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            CHAPTER 1

         
 
         ‘The Tower of London?’ Alec, spreading marmalade on his toast, spoke with a sort of deliberate casualness. ‘That’s rather a macabre subject to write about.’
         
 
         ‘One needn’t go into the gruesome details,’ Daisy pointed out. ‘More coffee? The Americans will love it. Just think, 1070 ad to 1925, eight and a half centuries of history! They can’t match that even if they go back to Christopher Columbus.’
         
 
         ‘True.’
 
         ‘Mr Thorwald says he’s willing to buy a series of three or four articles about the Tower for Abroad magazine.’
         
 
         ‘You’ve already written to him?’
 
         ‘His answer just arrived.’ Daisy waved the telegram form from the top of the pile of letters by her plate. ‘See how keen he is? He telegraphed rather than waiting for a letter to reach me. I got the idea when we took Belinda to see The Yeomen of the Guard at Christmas.’
         
 
         After a moment’s silence while he swallowed a bite, Alec voiced the question Daisy was expecting.
         
 
         ‘What about the twins?’ 
         
 
         She had her response ready. ‘I’ll only be gone for a few hours at a time, as I shan’t have to go out of town. That’s why it’s ideal. Honestly, darling, Nanny’s perfectly competent. In fact, she’s growing downright dictatorial. Since Mother went home to the Dower House—’
         
 
         ‘And my mother retreated back to Bournemouth, thank heaven!’
         
 
         ‘Exactly. Nanny no longer has their conflicting commands ringing in her ears. Isn’t it odd how both of them insisted that no one on their side of the family ever had twins? As though there were something disgraceful about it,’ Daisy said indignantly.
         
 
         ‘Yes, I never thought to hear Lady Dalrymple and my mother agree on anything except that we shouldn’t have married each other. But don’t try to change the subject, Daisy.’
         
 
         ‘Try! I thought I succeeded nicely.’
 
         ‘Only briefly. Quite apart from leaving the babies with Nanny – and I expect you’re right about that – are you sure you’re recovered enough from the birth to go exploring the Tower? As I recall, it’s nothing but stairs, stairs and more stairs, most of them steep and narrow.’
         
 
         ‘It’s nearly the end of April already! They’ll be two months old in a couple of days. I’m perfectly all right, just going quietly mad stuck here in the house with nothing to do but give Oliver or Miranda a bottle now and then, when Nanny deigns to permit. It was fun when Belinda was at home. She so enjoyed helping with them during the Easter hols. But now she’s gone back to school …’ Daisy sighed. ‘I’m glad she’s enjoying boarding school, but I do miss her.’
         
 
         ‘So do I. Well, love, I’m not about to come the heavy-handed Victorian paterfamilias—’
         
 
         ‘You’d better not try!’ 
         
 
         Alec grinned. ‘No, that’s exactly my feeling. But please don’t traipse off if I have to go out of town, and make sure Nanny knows how to telephone me at the Yard.’
         
 
         ‘She can always ring up and ask for me at the Tower.’
 
         ‘I hardly think the Yeoman Warders will be willing to search that warren for—’
         
 
         ‘Oh, but that’s the best thing. That is, not the best but what, added to G & S, confirmed that I’m positively meant to write about the Tower. Mrs Tebbit and her daughter are living there now, in the King’s House, and they’ve invited me to lunch.’
         
 
         ‘Tebbit?’
 
         ‘Your mother’s friend. At least, one of your mother’s fellow bridge players. The divinely outspoken old lady.’
         
 
         ‘With the rather limp daughter? Living in the Tower? Not, I take it, imprisoned for high treason?’
         
 
         ‘Darling, as though your mother would be acquainted with anyone who might be suspected of high treason!’ Daisy considered. ‘Mrs Tebbit might commit lèse-majesté, perhaps, but one can’t be arrested for that nowadays, can one? Anyway, it seems the Resident Governor, Major General Carradine, is some sort of cousin, and—’
         
 
         ‘Tell me later, Daisy. I must be off.’ Alec gulped down the last drops of coffee, folded the News Chronicle and stuck it under his arm, and came around the table for a goodbye kiss. ‘Things are slow at present, so I’m hoping to clear up some arrears of paperwork before the Super has me arrested for dereliction of duty.’
         
 
         Daisy returned his kiss with verve before saying hopefully, ‘Does that mean you’ll be home early enough to take me out for some driving practice? With what Mr Thorwald is going to pay me, I’ll be able to buy a secondhand car!’ 
         
 
         Alec groaned. ‘I’ll do my best. If you must have a car, it’ll be just as well if you learn how to drive it without running over too many bobbies on point duty. We can’t spare the men.’
         
 
         ‘Beast!’ said Daisy, and pursed her lips for another kiss.
 
