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ENGLISH TEA MURDER

“What happened? Why are we being kept on the plane?” asked Rachel as they gathered in a little group.

Pam was looking around. “Where’s George? How come they didn’t call his name?”

Lucy cast a questioning look at Sue, who delivered the bad news. “He’s dead.”

Pam was stunned. “What?”

“How on earth?” asked Rachel.

“I knew something was wrong. There was a fuss, but I never imagined ...” said Pam.

Rachel was clasping her hands together. “Was it the asthma?”

“He was having trouble breathing at the airport,” Lucy said.

The inspector was now standing at the front of the cabin, addressing Lucy’s group. “Thank you all for your cooperation. You’re free to go and I hope there will be no further unpleasantness to spoil your visit to the UK.”

Pam was bouncing on the balls of her feet. “Let’s get this show on the road!”

Lucy smiled, resolving not to let Temple’s unexpected death ruin her vacation. After all, she hadn’t really known the man. And she was finally here in England.

“Tallyho!” she exclaimed.
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Chapter One

Something was wrong. Very wrong.

Lucy Stone tapped the miniature TV screen fastened to the back of the seat in front of her, but it didn’t even flicker. The tiny little image of an airplane that represented British Airways Flight 214 was still hugging the coast of the United States, and more than five hours of flight time remained before they would cross the blue patch representing the Atlantic Ocean to land on the dot symbolizing London, or more accurately Heathrow Airport.

Lucy nudged her seatmate, Sue Finch, who was flipping through a copy of British Vogue that she’d snagged while passing through the roomy first-class cabin, which was dotted with luxurious armchairs complete with footrests and privacy screens—a far cry from the cramped economy cabin where they were sitting.

“What is it, Lucy?”

“We’re going to die.”

“I don’t think so.” Sue turned the page and pointed to a photo with her perfectly polished fingernail. “What do you think of Katie Holmes’s new haircut?”

“We’re six miles up in the air and the temperature outside is MINUS one hundred and fifty degrees and all you can think about is Katie Holmes’s haircut?”

Sue leaned over and peered at Lucy’s screen. “Thirty-seven thousand feet, honey. That’s not six miles.”

“Yes, it is! Do the math! A mile is about five thousand feet.”

Sue was now studying a photo of Victoria Beckham in minishorts. “Her legs are like sticks.”

Lucy was busy recalling her multiplication tables. “Okay, I was wrong and you’re right. SEVEN miles. That’s absolutely crazy. And who even knew the thermometer goes down to one hundred and fifty degrees below zero. We live in Maine and the coldest it ever gets in Tinker’s Cove is minus twenty or so.” Lucy frowned. “And that’s pretty darn cold.”

“I don’t know what you’re so upset about. The temperature only goes up to ninety on a hot summer day, but the oven can go up to four hundred and fifty. I guess it’s the same with cold.”

“These planes are not as sturdy as you think,” muttered Lucy darkly. “Remember the one that landed in the Hudson River? It was brought down by a goose.”

“Well we’re in luck, then, because it’s way too cold up here for any geese.” Sue indicated a photo of a top hat decorated with the Union Jack. “Look at this. There’s a show of hats at the Victoria and Albert Museum. Maybe we can go.”

“If we survive the flight.”

“Oh, stop fussing.” Sue tucked a wisp of glossy black hair behind her ear. “Flying is safer than driving. You might as well relax and enjoy the flight. That tinkling sound means the drinks trolley is coming.”

Lucy might not be an experienced traveler, but she had done her homework. “You’re not supposed to drink alcohol when you fly. It causes dehydration.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. If we’re seven miles above the earth in freezing weather, we should drink every drop they’ll give us.”

Lucy was struggling to reach her carry-on bag, which she’d stowed beneath the seat in front of her. “How much do drinks cost?”

“They’re included. And you’ll get a nice dinner and breakfast, too.”

Lucy fluffed her short mop of curls, which had gotten mussed when she reached for her wallet. “I had to pay for a Coke when Bill and I flew down to Florida for his uncle’s funeral.”

“That’s on domestic flights. They take good care of you on these transatlantic flights. So relax. Watch a movie. This is supposed to be a vacation.”

Sue was right, reflected Lucy as she pumped her heels up and down to avoid blood clots in her legs. This was her first trip out of the country, except for a few vacations in Canada, and she’d been looking forward to it for months. She’d always wanted to go to Europe, and now she finally had the chance. A few rows farther down the aisle, she could see her friend Pam Stillings’s elbow, recognizable from the colorful sleeve of her tie-dyed shirt. It was due to Pam’s job teaching yoga at Winchester College’s night school that Lucy and Sue, as well as their friend Rachel Goodman, had learned about the trip. “Only two thousand dollars, and that includes airfare and hotel, admissions, everything except lunch and dinner, for nine whole days,” Pam had exclaimed at one of their regular Thursday morning breakfasts at Jake’s Donut Shack. “We should all go. This professor, George Temple—he’s in my yoga class—is organizing the whole thing. All we have to do is sign up.”

“Our kids are grown, and our husbands can manage by themselves for a week,” said Sue. “Let’s do it.”

“I don’t know if Ted will let me go for such a long time,” said Lucy, who worked as a part-time reporter for the Tinker’s Cove Pennysaver. Ted Stillings was the owner, publisher, editor, and chief reporter. He was also Pam’s husband.

“I’ll take care of Ted,” promised Pam.

Rachel Goodman smiled sadly, running her finger around the thick rim of her white coffee mug; her big eyes were as dark as the black coffee. “I’d love to go, but I can’t leave Miss T for a whole week.” Rachel provided home care for the little town’s oldest resident, Julia Ward Howe Tilley, and was very fond of her.

“Molly could fill in for you,” said Lucy, referring to her daughter-in-law. “Patrick’s almost a year old now. I think she’d enjoy getting out of the house, and I know Miss Tilley would enjoy seeing Patrick.”

“Then I guess we’re agreed,” crowed Pam. “We have to put down a deposit of two hundred and fifty dollars to hold our places, so give me your checks as soon as you can.”

