into routs.

Arabella was suddenly aware of an absence.

“Lucy!” Arabella called. “Lu-cy!” She was jostled just then and grabbed Arthur’s arm to balance. Her hat was torn free of her amber curls and thrown up into the sky, lost in an instant among the wind and clouds and forlornly crying gulls.
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The boat reeked of fish. The two men who handled it did not smell much better. Arabella sat on a thwart, holding tightly to Lucy, as though she must keep her safe in case of calamity.

“Can you swim, Mrs. M.?” Lucy asked.

“Not a stroke. And you?”

“Less than that.” Lucy clung a little more tightly to Arabella’s hand, all the same.

“You needn’t worry yourself, miss,” said the older of the two watermen. “This crabber was built in Sennen Cove by men who knew their business. She’ll keep the sea when more tender boats have all run for home. There not be another one like her round these parts, and a great deal of envy she causes as a result.”

Arabella couldn’t believe that this battered and stinking little boat caused any envy anywhere—not even in Sennen Cove, wherever that was. She looked about the harbour. Boats of every shape and size were putting out into the sound, all drawn in one direction like leaves on a running river. She shifted on the hard plank that made her seat.

Darley’s largesse and Arabella’s celebrity had secured them a place in a boat, for the demand to be taken out to see the Bellerophon—or rather the prisoner who waited aboard—was enormous, as were the fares being asked. They were loaded in like the fisherman’s greatest catch, leaving just enough room for the two watermen to work the oars.

“There are rather a lot of boats setting out, aren’t there?” Arabella said, trying not to sound too apprehensive.

“Oh, aye, ma’am. They’ve been coming here ever since the rumour spread that Bonaparte would be carried to Plymouth.” He sat up a little and looked about. “Punts and dredgers and gigs. There be draggers and drivers and luggers. You know that the trade is rich when luggers have gone over to it.”

This caught Darley’s interest. “And why is that?”

The leather-faced little man looked suddenly down at his hands on the oars. “Well, your grace, their trade is usually found … elsewhere.”

“They’re smugglers, he means,” said someone else aboard, and laughed.

“Well, I expect they’ll need another trade,” another man said, “now that the French ports have opened again.”

This caused the waterman to smile. “Oh, I think there’ll always be port duties, and governments in need of such revenue. Smugglers will have employment yet.”

Darley reached over and patted Lucy on the shoulder. “Don’t look so frightened, child,” he said warmly. “We might catch a glimpse of the Corsican, if we are lucky. You can tell your grandchildren that!”

Arabella thought Lucy was looking a little pale and at that moment cared not a fig for what she might tell her grandchildren. The ways of adults, Arabella realised, must seem a strange, unfathomable mystery to her.

As the growing fleet made its way out into the greater sound, the waves began to lift the boat, dropping it down heavily into the trough after each green crest passed. The watermen strained at their oars, the tendons in their forearms bulging, their human catch as heavy as any they had known—though far more lucrative! A wave slapped the topsides and sprayed the occupants, scaring Lucy even more. Arabella put an arm about her, but the boat surged and rolled a little, throwing them to one side.

“The breakwater will do away with this slop,” the older waterman managed. “I’ll be glad when ’tis built.”

“Wind’s going light,” his young partner offered. “Be calm by dark.”

But it was not calm at the moment, or dry.

“I wish Mr. Morton were here,” Lucy said.

“Yes, wouldn’t he love to see this?”

“I’m sure he told me that he could swim,” Lucy said, and both Arabella and Darley laughed.

Arabella tried to concentrate on the scene, to paint it into her memory. There were a good number of ships in the harbour: a few large three-deckers like the Bellerophon and many smaller craft—frigates and schooners and sloops, she guessed. There seemed to be a constant coming and going of small craft to the ships, but now even their boatmen forgot their business and slowed to watch.

Arabella could not believe the number of boats that had gathered about the Bellerophon in so short a time. The old warship looked like a great castle rising above the clutter of its dependent village.

As each wave passed, the throng of bobbing vessels seemed to undulate like a rope being snapped ever so slowly, and Arabella could hear them banging and thumping together and the watermen cursing and calling out for room. A pair of navy cutters circled the Bellerophon, trying to enforce a circle of clear water around the ship.

As the hired crabber made its way into the pack of boats, Arabella grabbed the gunwale.