         
             

         
 
         Daisy went up to the nursery. It had been Mrs Fletcher’s room while she lived with them, and Belinda had moved in when her grandmother moved to Bournemouth. Poor Bel had had to return to her tiny bedroom when the twins were born.
         
 
         Not that the nursery was exactly large. In fact, it was definitely crowded with Nanny’s bed and two cribs. A wardrobe, half occupied with shelves, stood against one wall. There was an armchair on one side of the fireplace and an elderly ottoman on the other, full of clean nappies. Its padded top was useful for changing wet and dirty ones. Later it could metamorphose into a toy chest. In the window was a small table with two rush-bottom chairs.
         
 
         Remembering her own childhood, Daisy guessed that the rush seats wouldn’t last long once the babies were up and about. Pulling bits out of them was irresistible.
         
 
         Remembering her own childhood – The trouble was that she couldn’t help comparing this nursery with the spacious day-nursery, night-nursery and schoolroom at Fairacres.
         
 
         She had chosen to marry a middle-class policeman, chosen a life in a semi-detached house in the suburbs. She was content with her choice, but she had to admit to herself that she had never for a moment considered how it would affect her children.
         
 
         Knocking softly on the door – after all the nursery was also Nanny’s bedroom – Daisy thought ruefully that she had made her bed and the twins were going to have to lie in it.
         
 
         Ah well, they didn’t know anything different.
 
         Nanny Gilpin opened the door with a finger to her lips. Her face was pink beneath iron-grey hair sternly pulled back under a starched cap. Her plum-coloured dress, mid-calf in length, had starched white collar and cuffs, and over it she wore a spotless starched white apron. In spite of all the starch, she was a kindly woman.
         
 
         So, at least, said Daisy’s friend Melanie Germond, who had recommended Mrs Gilpin. Furthermore, her daughter, Bel’s schoolfriend Lizzie, was still fond of her old nurse.
         
 
         But Nanny Gilpin was undeniably old-fashioned. She expected absolute rule over the nursery, with parents admitted by appointment only. As she was, to all appearances, very good with the babies, Daisy was afraid of losing her and so catered to her whims, however reluctantly.
         
 
         She had told Nanny she was going out to lunch and wanted to see the twins before she left.
         
 
         ‘You may come in, Mummy,’ Nanny whispered, ‘but I just put them down for a nap, so not a sound, if you please.’
         
 
         Daisy tiptoed over to Oliver’s crib. He lay on his back, eyes closed, arms spread wide, hands relaxed. The soft down on his head had a distinct gingerish tone. He might end up a redhead, like his elder sister, but Nanny said it would probably change as he grew older.
         
 
         He looked so tiny, so delicate. The doctor said twins were always smaller than the average baby, which made sense. Otherwise, how enormous she’d have been! They were both perfectly healthy though, thank heaven, and would catch up in height and weight in due course. 
         
 
         Oliver had kicked off his coverlet. Daisy leant forward to straighten it – then pulled back at a warning cough from Mrs Gilpin.
         
 
         ‘Now, Mummy, we don’t want to wake him, do we?’
 
         Daisy swallowed a sigh. Of course Nanny knew best how to take care of babies, didn’t she?
         
 
         The baby’s lips pursed in a sucking motion. One hand rose to insert a thumb in his mouth. It didn’t mean he was hungry, she assured herself, as she had been assured.
         
 
         Nanny moved forward in a purposeful way. Daisy hastily turned to Miranda’s crib.
         
 
         Miranda lay there quietly, good as gold, but her blue eyes were wide open. Catching sight of Daisy, she smiled. Daisy cast a quick glance behind her. Nanny was occupied with tucking in Oliver. Quick as a wink, Daisy scooped up her daughter in her arms for a quick kiss and cuddle before she was caught.
         
 
         Miranda chuckled. Enchanted, Daisy kissed the top of her head, revelling in the softness of her dark fluff and sweet, milky smell.
         
 
         ‘Now, Mummy—’
 
         ‘She was awake, Nanny. I didn’t wake her, truly.’
 
         ‘And how is she ever going to fall asleep if you pick her up?’
         
 
         This was unanswerable. With an audible sigh, Daisy laid Miranda back in the crib, where she set up an earsplitting screech.
         
 
         ‘You see?’ asked Nanny accusingly.
 
         Defeated, Daisy retreated.
 
         
            * * *

         
 
          
         Melanie Germond had also been invited to lunch with the Tebbits. She called for Daisy and they walked together through an April shower to the tube station.
         
 
         ‘It’s so brave of you to carry a red umbrella,’ said Melanie with a touch of envy.
         
 
         ‘Brave?’ Daisy queried, surprised. After her craven surrender to Mrs Gilpin, she felt anything but brave.
         
 
         ‘When practically everyone else’s are black. People look at you.’
 