It had seemed like a great idea at the time, but Lucy had no sooner written the check than she began to feel guilty. For one thing, unlike her friends, she wasn’t an empty nester. Toby, the oldest, was married and settled on nearby Prudence Path with Molly and baby Patrick, and Elizabeth, next in line, was a senior at Chamberlain College in Boston. Sara, however, a high school sophomore, and Zoe, in middle school, were still at home. Bill, her restoration carpenter husband, would have his hands full managing his work and keeping an eye on the two girls. Even worse, she realized, she’d miss Patrick’s first birthday on March 17.

“Don’t be silly,” Bill had argued when she voiced her concerns about leaving home for more than a week. “You’ve always wanted to go to England, and this is your chance—and you can find a terrific present for Patrick in London.”

So Lucy had studied the itinerary and read the guidebooks and packed and repacked her suitcase several times. She’d even gone to the bank and changed five hundred American dollars into three hundred and fifty British pounds, which hadn’t seemed like a very good deal at all.

“On the contrary,” the bank manager had informed her. “The pound was trading at two dollars just a few months ago. You would have gotten only two hundred and fifty pounds if you bought back then.”

“I hadn’t realized,” said Lucy, tucking the bills with Queen Elizabeth’s face on them into her wallet.

“Have a good trip,” said the manager, giving her a big smile.

Remembering the transaction, Lucy patted the little bulge her money belt made under her jeans, where she’d stowed her foreign money, emergency credit card, and a photocopy of her passport, just as the guidebook had advised. She checked the progress of the drinks trolley, which was making its slow way down the aisle, and glanced at George Temple, seated across the aisle from her. Temple, the tour leader, had suffered an asthma attack at the airport, and she hoped he was feeling better.

In contrast to the wheezing and coughing he’d exhibited in Terminal E at Logan, Temple now seemed quiet and withdrawn. He was sitting in an odd posture, hunched forward and completely ignoring his seatmates, two Winchester students who were also along on the tour. Pam had pointed them out to Lucy while they waited at the gate. The one next to Temple—a girl with spiky black hair; numerous piercings in her nose, lips, and ears; and a tattoo of a chain around her neck—was Autumn Mackie. “A wild child, a bit of a legend on campus,” Pam had said. “But I can’t figure out what she’s doing with Jennifer Fain. She not only looks like an angel, but she also acts like one.” Jennifer, who was seated by the window, had long blond hair and was wearing a loose, pink-flowered top that looked almost like a child’s dress over her skinny gray jeans. It gave her a sweet, innocent air that contrasted sharply with Autumn’s black Goth outfit.

The two made an odd pair, whispering together like the best of friends, but Temple wasn’t noticing. He was sitting rigidly, leaning forward with his hands on his thighs, his shoulders rising and falling with each labored breath.

Lucy reached her hand across the aisle and tapped his arm. “Are you all right?”

“Asthma,” he said, producing an inhaler. “This should help.”

Lucy watched as he placed the inhaler between his lips and took a puff, sucking in the aerosol medication with a short, harsh gulp. When he exhaled, it took a long time and was accompanied by a wheezing sound that caught the attention of the two girls, who giggled. Temple ignored them and took another puff of medicine, and this time it seemed to go better, with less wheezing.

Reassured that he was gaining control of the attack, Lucy pulled the in-flight magazine out of the seat pocket and turned to the entertainment menu, choosing a film she hadn’t seen: Doubt. The drinks trolley was closer now, and Jennifer was rummaging in her backpack, eventually producing a plastic ziplock bag that appeared to contain trail mix. She ripped it open and tossed it to Autumn, who caught it and began stirring the contents with her fingers, finally producing a raisin, which she popped into her mouth.

Temple’s breathing seemed to worsen, but Lucy’s view was blocked by a flight attendant, who asked if she’d like something to drink.

“White wine?” Lucy inquired.

“Of course. And would you like another, for your meal?”

Lucy looked at Sue, who nodded sharply.

“Thank you,” said Lucy as two little wine bottles were placed on her tray table, along with a plastic glass and a tiny packet of pretzels. Sue opted for the same, but when the trolley moved on, Lucy saw that the girls had refused the refreshments and were sharing the bag of trail mix, passing it back and forth between them. Temple had accepted a glass of water, which was sitting on his tray, and his condition seemed to have improved. He was resting quietly now, leaning back in his seat, and the wheezing had stopped. Lucy felt she could relax, too, and poured herself a glass of white wine. On the tiny screen, Meryl Streep, costumed in the black bonnet and long-skirted habit of a nun in the 1960s, was terrorizing a schoolyard full of boisterous children. Lucy took a sip of wine, then another, and was soon absorbed in the movie.

Meryl Streep wasn’t much liking Philip Seymour Hoffman—that was clear from her pursed lips and disapproving expression—when Lucy felt a tap on her upper arm. She turned toward George Temple and was shocked by his appearance. His face was grayish, his lips blue, and he was trying to tell her something but couldn’t get the words out.

“Stay calm,” she told him, pushing the button with the graphic of a flight attendant. “I’m ringing for help.”

The two girls, she saw, were completely oblivious to his condition, listening to their iPods with earbuds and bouncing along to the music.

Temple nodded slowly and again raised his inhaler to his mouth, but before he could take a puff, Autumn Mackie gave an extra big bounce and flung out her hands, knocking the inhaler into the untouched glass of water. Horrified, Lucy watched as Temple turned slowly toward her and passed out.

The flight attendant, not at all the glamorous stereotype but a sturdy, middle-aged woman with thick English legs and a blouse that billowed out of her waistband, took one look and hurried back to the compartment containing medical supplies. As she returned with a small oxygen tank and mask, an announcement came over the PA system.

“We have a medical emergency. If there is a doctor or nurse aboard, please make yourself known to a crew member.”

“Gramps!” It was Jennifer, her face pale, rising up by pulling against the back of the seat in front of her. “My grandfather is a doctor!”

An older gentleman, gray-haired in a tweed jacket and bow tie, was already hurrying down the aisle, a small leather case in his hand. He quickly examined Temple, checking his pupils and his pulse. “Anaphylactic shock,” he told the flight attendant.

“I’ll get the EpiPen.” She whirled around, ready to dash down the aisle.

“I have one,” said the doctor, producing a small plastic cylinder. Opening it, he extracted a syringe and snapped the cap off, revealing a short needle that he jabbed into Temple’s thigh, right through his trousers. He then massaged the site of the injection, watching for signs of recovery.