“Oh, don’t do that, ma’am!” the waterman said, dropping an oar to reach for her hand. She pulled it in herself. “You could lose a finger should we thump against one of these others.”

He took up his oar again, looking anxiously over his shoulder. They came up between two other boats, one larger and the other about the same size as their own. As more and more boats began to crowd around the ship, the smaller boats were forced together, where they ground and thudded dully against one another. The watermen were busy trying to keep their sturdy craft from ruin, and Arabella was so unsettled, she barely remembered to look at the ship.

“Tide turned some while ago,” the waterman said. “That’ll make the difference. Wind against tide’s the cause of this.”

And then, as though he’d said some magic words, the sea did begin to calm and in the span of half an hour grew almost placid. People began to call out then, impatient, impolite.

After a time, however, a sailor came up from a hatch amidships and held aloft a hand-printed sign. Arabella saw Lucy scan it eagerly—the hunger for words was elemental in her. The sign read:

DINING WITH CAPTAIN MAITLAND

A murmur of interest and approbation ran through the watchers. After an interval the sailor turned the sign over.

BEEFSTEAK. PEAS. MADEIRA.

Heads nodded amongst the throng, and there were sounds of satisfaction. The sailor lowered his sign, made a brief bow, and went over to the other side to perform the same service for the people there.

“Do French people also drink tea?” Lucy wondered aloud.

“French people with no choice do,” Darley answered.

A big lugger arrived from shore with some musicians in it, and they began to strike up, behind and to the left of where Arabella and Lucy’s boat lay in the bobbing host. It was a small band, admittedly, and none too tuneful, but a band nonetheless. There was a fife, a fiddle, a cornet, and a snare drum. The players stood in their boat to perform—rather precariously, Arabella thought—and bowed after each of their ragged efforts. They were applauded. Coins were tossed, some of which were fumbled and fell into the sea.

Arabella imagined them drifting slowly down, down, among the fishes, as she would herself if this damnable boat overtipped.

At the end of each piece, all eyes turned to the decks of the Bellerophon, high above. But nothing stirred there. The sailors listened impassively. Then presently the cutter rounded beneath the jib boom, and the officer in the bow started shouting in a high, angry voice, calling for them to draw back, stand away. With a clumsy splashing and thumping of wood on wood, the closest boats attempted to comply but were hemmed in too tightly to move far. The rest of the watermen simply ignored the orders.

“Ho, there!” Someone in the next boat called over to the players. “Here’s Mrs. Malibrant, of Drury Lane! Ask her to sing a song.”

There was a general murmur in the nearby boats, heads turning, people shifting so that boats rolled precariously. There was even a bit of clapping, and the musicians swivelled in their own boat, and in Arabella’s direction. Along the Bellerophon’s rail the sailors also languidly turned to look.

Inwardly, Arabella sighed, but she knew that the celebrated Mrs. Malibrant had not achieved her eminence by playing too coy. She gave her most brilliant smile and acknowledged her public with a small regal wave of one gloved hand. Voices began importuning her now from many quarters.

“An air, ma’am!”

“A song, Mrs. M.! He’ll not be able to resist you!”

Arabella glanced down at Darley and made a face as if to say, Do you see? My fame pursues me even here.

“Give him a tune of the sort he’ll like!” a young man suggested, which struck Arabella.

She let the demands mount just to the point she judged they might begin to falter and then, at that peak, put her shawl aside with a decisive movement and rose in her place. Cheers burst out from all sides, then settled quickly in expectation.

She did not immediately begin to sing, however. She arranged her pose with care, one foot forward in the bottom of the boat: an imposing figure, all in white silks. She raised one arm slightly in a dramatic gesture, though not too dramatic. The musicians likewise lifted their instruments, leaning forward in anticipation. She did not tell them what she would sing, not wanting to spoil the effect.

The famous melody announced itself, her rich, carrying contralto suddenly rising over the hushed audience.


“Allons enfants de la Patrie
Le jour de gloire est arrivé!”



“La Marseillaise!” someone realised.

“This is England!” a solitary voice shouted. “We’ll not have their bloody anthem here!” But this voice of passion was ignored.

The ragtag band took up the tune uncertainly, and she waved her hand to encourage them and give them the proper beat.


“Ils viennent jusque dans vos bras!
Egorger vos fils, vos compagnes!”



Arabella cast back in her memory for an English translation, and her voice rose in stirring fashion for the chorus.