         ‘Why shouldn’t they? Anyway, they’re only looking at the umbrella, really, not at me.’
         
 
         ‘I suppose it’s your upbringing.’ Melanie sighed. ‘We always had it drummed into us that one should never draw attention to oneself.’
         
 
         After living for a year and a half in St John’s Wood, Daisy was still discovering new facets of the difference between the middle classes and her own aristocratic background. She pondered. ‘I don’t think we were ever taught anything so specific, certainly not that drawing attention to oneself is a virtue. I suppose it was sort of taken for granted that people would look at us, just because my father was Viscount Dalrymple. Unless we were among other people of the same sort, of course. Oh dear, that does make me sound stuck-up!’
         
 
         ‘Daisy, that’s not what I meant! No one could be less stuck-up than you.’
         
 
         ‘Well, I hope not. My brother had the umbrella made for me just before he went to France, to cheer me up. I think of it as a sort of outsize, year-round Armistice poppy.’
         
 
         ‘Oh, Daisy, I am sorry!’ Mel said miserably. ‘I don’t seem to be able to help putting my foot in it today.’
         
 
         ‘Bosh! I didn’t have to tell you that.’ She grinned. ‘I could have just let you go on thinking me stuck-up.’ 
         
 
         ‘I don’t. I never did. Do stop teasing, or I’ll arrive with my face as red as your umbrella and everyone will stare at me.’
         
 
         Daisy gave her friend’s face an envious glance. Mel had a perfect English rose complexion. Unlike Daisy, she had no need of powder to hide unwanted freckles. With just a touch of lip colour, and her unbobbed hair done up in a French pleat, she looked every inch the respectable bank manager’s wife she was. Daisy was glad Alec had not followed his father into the banking profession. She could never have lived up to the requisite staidness. For one thing, a policeman’s wife didn’t have to entertain her husband’s clients.
         
 
         She suppressed a giggle. Alec’s ‘clients’ were crooks – but Mel wouldn’t understand her amusement. ‘Not you, darling, you never blush, you lucky thing,’ she said, and folded her umbrella as they entered the shelter of the station.
         
 
         ‘If you were stuck-up,’ said Mel, ‘you’d travel by taxi, not by the Underground.’
         
 
         ‘The tube is quicker than buses, and I’m a working woman, remember. In fact, this is a working occasion for me. I’m hoping to persuade the Resident Governor to give me special access for research. It would make for much more interesting articles than just parroting the guidebooks. Have you the right change for the ticket machine?’
         
 
         At Baker Street, they switched to the Inner Circle line, and a few rattling, swaying minutes later, they emerged from the Mark Lane station at the top of Tower Hill.
         
 
         The shower had passed over. The sun shone in a sky decorated with little puffs of white lamb’s wool. Daisy and Melanie paused to look down towards the river, where the ancient palace-fortress spread up the hill towards them, a breeze gently waving the Union Jack atop the White Tower. 
         
 
         ‘It looks innocent as a picture postcard,’ Daisy remarked with a shudder.
         
 
         ‘What do you mean?’
 
         ‘Did you ever come here as a child? You’re a Londoner; you must have.’
         
 
         ‘Yes, I suppose most London children come, but I don’t remember much about it.’
         
 
         ‘We were brought once as a treat. Gervaise loved it, of course, all the arms and armour and bloodshed. You know what ghouls little boys are. Violet saw it as romantic, besides being fascinated by the Crown Jewels. But I had nightmares for weeks afterwards. All that chopping off of heads: I got it mixed up in my mind with Alice in Wonderland. In my dreams, I confused the Red Queen with Bloody Mary, and Alice with Lady Jane Grey.’
         
 
         ‘How horrible!’
 
         ‘I even dreamt of ravens growing as tall as flamingos and turning into croquet hoops.’
         
 
         That made Mel laugh. ‘I do remember being afraid of the ravens,’ she acknowledged.
         
 
         ‘I’ve been reading up on the history,’ said Daisy as they waited for the traffic policeman to let them cross to the gardens in the middle of Trinity Square. ‘Gower’s The Tower of London, to prepare for the articles. I must admit I hoped it would dispel my early impressions of the place, but it simply put the endless executions in context.’
         
 
         ‘I don’t know how Miss Tebbit can bear to live there.’
 
         ‘I doubt she has much imagination. And Mrs Tebbit is capable of facing down any number of headless ghosts. Though I must say, it doesn’t look at all sinister today.’
         
 
         Today, the picturesque scene ahead was more evocative of colourful processions of kings and queens on their way to Westminster Abbey to be crowned, escorted by throngs of nobles on brightly caparisoned horses. The blare of motor horns and glint of sunlight on polished brass headlamps conjured up trumpet fanfares and cheering crowds. Absorbed by the view, Daisy didn’t notice the constable on point duty waving them across the street.
         