Lucy couldn’t see Temple—her view was blocked by the doctor and the flight attendant—but she could hear sobbing from one of the girls. The plane was quiet, everyone aware that something serious was happening. The drinks trolley was stalled, its return to the galley blocked by the caregivers in the aisle.

“A second shot?” whispered the flight attendant.

There was movement as the doctor felt Temple’s pulse, then closed his eyelids. “I’m afraid it’s too late.”

The attendant quickly crossed herself, then asked Autumn for her blanket.

Autumn drew her dark brows together and scowled. “Blanket? The one that was on my seat?”

“Right. I’ll get you another, but I need to cover this gentleman.”

“Jennifer, give her your blanket,” said the doctor.

“Okay.” Jennifer obediently handed over the neatly folded square of blue acrylic, wrapped in plastic, and watched as the flight attendant ripped it open and carefully spread it over Temple’s body.

“What are you doing?” Autumn’s face was hard, her tone challenging. “You can’t leave him here!”

“I’m afraid we have no alternative.” A male flight attendant had joined the little group. “The plane is full. There are no empty seats.”

“So you’re just going to leave him here?” Jennifer had turned paler than ever. The black mascara she was wearing stood out like two rows of exclamation points, dramatizing her huge blue eyes.

Lucy turned and looked at Sue, grabbing her hand. They clung together, stunned by the enormity of the scene they had just witnessed.

“I know this is terribly upsetting and unfortunate, but there’s really nothing we can do,” said the steward, rubbing his hands together briskly. “So, who’d like another drink before dinner?”




Chapter Two

“Are you crazy?” Autumn Mackie’s face had gained some color; red blotches were appearing on her pallid cheeks and tattooed neck. “You can’t expect me to sit next to a stinking corpse all the way to London!”

The steward’s expression was quite stern. “Miss, please lower your voice.”

“I will not lower my voice. This is outrageous! It’s probably illegal! There’s a health issue here!”

“Once again, I must ask you to lower your voice. I do not wish to have to restrain you, but I am empowered to do so.”

The little hoops in Autumn’s eyebrows trembled. “Restrain me? For what? What am I doing?”

The steward’s expression was impassive. “You are disturbing the other passengers and interfering with the crew’s performance of its duty.” The scent of cooked food was filling the cabin, and there were sounds from the galley of trolleys being shifted and loaded. Lucy was ashamed of herself but felt quite hungry. It was almost eleven o’clock, hours later than her usual dinnertime.

“I am not the crazy one here,” declared Autumn, stabbing at her chest. “This is a dead body. It’s unsanitary. I don’t want to have anything to do with it. Get it?”

“I understand, miss. This is an unfortunate situation, but we must make the best of it.”

“I have a solution,” said the doctor before the steward could reply. “I will change seats with the young lady.”

“Is that agreeable?” inquired the steward.

“Yes. Anything to get away from this ... this corpse.”

The steward turned to the doctor. “Thank you very much indeed.”

“It’s nothing, really. I would actually prefer to sit with my granddaughter.” He smiled at Jennifer. “I will go and fetch my things.”

“All right, miss. If you will just climb over ...” The steward was holding out his hand to Autumn, offering support so she could clamber over Temple’s body.

“Well, move him!” ordered Autumn. “I don’t wanna touch him!”

“I’m afraid we must leave him in place for the coroner,” said the steward.

At this the two girls exchanged glances; then Autumn quickly scrambled over Temple’s still corpse, averting her face as she did so. Jennifer gathered up Autumn’s possessions—the iPod, a magazine, a paperback book, the half-empty bag of trail mix—and stuffed them in a backpack, which she passed over. The steward ushered Autumn down the aisle, passing the doctor who was already returning to his granddaughter. He paused in the aisle, extending his hand to Lucy.

“We’re going to be neighbors for the duration,” he said. “I’m Randall Cope. This is my granddaughter, Jennifer Fain. I recognized you from the airport. You’re on the Winchester College tour also, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I am.” Lucy took his hand, finding it strong and warm and very reassuring. “My name’s Lucy Stone. This is my friend Sue Finch.”

“Delighted to meet you both. And I am sorry about the, uh, situation.”

“You did everything you could,” said Lucy.

His expression was a combination of regret and caring, and Lucy understood that he’d faced the same situation many times in his medical career. “Well, yes, but it wasn’t enough.”

Turning and moving quite easily for a man of his age, he stepped over Temple’s body, eased himself into Autumn’s vacated seat, and fastened his seat belt. Once settled, he placed his big, comforting hand over Jennifer’s tiny white one. She leaned her head against his shoulder, and he reached across his chest with his free hand and smoothed her long, wavy hair.

The motherly flight attendant returned, holding a tray with a number of miniature liquor bottles. “This has been a bit of an upset,” she said in a soothing nanny voice. “Would you care for a bit of brandy to soothe your nerves?”

Lucy certainly did, and so did Sue.

“What’s going to happen?” Lucy sipped the fiery brandy, feeling its warmth spread through her body. “He was our leader.”

Sue had polished off her brandy in a single gulp. “I don’t know. I can’t think that far ahead. Right now, all I want is something to eat.”

Crew members were already working their way down the aisles, distributing dinners, and it wasn’t long before their meals were placed in front of them and they tucked into their Tuscan chicken and pasta.

“It’s not bad.” Lucy stabbed a tiny square of chicken.

“It’s horrible, but it beats starving.” Sue was polishing off her tiny bowl of salad. “I can’t believe I have any appetite at all.”

“They say death has that effect.” Lucy lowered her voice. “It makes people hungry—and not just for food. Sex, too.”

Sue gazed at the blue lump on the other side of the aisle. “Survival instinct, I suppose.”

Lucy followed her gaze and saw that while Dr. Cope was eating his dinner, Jennifer had refused her tray and was staring at the blank TV screen in front of her. She remembered how happy the girl had seemed only a short time before, bouncing around to her iPod with Autumn and sharing the trail mix snack. Now, Temple’s sudden death had changed everything, and a carefree jaunt had turned tragic.

This was supposed to be the trip of a lifetime, thought Lucy, her first trip abroad, and now it was spoiled. She remembered how excited she’d been when Pam had told them all about the tour and how she’d almost rationalized her way out of going. “It’s too expensive; I’ll be away too long; I can’t leave you all,” she’d told Bill. But he had brushed away her objections. “You were an English major in college. You’ve always wanted to go to England. You should go.”