“Citizens! To arms!
Form battalions!
March on, march on!
Let their impure blood
Nourish our sacred ground!”



Whether it was the undeniable power of her performance or some other reason, now suddenly there was a flurry of activity high up on deck of the man-of-war. Then the sailors fore and aft all at once began taking their hats off.

“He’s coming up! That means he’s coming up!” cried a voice from one of the boats.

Arabella Malibrant turned toward the ship, even as she continued to sing. She lowered her arm and let her voice subside a little into the thumping of the band. There were times, after all, when one allowed oneself to be upstaged. Lucy, too, rose to stand on the thwart beside her. All around people were getting to their feet, craning their heads and shading their eyes against the afternoon sun, while some of the boats started making convulsive efforts to get closer, causing the whole mass to buckle and heave.

“Take care! Hold off, there!”

A woman’s shriek. And then suddenly the loud report of a ship’s gun from above, trying to warn them back, and near bedlam in the boats, more screams and cries, startled people stumbling and falling. The music faltered and stopped. The second cutter was coming round, its crew bawling. There was a collision, and craft on all sides rocked and bumped wildly, causing even more people to topple. A woman’s face rose from a tumble of her fellow passengers, her nose bloodied. Arabella kept her feet, barely, lurching and steadying herself on the shoulder of the man in front of her. Lucy tumbled back into the bit of water slopping about the bottom of the boat, then scrabbled desperately to get up again.

Just ahead of them people were shouting and struggling. Near the cutter a boat had capsized. There were people in the water, thrashing desperately, and many voices were calling out angrily for someone to do something.

“There! There! Reach an oar!”

The sailors above hollered and pointed. Spotting a thrashing woman whose face was barely above the rolling surface, Arabella added her voice to the cry. “Seize hold of her! Seize hold of her dress! She’s going under!”

The cutter was trying to come round and return to the place where it had struck the smaller boat, but it could make no headway against the confused mass. A man leapt into the sea, and a knotted rope splashed into the water just beyond the woman’s reach.

She gave a last frenzied flail to reach an oar someone held out and went under as though pulled down from below. There was a stunned silence, everyone staring as though they expected her to reappear. And then a child began to scream and cry and beat her fists upon the gunwale.

Lucy put her arms awkwardly about Arabella’s waist, and the actress reached out and pulled her close.

Darley looked back at her, his dignified manner fallen away, three fingers laid alongside his nose. Arabella thought he might offer the poor woman a tear. People murmured and cried.

Then, in quite different tones, someone else called out.

“Look! There he is!” All eyes turned upward again.

From the quarterdeck, gazing down at them imperturbably. The small, stout figure. The famous profile. The cockaded hat.

The genius of sixty battlefields. The man who’d had all Europe at his feet.

“That can’t be him,” someone nearby said.

But it was.

And then, from beyond the horrified circle that had witnessed the tragedy, a familiar sound. Slowly at first, uncertain, then with growing conviction, the English began to applaud. The sound seemed to course down the line of boats, like a rolling barrage.

Darley, however, had not even raised his eyes to the deck. His gaze was still fixed on the lapping waters, the unconsolable child. “May that be the last death to be laid at his feet,” he said softly, as though it were a prayer.
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The dead woman lay draped in a sheet, once white, blemished now with faint smears of brown and sickly yellow. Henry Morton stood in the doorway of the dimly lighted surgery, gazing at the familiar shape beneath its blank covering.

As though beneath a fall of snow, he thought suddenly.

The place unsettled him, a man not unused to death. On a small table the surgeon’s instruments lay: a darkly stained tourniquet, several knives of differing sizes, a bone saw with a fringe of pale pink flesh still caught in its teeth. The smell of the slaughterhouse could be detected here—faintly, but still there—and Morton was instinctively repelled by it. He cleared his throat.

“Death by misadventure, Presley told me,” offered Morton. “Perhaps a self-murder.”

The surgeon, Skelton, continued writing at his stand. His beadle had shown the Runner in a moment before, even announcing Morton’s name, but the surgeon apparently had not heard.

“Is that what Mr. Presley said?” The man did not look up; the sound of his pen, scratching over the surface of the paper, continued.

Morton rocked back on his heels, trying to calm his impatience. Skelton was an eccentric man, but the Runner had deep respect for his skills and was willing to wait at least a short while to find out why he’d been summoned.