 
         ‘Come on.’ Melanie tugged her arm. ‘Do you know him?’ she asked as Daisy waved to the policeman.
         
 
         ‘Who? Oh, the bobby? No, but learning to drive has given me a new appreciation for their intrepidity. Imagine standing there with all the taxis and buses and lorries and cars swirling about you, with nothing to protect you but long white gauntlets.’
         
 
         ‘Much worse than mere headless ghosts,’ Mel said with a smile.
         
 
         They reached the gardens safely. The path led them to a reminder of the Tower’s grim history, a fenced-off square commemorating the scaffold where public executions used to take place. Here, Daisy thought, the crowds would have jeered, not cheered, enjoying with equal glee a royal procession or a grisly death. Dutifully, she made a note of the inscription. Alec was right: the Tower was a morbid subject to write about. But it was too late now to change her mind.
         
 
         They walked down Tower Hill, the pavement separated from the dry, grassy moat by an iron railing and trees. Beyond the moat rose the outer walls. With their massive towers, arrow slits and crenellations, they had a stern, forbidding look, but daffodils danced under the greening trees.
         
 
         At the bottom, they stopped outside the ticket office and refreshment room, an inappropriate-looking wooden building. 
         
 
         ‘This was the site of the Lion Tower,’ said Daisy. ‘They kept the Royal Menagerie here for hundreds of years.’
         
 
         ‘Please, no history lessons,’ Melanie begged. ‘Do we need tickets?’
         
 
         ‘Surely not. We’re invited guests. No, look, the notice says you need them only for the White Tower, the Bloody Tower and the Crown Jewels.’
         
 
         The walk swung left under a rounded Norman arch adorned with the royal lion and unicorn carved in stone, between two round towers. A stout Yeoman Warder stood there, a picturesque figure in his dark blue Tudor-style tunic and bonnet, lavishly adorned with red braid; on his chest was a crown, with G V R beneath. His eight-foot tasselled halberd was also Tudor and picturesque, though no doubt as lethal at close quarters as any modern automatic.
         
 
         ‘Could you direct us to the King’s House, please?’
 
         A benevolent smile divided his short, neat grey beard from his moustache. ‘You’ll be Mrs Fletcher and Mrs Germond? We was advised to look out for you.’ He turned to point the way. ‘You go across the bridge here, over the moat, then under the next archway. That’s the Byward Tower. Keep straight ahead along Water Street, past the Bell Tower on your left. A bit farther on, you’ll see the Traitors’ Gate on your right. You turn left there, under the portcullis. There’s a tunnel below the Bloody Tower to the Inner Ward. Just follow the signs to the Bloody Tower and the Crown Jewels. Can’t miss it. You’ll find another chap there who’ll tell you the rest of the way.’
         
 
         They thanked him and continued over the bridge.
 
         ‘His directions sounded like a history lesson,’ Melanie complained whimsically. 
         
 
         ‘Don’t blame me. The Bloody Tower is where they found the bones of the two little princes—’
         
 
         ‘Daisy!’
 
         ‘Sorry!’
 
         ‘You won’t start talking about murders and executions at lunch, will you?’
         
 
         ‘Good heavens, no! That would be inexcusable in a duchess or a dustman.’
         
 
         ‘A duchess, perhaps,’ Mel retorted, ‘but my daily woman’s husband is a dustman, and from what my housekeeper relays of her conversations, he regularly dispenses such tidbits from the evening paper over their supper.’
         
 
         ‘Really? Well, I assure you, no duchess of my acquaintance would dream of raising the subject before coffee.’
         
 
         Laughing, they passed under the Byward Tower arch, where a rigid sentry stood, clad in a red coat, white trousers and red-cockaded white shako, and armed with a modern rifle.
         
 
         ‘There’s a military garrison here,’ said Daisy, ‘as well as the Beefeaters, who, I gather, regard that epithet as a mortal insult. Yeoman Warders, they are, so be careful what you say.’
         
 
         ‘I shall,’ Mel promised.
 
         They watched as the soldier turned about, with much raising of knees and stamping of feet, marched a few paces, turned again, marched back, and resumed his position.
         
 
         ‘I wonder how he knows when it’s time to do that,’ Daisy said. ‘Did you hear a bugle or a whistle or anything?’
         
 
         ‘No, nothing.’
 
         Daisy went up to the sentry. ‘I suppose you’re not allowed to answer a question?’ she asked.
         
 
         His gaze never shifted from straight over her shoulder, but his lips twitched and he gave an infinitesimal shake of the head. 
         
 
         ‘Ah well, never mind.’ She rejoined Melanie.
 
         ‘Daisy, how could you?’
 
         ‘Easily. How will I find out if I don’t ask?’
 
         They continued along Water Street.
 