Lucy’s friends had backed him up. “You’re the mom and grandma. You’ve been taking care of everybody else for twenty-five years. It’s time for you to do something for yourself,” Rachel had told her when they had lunch together one day at Miss Tilley’s antique Cape-style cottage.

“You don’t think it’s selfish?”

“They’ll be glad to be rid of you,” said Miss Tilley with a wave of her blue-veined hand. “That’s what I told Rachel. We all need a break from each other once in a while. I’m looking forward to putting real cream in my coffee and eating potato chips.” She scowled at Rachel. “My keeper here never lets me have potato chips.”

“It’s for your own good,” said Rachel, placid as ever.

Lucy suddenly felt homesick, thinking of Miss Tilley and her cozy house and her own comfortable old farmhouse on Red Top Road and Bill and the girls and Libby the Labrador and little baby Patrick. She missed them all, she thought, as the flight attendant removed the remains of her meal. She latched the little folding table back in place and leaned back in her seat, letting out a big sigh. It seemed she’d been right: This trip was a big mistake.

She checked the progress of the flight on the little screen, discovering that the tiny plane icon was about a half inch into the blue Atlantic and they had more than three hours of airtime left. The lights were dimmed, and she decided to try and get some sleep, imagining she was back in bed at home, spooning with Bill.

Next thing she knew, the lights were flicked on, the scent of coffee was in the air, and the flight attendants were distributing breakfast packs containing crisp fruit salad and soggy apple pastry.

“Good morning, sunshine,” said Sue, looking at her with dark-rimmed eyes.

Lucy yawned. “Didn’t you sleep?”

“Not a wink.”

“I’m surprised I did.” Lucy glanced at the body and the sight depressed her. Dr. Cope was still sound asleep, his head thrown back and his mouth slightly open, and Jennifer was sitting in the same position as before, staring straight ahead and rigid with tension.

Lucy still felt uncomfortably full from dinner, which seemed to have settled like concrete in her tummy, so she only ate a few bits of fruit and sipped her coffee, then made a trip back to the toilet. There she splashed a little lukewarm water on her face and attempted to brush her teeth with the toothbrush and tiny tube of toothpaste provided by British Airways. When she returned to her seat, it seemed that the pace was picking up—the breakfast packs were collected, and the pilot soon announced it was time to prepare for landing. Lucy checked her watch and discovered it was 3:40 a.m. She fastened her seat belt, sniffing the refreshing green tea scent of the moisturizer Sue was applying to her cheeks and hands. The plane gave a shake and a rattle, landing with a big thump, and they were in England.

Once again, the captain’s voice came over the PA system. “Welcome to London. It’s 7:50 a.m. and the temperature is ten degrees Celsius with clouds and passing showers.” He paused. “And now I’m going to turn this over to our head steward, Ron Bitman, who has a special announcement.”

“I want to remind you to remain seated with seat belts fastened until the aircraft comes to a complete stop and the fasten-seat-belt light is turned off. And we must ask the following passengers to remain in their seats: Laura Barfield, William Barfield, Randall Cope, Jennifer Fain, Sue Finch ...”

Lucy’s and Sue’s eyes met and the voice continued: “Rachel Goodman, Autumn Mackie, Ann Smith, Caroline Smith, Thomas Smith, Pamela Stillings, and Lucy Stone. Thank you.”

“It’s everyone on the tour,” said Sue as the jet taxied to the gate.

“Looks like there’s going to be a police investigation,” said Lucy, looking past Jennifer through the oval window and glimpsing a cluster of police cars and an ambulance on the ground.

The plane stopped, the fasten-seat-belt light went off with a ding, and people all around them were stretching and getting to their feet and opening the overhead compartments to retrieve bags and coats. The aisles were packed with people, and then suddenly everyone was gone, leaving behind crumpled pillows and blankets and newspapers—and the twelve people whose names had been called. They were all told to please move forward into the first-class cabin.

“I was hoping for an upgrade,” quipped Sue. “But I would have appreciated it earlier in the flight.”

When they entered the first-class cabin, which was every bit as rumpled and untidy as their own, although much roomier, they found a pair of uniformed police constables with checked caps tucked under their arms blocking the exits, as if the group was comprised of dangerous prisoners who must be kept under guard.

“What happened? Why are we being kept on the plane?” asked Rachel as they gathered in a little group.

Pam was looking around. “Where’s George? How come they didn’t call his name?”

Lucy cast a questioning look at Sue, who delivered the bad news. “He’s dead.”

Pam was stunned. “What?”

“How on earth?” asked Rachel.

“I knew something was wrong. There was a fuss, but I never imagined... .” said Pam.

Rachel was clasping her hands together. “Was it the asthma?”

“He was having trouble breathing at the airport,” recalled Pam, stepping aside to let a young woman in a white disposable overall pass. She was snapping on a pair of latex gloves as she hurried to the economy section.

“Probably the medical examiner,” said Lucy, whose job as a reporter had given her some familiarity with the procedures surrounding unexpected death. She watched as a tall, rather distinguished-looking man in a gray suit entered the cabin, receiving nods from the two uniformed officers. He was soon followed by a shorter, sturdier man wearing a tweed jacket and a rather stout, red-faced man wearing a beautifully tailored suit.

“If you’ll all take a seat, we can begin, and hopefully we won’t delay you for very long,” said the man in the gray suit. “I am Inspector John Neal of the Metropolitan Police. It is the responsibility of the Met, which you may know better as Scotland Yard, to investigate any unexplained deaths.” There was a little stir from several tour members, and he quickly explained. “Due to the configuration of the aircraft, you may not know that the leader of your tour, George Temple, expired in midflight.” He paused a moment, waiting for this information to be absorbed, before continuing. “My colleague”—he indicated the sturdy man in the sport coat—“is Sergeant Chester Luddy. Mr. William Bosworth is the coroner.” He indicated the man in the expensive suit. “Mr. Bosworth will determine from our investigation here today whether an inquest is required.” He paused again, his gaze moving from one person to another. “I need hardly point out to you all that the more helpful and open you are at this time, the sooner we can wrap this up and you can carry on with your travel plans.”