Around Bow Street Skelton had acquired the moniker “Skeleton,” and one look at the ungainly surgeon was all the explanation this required. Morton had never seen a man of apparent good health so bony and angular. The surgeon removed a pair of spectacles, returned the pen to its stand, stared down at the paper on which he’d been writing, and sighed. He looked up at Morton and offered an unhappy smile.

“Let us look at the sad evidence of this act,” he said.

He walked stiffly over the sawdust floor to the table upon which the body lay, and very softly set a hand upon the thigh, as though on familiar, indeed intimate terms with this cadaver. “Presley told you what he found?”

“Only that she was discovered in a little played-out sand pit, dead upon the rocks there, as though she had cast herself from the rim above.”

“Yes, though whether she threw herself upon the rocks is difficult to say.” Skelton put the curve of one spectacle arm between his lips, his gaze losing focus for an instant. “I wonder, in truth, if she cast herself upon those rocks at all. I wonder if she even met her end where she was found.” He looked down at the covered form. “Certainly she might have died as a result of a fall—her injuries would not contradict it. But there is more, Mr. Morton.” He pulled back the covering, revealing the unclothed corpse. Morton shut his eyes for a second. The skin had lost its plasticity, its life, and was dull, almost grey. The lips had pulled back, exposing the teeth. Upon her forehead was a wound, oddly concave. Only the hair still looked as Morton guessed it once had—honey coloured, fine, lustrous in the dull light.

“You see this contusion upon her skull? ’Twas this did her in. But look here.” He pointed closely at the upper arm. “Do you see the bruising? And here on the other side …” He turned the arm a little, though it resisted stiffly. “Those are the marks of someone’s fingers. She was restrained or held by someone—someone stronger than she.”

“Well,” Morton whispered.

“But there is more,” Skelton said. “Upon her left arm you will find identical marks, or nearly so, suggesting that she was held from behind.”

“Or held and then pushed.”

The surgeon nodded.

“But look at this, Mr. Morton.” He turned her hand. A dark welt encircled the narrow wrist.

“Her hand was bound.”

“So I would say, though it was not when she was found.” The surgeon bent down awkwardly and replaced his spectacles. “And look further. Here, upon her thumb.”

Morton crouched down so that he might see. The smell of the cadaver repelled him, but he bent his head near and tried not to breathe. The thumb was dusky blue, as though terribly bruised.

“Did she put out her hands as she fell?” Morton wondered.

“You might expect that, but there is no other sign of it.” The two men crouched, their faces but a few inches apart. Morton could smell the man’s sour breath.

Skelton continued his lecture. “Do you see the way the nail has come away and is deformed? And beneath it the quick is almost pitted?”

“And what caused this, pray?” Morton asked softly.

“I have only seen it once before, Mr. Morton, in the soldiers’ hospital at Greenwich. What is particular is the rounded compression marks on the top and bottom of the digit. They are the signatures of the device that caused it. And the device that caused it, upon the testimony of the man who’d endured its ministrations whilst in the hands of our king’s continental enemies, was the thumbscrew.”

Morton stood up. “The thumbscrew! Are you certain? Without doubt?”

The surgeon too had straightened himself, and now he nodded solemnly. “I do not think Mr. Presley’s verdict of self-murder will stand, unless she self-tortured, too.”

“Tortured,” Morton said, trying the word to see if it had weight, if it rang false in this room where certain matters were never in doubt—you were among the living or you were among the dead.

“Mr. Presley assured me that there was little or no blood found upon the stones where she was discovered, yet I believe she suffered substantial loss of blood from her nose, which was badly broken, the vessels ruptured.”

Morton waved a hand at the body. “She was not found thus? Where are her clothes?”

Skelton crossed the room and from a shelf of shadowy bottles retrieved a mass of neatly folded clothing wrapped, but not tied, in brown paper. He presented this to the Runner, who began to go through the bundle carefully.

“Well, she did not live among the poor,” Morton said.

“Nor did she die among them, it would seem. But who she might have been, among the living, is beyond my skills to tell.”

“How old do you think she was?”

The surgeon looked thoughtfully over at the body of the dead woman. “Perhaps five and twenty. She had never borne children, I should guess.”

“Is there anything more that you might tell me?”

“She stood five foot five inches, weighed eight and one half stone or thereabouts … and was very beautiful when she was alive.” He said this last wistfully.