         Water Street was a cobbled street occupying the fortress’s outer ward on the river side. High stone walls on either side were reminders of the Tower’s historic function as a prison, but the inner wall’s starkness was softened by a luxuriant creeper now putting forth bright green leaves. A few other people were wandering along, many studying booklets, which, judging by their overheard comments, provided a brief history and description of the Tower. Ahead, a group stood by a railing on the right, being harangued by a Yeoman Warder. Several others turned left between a pair of sentries and disappeared under an arch.
         
 
         ‘That must be the Bloody Tower,’ Daisy said.
 
         As they turned in between the motionless sentries, she noticed behind each man a viciously spiked semicircle of iron protruding from the wall. She hadn’t realized the torture had started before prisoners even reached their cells. That was an aspect of the Tower she didn’t intend to emphasize in her articles. She avoided drawing Melanie’s attention to the fanged arcs, and also to the ironclad teeth of the portcullis suspended ominously overhead. Presumably it had good strong chains to support it?
         
 
         A cloud passing across the sun made the tunnel suddenly dank and gloomy. They started up the slope, footsteps ringing on the cobbles.
         
 
         Suddenly, a black apparition loomed ahead, silhouetted against the daylight. Daisy clutched Mel’s arm. ‘What …?’
         
 
         ‘A Beefeater.’ Mel corrected herself: ‘A Yeoman Warder.’ 
         
 
         ‘Oh, of course.’ She felt an utter ass. The shape of the dark figure was peculiar, his long tunic suggesting a fashionably short skirt, his bonnet a truncated top hat. A bushy beard made his head look overlarge. But she wouldn’t have jumped to the conclusion it was a ghost if she hadn’t already managed to give herself the creeps. Not that she believed in ghosts.
         
 
         He came down towards them, a tall, burly man, who seemed to Daisy to be eyeing them in a disagreeably appraising manner. The light was too dim to be sure. Besides, she was probably prejudiced by the unwarranted fright his sudden appearance had caused her. He was perfectly polite when they stopped him to ask for further directions.
         
 
         In fact, he turned back to accompany them. Emerging from the tunnel, they continued up the cobbled slope. A crumbling section of ancient wall and a hideous modern guardhouse blocked the expected vista of the White Tower, the central keep of William the Conqueror’s castle. Ahead, at the top of the slope, were two broad, shallow flights of steps. However, their guide ushered them through a gap in the wall on their left, up a couple of steps under a small arch. It was a murky spot, with high blank walls on two sides and a steep stone staircase on the third. Up this, the yeoman led them.
         
 
         ‘So you’re friends of Mrs Tebbit, then, are you?’ he said, his voice placing him as a Northcountryman, with the edges worn off by his sojourn in the army. ‘A very nice lady.’
         
 
         ‘Nice’ was not how Daisy would describe Mrs Tebbit. Amusing, interesting, thought-provoking, just plain provoking – In any case, it was not the yeoman’s place to pronounce judgement, favourable or unfavourable, on members of the Resident Governor’s household, even if he held some rank above the ordinary warder, as appeared by the White Tower insignia on his uniform. Nor did she like his tone, which seemed sly and insinuating, or the way he looked back at her and Melanie, apparently to judge their reactions.
         
 
         Beside her, Mel pursed her lips in disapproval. They toiled upward in silence. In any case, they needed all their breath for the ascent. The warder waited at the top. Daisy thought she detected a touch of sardonic enjoyment as he watched their arduous ascent from the pit. Had he taken them that way just to amuse himself?
         
 
         They came out level with the first floor of the Bloody Tower. Its entrance was just ahead, with a yeoman in a booth waiting to check tickets, his halberd leaning in the corner behind him. Another yeoman, unarmed, stood ready to escort visitors inside and tell them all about the murder of the young princes.
         
 
         Their guide turned right towards a grassy slope with sycamores, just leafing out, surrounded by daffodils. Sparrows chirped noisily from the branches; a raven on the ground stared at them with bright, knowing eyes and greeted them: ‘Grawk!’ The sun came out.
         
 
         ‘Tower Green,’ said the yeoman. ‘The scaffold was just up there, where they used to cut off the heads of them as was favoured with a private execution. That black-and-white Tudor building there, built against the wall, that’s the King’s House. Just finished scraping off the old plaster coating, they have, that hid the timbers, and a sight better it looks.’
         
 
         It was indeed an attractive scene in the sunshine. Nothing could have looked less threatening. Daisy resolved to enjoy her lunch and try to ignore for the present the constant reminders of bloodshed.
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            CHAPTER 2

         
 
         A sentry stood at the door of the King’s House. He remained immobile, expressionless, but his eyes slewed to watch them as Melanie rang the bell. They heard the bell ring inside, simultaneous with a bugle call from somewhere behind them.
         