Sergeant Luddy passed a sheet of paper to the inspector, and he began reading names. “Laura and William Barfield, please identify yourselves.”

A slight woman with wispy, chin-length brown hair raised her hand. She was dressed in a pair of beige wool slacks and a brown leather jacket with a gold paisley scarf tucked into the neckline. “I’m Laura Barfield and this is my son, Will.”

Will was a tall kid who needed a haircut, his streaky blond hair flopped over his forehead. He was dressed in jeans, a white Oxford button-down shirt that wasn’t tucked into his pants, and a bright blue sweater.

“I understand you are a student?” Neal was looking at Will.

“That’s right. I’m a freshman at Winchester College.”

Neal nodded and went on to the next name on his list. “Dr. Randall Cope.”

The doctor stood up. “I am a medical doctor, and I attended George Temple in his final moments.”

“I see.” Neal made a tick next to his name. “Jennifer Fain.”

“That’s me.” Jennifer lifted her hand. She looked quite tiny and vulnerable in the roomy club chair.

“And you are also a student at Winchester College?”

She nodded.

Dr. Cope was seated beside her and patted her knee protectively. “Jennifer is my granddaughter.”

The inspector was consulting his list. “Sue Finch.”

“Here.” Sue raised her hand with a decisive motion.

Neal’s eyes seemed to flicker briefly as if he found her worth a second look. “Are you connected to Winchester College?”

“No. The tour was open to anyone, so I signed up with three friends. Just a little vacation.”

“I see.” Neal passed his eyes over the group. “Rachel Goodman.”

Rachel spoke up in a low, clear voice. “That’s me. I’m one of the friends.”

Neal didn’t smile but went on to the next name. “Autumn Mackie.”

“I saw the whole thing,” said Autumn, sounding defensive. “It was disgusting.”

The sergeant passed another paper to Neal, indicating something with his finger.

“You were seated next to the deceased gentleman?”

“They were going to make me sit next to a corpse!” declared Autumn, outraged. She pointed to Dr. Cope. “He changed seats with me.”

“I see.” Neal consulted the list. “Ann, Caroline, and Thomas Smith. Are you all the same family?’

“Yes,” said Tom Smith, a fortyish man with a brush cut and a beer belly spilling over his Dockers. He and his daughter were standing behind his wife, who was seated. “My wife, Ann,” he said, tapping her on the shoulder. “And my daughter, Caroline.”

Ann, Lucy saw, was painfully thin, with a pinched face and unattractively short gray hair. Caroline, on the other hand, was overweight, with a bushy mop of curly orange hair.

“This is the first we even knew about Mr. Temple’s, um, death,” said Tom.

“Quite so,” said Neal. “Pamela Stillings.”

Pam gave a little bounce in her chair, half standing. “I’m Pam,” she said. “One of the four friends. I didn’t know anything about this. I was sitting in the front, you see, in a middle seat. I couldn’t see what was going on in the rear of the cabin.”

Neal exchanged glances with Luddy, who shrugged. “Lucy Stone.”

Lucy raised her hand. “I was sitting across the aisle from Mr. Temple.”

“I guess we’ll begin with you, then,” said Neal. “Come with me.”

Me and my big mouth, thought Lucy, following the inspector to the far corner of the cabin. The coroner and Luddy joined them, making a tight little circle around her chair. She felt hemmed in.

“When did you first notice Mr. Temple was having difficulty breathing?” asked Neal after he had taken down Lucy’s address and studied her passport.

“At the airport, actually, in Boston.”

Neal raised an eyebrow. “Really?”

“Yes. I happened to be behind him when he went through the security screening. For some reason they took him away, and when he returned and joined us at the gate, he was breathing heavily.” Lucy was thinking hard, trying to recall any detail that might be important. “His breathing was ragged. With a little wheeze. But when he used his inhaler, he seemed to improve. Then he took a roll call and discovered somebody was missing—that kid Will—and his breathing got worse again. We were all quite concerned, and that lady, Ann Smith, I think, urged him to stay calm and relax. She tried to teach him some relaxation technique and even attempted to cover him with a shawl she had, but he refused it. He was almost angry—flustered is maybe a better word. Then we lined up and boarded. I sort of lost track of him until I found my seat and he was on the other side of the aisle. Will made it to the gate in time, obviously, but I didn’t see that.”

“And who was sitting on the other side of Mr. Temple?”

“Autumn, the dark-haired girl who is so upset, and Jennifer, Dr. Cope’s granddaughter, had the window.”

“How did Mr. Temple react to takeoff?”

“He seemed fine. He used the inhaler again, and he was sitting forward a bit, quite calm and quiet. I thought he was improving.”

“And how long was this?”

“Quite a while. We were well into the flight—they were serving drinks—when he kind of reached over and grabbed me. He was trying to say something. I could see he was in distress and rang for the flight attendant. Then they called for the doctor, and he came and gave him an injection but it was too late.” Lucy was exhausted. She felt quite empty as she recalled the horrifying chain of events. “It was so unexpected. The last thing you’d think would happen.”

“What about his seatmates? Did they try to help him?”

Lucy hesitated for a moment before answering. “They’re only kids. They didn’t seem to realize he was in distress. They were listening to music on their iPods and kind of dancing in their seats.”

Neal’s and Luddy’s eyes met.

“In fact,” recalled Lucy, “Autumn accidentally knocked his inhaler out of his hand. It fell into his drink.”

“Anything else you can remember?”

“Well, they were eating something. They had a bag of nuts and raisins they were sharing.”

“What sort of bag?”

“One of those zip bags you’re supposed to use for liquids.”

Neal nodded. “Thank you. You’ve been very helpful.”

Released from the hot seat, Lucy went back to join the group, feeling oddly guilty, as if she’d ratted on the girls. But they hadn’t done anything terrible. They were just young and full of energy, caught up in themselves.

She was just sitting down when the inspector called Dr. Cope. He got to his feet rather stiffly, not quite as nimble as he’d been earlier, and made his way to the other side of the cabin. His granddaughter, Jennifer, watched anxiously, biting her lip.

“What did you tell them?” whispered Sue.

“Just what I saw. What else could I do?”

“You told them about the girls and the inhaler?”

Lucy was a bit defensive. “Yeah. Wouldn’t you?”