Morton glanced first at the surgeon and then at the body. How the man would guess that, he did not know. Perhaps he had spent too much time among the dead.

“I will take these,” Morton said, holding up the articles of clothing.

Skelton nodded. He crossed the few paces and covered the body, so again it looked like a sleeper adrift in snow.

Morton began to wrap the clothes in paper.

“You’ll send your conclusions to Sir Nathaniel?”

“I will, yes,” the surgeon answered.

Morton offered a perfunctory bow, but as he turned toward the door, the surgeon spoke.

“Mr. Morton? When, exactly, did the criminals of London begin torturing ladies of quality?”

Morton turned back to the man, who stood by the draped body, the light haloing his thinning hair.

“It is, Mr. Skelton, the strangest thing I have seen in my years as a Runner. I don’t know what is worse: to think that someone might commit such a horror for … pleasure; or that another wanted something of this woman so desperately that they would buy it from her with agony. And if the latter is true—what was it that she knew or possessed, a woman so young and lovely as you imagine?”

The surgeon shook his head, his bony shoulders dropping.

“No, Mr. Skelton, we do not know,” Morton agreed quietly. “But I assure you we will find it out.”
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It was but a short walk from the surgeon’s rooms in Hart Street to the Drury Lane Theatre, where Arabella Malibrant was rehearsing her new play. Morton’s man, Wilkes, had brought him an affectionate note from the actress that very morning saying she had returned from delivering her charge to Plymouth and was most anxious for a visit. His own note in answer had suggested they meet that evening, but he was about to look far more ardent than his note had suggested.

He was let into the back of the theatre and found his way through the flats and other props leaned here and there against the wall. Men were at work painting a backdrop, and actors lounged around gossiping, awaiting their scene.

Arabella he found in her rightful place—centre stage. She was there without makeup, of course, and the dim lamps made her fair complexion seem darker, almost exotic. She was dressing down a player in commanding style, and it took a moment for Morton to realise that she was not actually acting. Whatever this poor unfortunate had done, he looked as though he regretted it more than a little. Other actors stood about the stage, some embarrassed, others not hiding their great amusement. The man whom Morton took to be the director stood ineffectually at the foot of the stage, attempting occasionally to interrupt the eloquent flow of Arabella’s invective.

When she had finished—with a flourish, Morton thought—she swept up her skirts and exited the stage, as haughty as any queen.

“Morton!” she said as she came upon the Runner, and her manner changed of an instant. A light kiss she left on his cheek, and then she took his hand, leading him off to her dressing cabinet. And there, among her costumes and indifferently arranged powders and creams, she gave him a kiss that was more passionate and more joyful. She pulled back, a little breathless, her arms still about his neck.

“If you had come but a moment sooner, Henry, you could have challenged one of the company to a duel to defend my honour.”

“I cannot believe you would need me to deal with such a matter,” Morton said, as delighted to see her as she him.

“No, I suppose not. He will be gone when I return, anyway. The manager will not keep anyone who displeases me so.”

“What did this poor cully do, pray?”

“Only was too free with his hands as we rehearsed our love scene.” She sniffed, then wrinkled up her nose. “What is that dreadful odour, Morton?”

They disengaged.

“I have been visiting a poor woman who was no longer of this world. Her clothes, which I have with me, have retained a bit of the odour of—”

“And just what were you planning to do with a dead woman’s clothes, if I dare ask?”

“Show them to you,” Morton said, unwrapping the bundle.

Arabella made a face. “Well, I have seen them. Now take them away.”

“I was hoping you might look a little more closely. These clothes are the only indication we have of who this poor woman might have been.”

This piqued Arabella’s interest, Morton could see. She brushed back an errant strand of luxurious red hair and took a step nearer.

“Are these not of some foreign fashion?” Morton asked.

“French,” Arabella pronounced. She took up the pelisse and held it to the light. “And very finely made.”

“And where would one purchase such clothing, I wonder?”

“Not from any woman’s clothier. These were tailored for whomever wore them. I will find out,” Arabella said confidently, and wrapped the clothes up tightly, tying the bundle with a bit of string. She turned back to Morton. “I might even be able to tell you something this evening. Arthur hopes that you will come by. And if you are terribly attentive and kind to me this evening, you might escort me home.”

“I shall do all within my power to win your favour,” Morton said seriously.

Arabella frowned. “But all men do that,” she said. “You must do better than they.”
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