 
         A neat maid opened the door. She showed them up to the second floor – Daisy recalled Alec’s warning about the Tower having an awful lot of steps – and into a spacious drawing room.
         
 
         A high, wide, mullioned oriel window faced north onto Tower Green. Sunlight flooded in through a window in the opposite gable, overlooking Water Street, the outer wall and the Thames. The ceiling was open to the slanting rafters, and dark beams chequered the white walls. This much, Daisy absorbed as a tall, painfully thin woman rose and hurried eagerly to greet them.
         
 
         ‘I’m so glad you were able to come. Mother has been missing her friends in St John’s Wood.’ Miss Tebbit, in her mid-forties, wore her greying hair in a bun confined with a net, despite which wisps escaped in all directions. Her brown silk frock sagged at the hem. Admittedly, uneven hemlines were all the rage, but Miss Tebbit’s just plain sagged. 
         
 
         A tart voice came from behind her. ‘There’s no need to make me sound pathetic, Myrtle. Life is much more interesting here than in that fusty suburb. Just think, this very room is the Council Chamber where Guy Fawkes was questioned! But I’m delighted to see you, Mrs Germond, Mrs Fletcher. I hope you’ve come primed with all the latest scandal.’
         
 
         ‘Mother!’
 
         Daisy was glad to see the move to the Tower had not banished the mischievous twinkle from Mrs Tebbit’s eyes. Ignoring, as usual, her daughter’s feeble protest, the old lady introduced the Resident Governor. A slight, dapper gentleman with the erect bearing of a regular soldier, Major General Carradine had sprung to his feet when the visitors entered. He looked to be in his mid-fifties, his fair hair and moustache fading to salt-and-pepper, but still thick. He came forward to shake their hands with an affable smile.
         
 
         ‘Welcome to my humble castle,’ he said. ‘May I offer you some sherry? Or a cocktail, perhaps?’
         
 
         Melanie opted for sherry, while Daisy requested gin and It without the gin. ‘Spirits at midday make me sleepy,’ she explained.
         
 
         Carradine laughed. ‘Vermouth coming up. Would you care for a dash of soda water in it?’
         
 
         ‘That would be perfect. Yes, please.’
 
         He poured Cinzano and sprayed soda water, then handed her the drink. She took a sip. ‘Just right.’
         
 
         ‘I’ll have the same,’ announced Mrs Tebbit. ‘Never could abide sherry.’
         
 
         ‘But Mother, you’ve always—’
 
         ‘And gin makes me bilious. Thank you, Arthur. Hmm, not bad.’ 
         
 
         He grinned at Daisy. In an undertone, he said, ‘I never expected inviting my cousins to live with me would provide such a source of amusement.’
         
 
         ‘She’s splendid, isn’t she? Your gain is our loss.’
 
         They chatted for a few minutes. Daisy liked him and thought he’d probably be amenable to giving her special access for her research. She was wondering whether to broach the subject at once or wait until lunch or after, when Mrs Tebbit said commandingly, ‘Arthur!’
         
 
         The general, looking a bit sheepish, excused himself to Daisy and went to join the old lady and Melanie. Miss Tebbit gravitated to Daisy’s side, with her usual air of vague anxiety.
         
 
         ‘Oh dear, Mrs Fletcher,’ she said with a little gasp, ‘I do hope you won’t think we’ve brought you here under false pretences.’
         
 
         ‘False pretences?’ Daisy asked, astonished.
 
         ‘The numbers!’
 
         ‘Numbers? Are the general’s daughters going to join us?’
 
         ‘Oh yes, they promised.’
 
         ‘You and your mother moved here to chaperon them, didn’t you?’
         
 
         ‘Yes.’ Miss Tebbit wrung her hands. ‘But I’m very much afraid we shall be six ladies and only three gentlemen at table!’
         
 
         Daisy laughed. ‘Well, I don’t mind a bit, but isn’t the Tower swarming with military men?’
         
 
         ‘That’s the trouble.’ She lowered her voice. ‘You see, Mrs Carradine died when the girls were quite small, and her sister brought them up. Cousin Arthur was away a lot, of course, being in the army. Then after the war, he was offered this post, Resident Governor of the Tower, so they all came to live here. And his sister-in-law went and married the lieutenant colonel in charge of the Hotspur Guards battalion quartered here!’ 
         
 
         ‘How very shocking of her.’
 
         ‘Oh no, I don’t blame dear Christina in the least, even though Cousin Arthur says Colonel Duggan is not a pukka sahib. It’s … it’s not always very pleasant being an ageing spinster, my dear.’
         
 
         ‘Not a pukka sahib?’ Daisy asked, intrigued.
 
         ‘He rose from the ranks, starting out as a common private. He got his commission and attained the rank of lieutenant colonel only because of the war, because so many officers were killed.’
         