Sue shrugged and checked her watch. Time, Lucy realized, was crawling by. She was stiff and tired, and she felt grubby and wanted to wash her face properly. Instead, she was virtually a prisoner on this airplane while the inspector systematically questioned each member of the tour. She wouldn’t have minded quite so much, if only she could hear what they were saying. But even though she strained her ears, she heard very little. Autumn was the loudest, and Lucy heard her proclaim something about “How was I supposed to know?” but that was all.

The inspector was interviewing Rachel, the last member of the group, when a sharp snap indicated the medical examiner had finished her examination and was removing her gloves. She stood in the rear of the cabin, not far from Lucy, and the coroner went over to her.

“What have you got?” he asked.

“I was only able to do a superficial exam, but my observations are consistent with anaphylactic shock.”

Lucy remembered Dr. Cope using the phrase when he examined Temple.

“That accords with the witnesses’ reports,” said the coroner.

“Of course, I’ll know more when I get him back to the morgue.”

“Do you really think that’s necessary?”

“It is customary.”

“That’s not what I asked you,” snapped the coroner. “Do you have any reason to think it wasn’t anaphylactic shock?”

The woman spoke slowly. “Uh, no.”

“Well, then I guess we can save the rate payers some money.”

“Whatever you say.” She proceeded through the cabin, stripping off the overall as she went and shaking her head.

The inspector was now standing at the front of the cabin, addressing the group. “Thank you all for your cooperation. You’re free to go, and I hope there will be no further unpleasantness to spoil your visit to the UK.”

They were starting to stand up when a rosy-cheeked man with slicked back hair suddenly appeared. “I’m Reg Wilson from British Airways, and I, too, want to thank you for your cooperation. Furthermore, I have arranged transport for your group to your hotel. Now, if you will gather up your things, I will escort you to immigration and on to the baggage area.”

Pam was bouncing on the balls of her feet, itching to go. “Let’s get this show on the road,” she said.

Lucy smiled, resolving not to let Temple’s death ruin her vacation. After all, she hadn’t really known the man. And she was finally here in England. “Tallyho,” she said.




Chapter Three

The group was quiet as the minibus crept along in heavy traffic on the M4, a highway Lucy recognized from those BBC mystery dramas she loved to watch. It was a lot like the Maine Turnpike, except all the cars were driving on the wrong side of the road. Lucy peered out the window at the passing scenery, fascinated by everything she saw. The houses were subtly different from houses in America, she thought. They were mostly built of brick, instead of the shingles or clapboard used in Maine, and they were tightly packed together in rows with tiny, fenced backyards instead of the spacious lawns she was used to. They were passing an old brewery that seemed oddly familiar—had it been a set in a costume drama?—and then the highway ended and they were on a London street, passing shops and museums and more row houses. These were taller and more imposing than the ones they’d seen from the highway and didn’t have front yards. Some had flower boxes at the windows or a plant in a tub set on the front steps. The street widened, and there was the giant flickering TV screen at Piccadilly Circus. They continued weaving through narrow streets, past theaters and restaurants, until they suddenly broke into a square with a leafy green park in the center. A few more turns through streets that were now arranged in a series of neat squares and the bus stopped in front of yet another tall brick row house. The gilded letters in the transom above the shiny black front door announced they had arrived at the Desmond Hotel.

“What happens now?” asked Tom Smith, as if only now realizing the group had lost its leader. “Who’s in charge?”

“I’ll fill in for George, for the time being,” said Pam, rising and moving to the front of the bus. “I work at the college part-time, so I know the president. I’ll call her and explain the situation.” She checked her watch. “It’s eleven here. That means it’s seven in the U.S. That’s awfully early for a Saturday morning. I’ll wait a bit—I should have some information for you by dinnertime.”

“What do we do in the meantime?” asked Laura, looking a bit lost.

“For the time being, I guess we’re all on our own,” said Pam. “We might as well get settled here at the hotel. I’m sure the hotel staff can suggest some things to do. After all, this is London.” She smiled at the bus driver. “You can start unloading the luggage, and I’ll go in and see about checking in.”

The bus driver had just pulled the last bag from the luggage compartment when Pam reappeared with a piece of paper and a handful of keys. “We’re all set. George took very good care of us,” she announced, standing on the steps in front of the hotel. “Barfields, you’re in room seven,” she said, handing over two keys. “The larger one is for the outer door, the smaller for your room.”

The bus drove off and the group on the sidewalk gradually dispersed as Pam distributed the keys until only the four friends remained. “Here you go,” she said, handing a set of keys to Sue. “You and Lucy are in room twenty-seven and Rachel and I are in twenty-six. I think that means we have a bit of a climb.”

Once inside, Lucy found herself in a small hall with a steep flight of carpeted stairs directly opposite the front door. The entry was homelike with a small console table holding a lamp, guestbook, and vase of fresh flowers. A narrow hallway ran alongside the stairs, ending in a small office, where a middle-aged man was talking on the telephone in a Cockney accent. Following Sue, Lucy began climbing, dragging her suitcase behind her up four flights of stairs until they reached the top floor and their rooms.

Room 27 was small, but it had two large windows overlooking the street, two twin beds with white coverlets, and a very tiny bathroom with a shower. It was also very hot, so Lucy headed straight for one of the windows, which was sealed with an inner storm panel. She’d never seen anything like it before, but it opened easily and soon a cool breeze was lifting the white net panels that hung behind the wildly flowered drapes.

Sue emerged from the bathroom. “Good thing we’re both slender,” she said. “Otherwise we couldn’t fit between the sink and shower to get to the toilet.”

Lucy poked her head inside the bathroom and discovered Sue wasn’t exaggerating. “It’s a tight squeeze but very clean.”

“And we each get a whole towel to ourselves,” said Sue, pointing out the neatly folded bath towels resting on the foot of each bed. Extremely small, thin towels, judging from their flatness.

“And we share the soap.” Lucy was holding up the tiny pink rectangle she’d found on the tiny white sink.

“It’s not exactly the Four Seasons,” said Sue.

“It’s not even a Holiday Inn,” said Lucy, sitting on the end of a bed.

“Well, sweetie, when the going gets tough, the tough get going. Shopping, that is. And since it’s Saturday, we can go to Portobello Market!”