 
         ‘He must be exceptionally competent, then.’
 
         ‘I wouldn’t know about that, I’m afraid. In any case, when Christina married, Cousin Arthur sent the girls off to finishing school in Switzerland, so that was all right. But now they’re seventeen and eighteen, such pretty girls, and they’ve come home, and as is only natural, they want to spend time with their aunt.’
         
 
         ‘Of course, since she brought them up.’
 
         ‘And, you see, the Hotspur Guards are presently our garrison again, and the colonel’s quarters are positively haunted by young officers. The battalion will be quartered in the Tower for only a few months, I understand, or is it weeks? But in the meantime, Colonel Duggan just laughs, and Cousin Arthur has quarrelled with him, and, oh dear, it’s very uncomfortable.’
         
 
         ‘And you can’t invite any of the officers to lunch?’
 
         ‘Exactly! So our numbers are all wrong. I know it’s not what you’re used to …’
         
 
         Daisy didn’t like to reveal that these days she usually ate lunch in the nursery with Nanny and the twins. ‘Who are the other two gentlemen?’ she enquired.
         
 
         ‘General Sir Patrick Heald,’ Miss Zebbit said impressively. ‘He’s Keeper of the Regalia, which makes him a member of His Majesty’s Household. And Cousin Arthur’s assistant, Mr Webster. He’s a distant relative on the other side. He’s sort of a secretary, really, but Cousin Arthur calls him his ADC, or sometimes his adjutant. Military terms, I believe.’
         
 
         ‘He’s not a soldier, though?’
 
         ‘No. And I must say,’ she added with a shadow of her mother’s frankness, ‘it’s very pleasant to have someone to talk to who is not obsessed with the army!’
         
 
         ‘I can imagine it might be.’ Daisy looked round as the door burst open.
         
 
         Two girls in tennis whites bounced in.
 
         ‘Frightfully sorry we’re late, everyone,’ the taller said breathlessly.
         
 
         ‘But we won’t be half a tick,’ vowed the other.
 
         ‘We won’t stop to bathe …’
 
         ‘Just a lick and a promise …’
 
         ‘And a quick change …’
 
         ‘And we’ll be down for the soup.’
 
         They disappeared as abruptly as they had arrived, leaving Daisy with an impression of exuberant energy, pink faces and blonde bobs ruffled by exertion. Nothing could have been more at variance with the Tower’s gloomy history.
         
 
         ‘Allow me to introduce my daughters,’ said the general with pardonable sarcasm. ‘Those were Brenda and Fay. And allow me to apologize for their excruciating manners.’
         
 
         ‘Oh, I don’t know,’ Mrs Tebbit remarked. ‘They did apologize on their own behalf. And tennis is healthy exercise these days, nothing like the genteel nonsense that was all girls were permitted in my young day. All we could manage, indeed, in our crinolines and corsets.’ 
         
 
         Carradine looked as if he was no longer so certain that Mrs Tebbit’s outspokenness was amusing. Perhaps he was also wondering whether Brenda and Fay had been playing singles or doubles. Daisy wanted to ask whether the amenities of the Tower included tennis courts, which would hint at doubles with military partners. However, she was afraid anything to do with tennis might prove inflammatory just now.
         
 
         Before she could make up her mind, they were interrupted by the arrival of two men. The general introduced Sir Patrick Heald, Keeper of the Regalia, ‘A bit of a sinecure,’ he boomed in a voice unexpectedly deep for his short, tubby frame and round pink face. ‘I get free quarters in St Thomas’s Tower, a nice pied-à-terre in town, in exchange for minimal services to the Crown. Pun intended, ha ha!’
         
 
         ‘You disappoint me, Sir Patrick,’ said Mrs Tebbit. ‘I’ve been picturing you busily polishing the diamonds every day, or at least once a week.’
         
 
         ‘No, no!’ He laughed jovially. ‘Leave that sort of thing to our good Curator under the stern eye of our friend here.’ He indicated the man who had come in with him.
         
 
         General Carradine introduced him. ‘My adjutant, Jeremy Webster. Jeremy, Mrs Fletcher and Mrs Germond.’
         
 
         Webster bowed, his solemnity scarcely lightened by a perfunctory smile. A stocky man, he wore horn-rimmed glasses with lenses so thick, Daisy thought for a moment he must be blind. He had no white stick, however, and he had entered the room without hesitation. His mouth, wide and rather thin-lipped, in repose turned downward. This, with the spectacles, a sallow complexion and a receding hairline, gave him a froglike appearance, but the effect was melancholy rather than disagreeable. He seemed about the same age as the general, perhaps a few years younger.
         
 
         Jeremy Webster? Beatrix Potter’s Jeremy Fisher inevitably sprang to mind. Daisy would have to take care not to address him as Mr Fisher.
         