“But I want to take a nap,” said Lucy, falling backward onto the bed.

“Worst thing you can do. Come on, up you go! We’re in London! You can sleep tonight.”

Slowly, very slowly, Lucy dragged herself to her feet. From the street outside, she could hear the roar of traffic, the voices of passersby. It was true. She wasn’t in quiet little Tinker’s Cove anymore.

Downstairs, they met Pam and Rachel. In response to Pam’s inquiry, the proprietor, a short and stocky fellow in a worn olive-green sweater vest, gave them directions to Portobello Market. “Just walk up the street to the Euston Square tube station, take the Circle Line to Notting Hill Gate, and follow the Pembridge Road to Portobello Road. You can’t miss it.”

“I’m so excited,” declared Sue as they headed up Gower Street. “I’m so glad you’re not going to miss Portobello.”

“What is it exactly?” asked Pam.

“A giant street fair. There’s antiques and junk and all sorts of stuff. Kind of like a giant flea market.”

Rachel was consulting her guidebook as they walked along. “It says here you shouldn’t be afraid to bargain. The dealers expect to come down at least ten percent.”

“Sounds like my kind of place,” said Lucy as they descended the stairs to the Euston Square station.

There they gathered in front of the machines that sold tickets and tried to figure out the system for payment.

“In Boston you have to buy a CharlieCard,” said Pam, who often returned to her hometown to visit her mother.

“This Oyster card is new—they didn’t have it last time I was here,” said Sue.

Looking around, they found a cashier sitting in a booth behind a thick Plexiglas window who sold them the cards, collecting twenty-three pounds from each of them.

“Seems expensive,” complained Lucy.

“No, no,” said Sue, repeatedly tapping the card on the yellow disk that was supposed to operate the entry gate, but to no effect. “The Tube is fantastic, you’ll see. It will take us everywhere.”

“If we can get in,” said Rachel.

“May I?” A tall gentleman togged out in a suit and tie took the card from Sue. “You just touch the back of the card to the disk, like so,” he said, demonstrating. The gates opened.

A train could be heard arriving at the platform below, so they hurriedly thanked him and dashed for the stairs—a very long flight of stairs. “It’s hopeless. We’ll have to wait for the next one,” said Pam in a resigned tone. But when they reached the platform, an illuminated sign informed them that the next train would arrive in two minutes. “Could that possibly be right?” asked Pam, pointing at the sign.

When the train pulled in, exactly on schedule, Rachel was impressed. “This is amazing,” she said.

The train ground to a halt, the doors slid open, and a mellifluous female voice reminded them to “Mind the gap” as they boarded. They were seating themselves on upholstered benches and noting the clean carriage when the voice continued. “This is a Circle Line train. The next stop will be Great Portland Street.”

Stunned by British efficiency, they rode in silence to Notting Hill Gate, where they were once again urged to mind the gap.

“Why can’t we have trains that run on schedule in America?” asked Rachel as they emerged from the dim station into the sunny street.

“And actually let you know where you’re going in clearly understood announcements. The last time I was in Boston, I got the last train of the evening, which I thought was lucky, but unfortunately it didn’t go where I thought. I ended up at the end of the line on some deserted street trying to get a taxi at one in the morning.” Pam’s expression was dark. “Not much fun at all.”

They were walking past neat white row houses with tiny front gardens behind black-painted iron railings in what seemed to be a very nice neighborhood. Lucy wondered what it would be like to live in one of these houses.

“Up and down stairs all day,” said Sue, reading her mind.

It was true, she realized. The houses seemed to be one room wide but were three or four stories tall. You’d get plenty of exercise just getting out of the house in the morning, especially if you forgot something in an upstairs bedroom.

When they turned the corner onto Portobello Road, they were confronted by a colorful riot of activity. The narrow street was packed with people who jostled their way along the sidewalks and squeezed between the shops and the temporary stalls that filled the street. Most of the shops sold antiques, but there were also restaurants and clothing boutiques, even a Tesco supermarket. The stallholders sold everything from crafts and cheap imports to all sorts of fruits and vegetables, baked goods, meats, and even fish. One enterprising man had set up three enormous paella pans and was browning chicken pieces in sizzling oil; on the ground beneath the huge braziers, plastic bins full of shellfish were ready to hand. The air was full of scents: cooking chicken, fish, fragrant flowers, incense. Suddenly, Lucy felt quite dizzy and stumbled against a T-shirt stall.

“Whoa, there,” exclaimed Sue, reaching out to steady her.

Rachel took one look at Lucy’s white face and made an executive decision. “We need lunch.”

Fortunately there was a nearby café, and they took an outside table. Pam kept Lucy company, basking in the warm March sunshine, while Rachel and Sue placed orders for tea and sandwiches.

“I feel so foolish,” said Lucy, who was still a bit dizzy.

“Don’t be silly.” Pam sounded tired. “We’ve all had a terrible shock, but you were right next to George. You saw the whole thing. It’s no wonder you’re a bit fragile.”

“It’s probably just low blood sugar.” Lucy felt a surge of sympathy for Pam, who had assumed responsibility for the group. “Were you able to reach the college president?”

“My cell phone doesn’t work here, so I sent an e-mail from the hotel—they have a computer for guests.”

“You shouldn’t feel as if you have to take charge. We’re all adults... .” Lucy remembered the four students: Caroline, Will, Autumn, and Jennifer. “Well, almost adults.”

“I still can’t believe it happened.” Pam looked up as Rachel and Sue arrived with their food, distributing ploughman’s lunches and cardboard cups of tea. “Poor George.”

“What was he like?” asked Lucy, taking a sip of tea. She wasn’t quite ready for the sandwich, which consisted of cheese, pickle, and lettuce on whole wheat bread.

“I only knew him from my yoga class,” said Pam, pausing to chew. “He was very flexible, considering his age.”

“Men aren’t usually flexible,” said Lucy, picturing Bill’s struggle to touch his toes.

“George had a lovely downward dog, and his cobra was amazing.”

“How old was he?” Sue took a tiny bite of her sandwich.

“Not old enough to die. Fifties maybe?” said Rachel. “This bread is very good.”

“That’s about right.” Pam nodded. “This whole sandwich is excellent.”

Encouraged, Lucy took a bite and experienced a revelation. “It’s real cheddar,” she declared. “And the bread is so wholesome-tasting. It’s really good, and I always heard English food is bad.”

“So was he a full professor?” asked Sue. Her son-in-law Geoff had recently landed a position as an assistant professor at New York University.

“No. He was only an adjunct,” said Pam. “Paid by the course, no benefits or anything.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.” Pam crumpled up the cellophane sandwich wrap. “You know how it is—a lot of liberal arts colleges are struggling financially these days. Winchester has a lot of adjuncts, but I did hear something about an opening in the English Department. Professor Crighton is due to retire, so maybe George would have gotten his job. He always scored really high on the student evaluations, and he was devoted to Winchester. He put in all sorts of extra time. He was even published.” She stood up. “I don’t know about you guys, but I don’t want to spend all day sitting here. That stall with the scarves is calling my name.”

Rachel turned her big brown eyes to Lucy. “How are you feeling?”

“Much better. Let’s go shopping.”

Pam was willing to pay the ten pounds the vendor was asking for three scarves, but Sue intervened and haggled until he agreed to accept eight pounds. Lucy ventured inside some of the antique shops and found they extended far from the street front, winding through adjacent buildings in a higgledy-piggledy fashion, housing numerous dealers. She fell in love with a round breadboard that the seller assured her was a good value at thirty-five pounds. The woman had a number of them, ranging in price from ten to nearly one hundred pounds, so Lucy figured she could trust her expertise and paid the asking price.

Rachel had to be dragged away from the bread stall, where she insisted on buying four hot cross buns, and they all gathered in Tesco to buy the shampoo and body wash the hotel didn’t supply. Sue lingered at the newsstand, stocking up on English magazines, while Lucy picked up a couple of tabloid newspapers. By then it was late afternoon and the market was winding down as stallholders began packing up their wares.

Sue glanced at her watch and yawned, setting off a little chain reaction among her friends. “I know. We should have afternoon tea and then head back to the hotel for an early night.”

“I’ve always wanted to have high tea,” enthused Pam.

“No, not high tea.” Sue nodded wisely. “High tea is beans on toast, a working-class supper. What we want is afternoon tea with scones and cake and little sandwiches and a silver teapot.”

Lucy was skeptical. “I don’t think we’ll find any establishments like that around here. These places all seem to use paper cups.” She paused, remembering the many British mysteries she’d borrowed from the library, all aged and well thumbed by readers. “There’s a chain called Lyons, or used to be.”

Sue was thoughtful. “Maybe closer to the hotel,” she said. But when they retraced their route back to the hotel and emerged, panting with exhaustion from the climb out of the Euston Square station, there seemed to be a surprising lack of tearooms. No restaurants at all, in fact, except for a dingy-looking Indian place. Coming to the end of their street, Sue admitted defeat. “How about some curry?” she asked.

 



Waking at two in the morning, Lucy tiptoed into the tiny bathroom and dug in her toiletries bag for the roll of antacid tablets she’d brought. She’d enjoyed the spicy Indian food, but now she had a terrible case of heartburn. She crunched a couple of the tablets while she peed, had a drink of water, and went back to bed, hoping she’d look better in the morning than she did now. Her reflection in the mirror over the sink wasn’t encouraging; she had dark circles under her eyes, and she was certain she’d sprouted some new wrinkles.

Back in bed, she yawned and settled herself for sleep, but sleep didn’t come. She was tired enough; there was no doubt about that. Her legs ached; her arms felt heavy. Every cell in her body seemed to be crying out for rest. All except her brain cells, which were annoyingly active and returned again and again to Temple’s death, producing an image of his blanket-covered body whenever she closed her eyes.

Turning on her side, she stared at the windows, which were lighter patches of gray in the darkened room. She remembered how nervous she’d been going through security at Logan Airport, even though she’d checked the TSA Web site and packed according to the directions, filling a quart-sized ziplock bag with miniature versions of her favorite toiletries. She’d forgotten the water bottle she had tucked in her travel bag and had been forced to empty it, but the officer had been pleasant about it. George Temple hadn’t been so lucky. The buzzer had sounded when he walked through the metal detector, and he’d actually been taken away by two officers, protesting loudly. “I never saw that before,” he was saying as they hustled him along.

What on earth had they found? wondered Lucy, now staring at the white glass light fixture that hung from the ceiling, dimly glowing from the reflected light that came through the windows from the street. And what did they do to him? She’d been warned that TSA officers were empowered to conduct strip searches, and she’d made sure not to wear an underwire bra and had chosen elastic-waist pants without a zipper, just to be on the safe side.

No wonder Temple had seemed flustered when he returned and began rounding up the group and making sure everyone was there. Of course, Will Barfield was late and his mother’s fretting had driven them all to distraction. “This isn’t like him,” she kept saying. “I hope he hasn’t had some sort of accident.”

By then Temple had begun coughing and sneezing and had used his inhaler at least once. Ann Smith had noticed and urged him to sit down and relax, taking deep regular breaths. He had complied and seemed to be recovering, until she tried to wrap him in her pashmina shawl so he’d be nice and warm. He’d protested and that had started a new fit of coughing.

Then the gate attendant had announced boarding and there was a great deal of movement, and Lucy lost track of Temple as she waited for her row number to be called. Dr. Cope had been right next to her at one point, she remembered, but if he noticed Temple’s condition, he hadn’t seemed concerned. Now that she thought about it, it seemed a bit odd. Temple’s coughing had been very noticeable, and he’d attracted a lot of attention. At one point, a uniformed airline representative had even approached him, but Temple had produced his inhaler and apparently assured the official that he would be all right.

Of course, thought Lucy, embarrassment had no doubt played a part in Temple’s refusal to accept assistance. She knew how silly she’d felt that afternoon, when she nearly fainted at the Portobello Market. The last thing she’d wanted was to make a scene.

Sighing, Lucy checked her watch. Three in the morning. Hours to go before it was time to get up. She should have accepted Sue’s offer of a sleeping pill. Sue, who’d taken two, was sound asleep while Lucy was tossing and turning and burping up chicken korma. She rolled over, closed her eyes, and suddenly remembered Sue telling her the pills were on the sink in case she changed her mind. She had indeed changed her mind, she decided, throwing back the covers.
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