 
         Her attempts at conversation elicited only monosyllabic responses until Miss Tebbit mentioned that he was also a writer.
         
 
         ‘Also?’ He turned his bottle-bottom lenses on Daisy with a perceptible brightening not unmixed with scepticism.
         
 
         ‘I write articles for several magazines,’ she said defiantly. She had met such scepticism before. Either he didn’t believe women were capable of doing, or ought to do a man’s job, or he wrote something frightfully academic and considered that nothing else counted. ‘Both here and in America. What do you write?’
         
 
         ‘I am preparing a treatise on the history of the Crown Jewels. Of interest only to scholars, I fear.’
         
 
         ‘Not at all. I’m interested. I’m writing about the Tower at present, and I’d be delighted to hear about your researches. I’d give you credit in the article, of course.’
         
 
         Webster gave her a suspicious glance, then reflected, frowning. ‘I might be able to give you one or two little-known facts,’ he said at last, grudgingly. ‘The Yeoman Warders merely repeat parrot-fashion what is already printed in the twopenny guidebooks, were visitors sufficiently enterprising to read them.’
         
 
         ‘That would be very kind of you.’
 
         ‘I’ll have to think about it.’
 
         Daisy couldn’t see what there was to think about, but the reappearance of Brenda and Fay distracted her. Their entrance was more sedate this time, as befitted their silk frocks and powdered noses. Their hemlines raised the latest knee-high fashion to the uppermost limit.
         
 
         Close on their heels came a manservant, who announced that luncheon was served.
         
 
         As they left the drawing room, Mrs Tebbit nudged Daisy and pointed to a door. ‘That room is where Lord Nithsdale was imprisoned. He escaped disguised as his wife’s maid.’ She chortled. ‘Quite a number of prisoners have escaped from this impregnable fortress, you know. It’s to be hoped that Cousin Arthur doesn’t mislay any.’
         
 
         ‘Mother, there have been no prisoners in the Tower since those German spies were shot in the war!’
         
 
         Mrs Tebbit sighed. ‘No, alas, but one can always hope. It would make living here still more amusing.’
         
 
         They all trooped down to the first-floor dining room.
 
         Daisy and Melanie were seated on either side of General Carradine. Over the soup, he and Daisy came to an amicable arrangement about her research. He was pleased at the prospect of more American visitors, who invariably bought guidebooks and tickets to all the attractions, and took every available tour.
         
 
         ‘Each of which costs them a gratuity,’ he said with satisfaction. ‘Or rather, a donation to our chapel, St Peter ad Vincula. It’ll keep my yeomen busy and happy. And best of all, the Guards won’t like it. The Hotspurs don’t care to think of themselves as garrisoning a mere tourist attraction.’
         
 
         Miss Tebbit was right, Daisy realized: there was a feud going on between the Resident Governor and the garrison. Who’d have guessed that after eight and a half centuries of grim history, the Tower still seethed with malice and resentment? 
         
 
         Not that one could have guessed it from Sir Patrick’s chortles and Mrs Tebbit’s cackles at the other end of the table. The unlikely pair were getting on like a house on fire.
         
 
         As luncheon continued, Daisy felt Jeremy Webster’s eyes – or rather, his spectacles – turned on her. The glasses made it impossible to tell if he was regarding her with earnest enquiry or stern disapproval, or some other, unguessable emotion. It made her uneasy, but she tried not to glance his way as she chatted with General Carradine and with Brenda, seated on her right.
         
 
         Brenda and her sister had recently ‘come from a ladies’ seminary’, like the three ‘little girls’ in The Mikado. As with Yum-Yum, Pitti-Sing and Peep-Bo, no doubt the chief lesson learnt was how to catch a husband. The war had prevented Daisy’s being ‘finished’ on the Continent. She asked Brenda how she had liked it.
         
 
         ‘It was frightful. Too, too old-fashioned, really. Would you believe, they taught us to waltz and polka, but never a word about the fox-trot, let alone the tango or shimmy.’
         
 
         ‘Shocking!’
 
         Brenda grinned. ‘Then there was deportment, and polite conversation. Mademoiselle D’Aubin was a dragon and Frau Horst was worse, and I don’t see why we had to learn French and Italian, let alone German. But the tennis coach was a smasher. All the girls were utterly potty about him. He was a pretty good teacher, too. Fay and I are quite keen on tennis.’
         
 
         ‘Can you play here at the Tower? There are courts?’
 
         ‘Oh yes, a couple of grass courts, behind the Waterloo Barracks. I’ll show you later, if you like, so that you can write about them. Do you play?’
         
 
         ‘Only under threat of death. No, I’m not sporty, I’m afraid.’ 
         
 
         ‘A lot of the officers play, so we can always find partners. Some of them are pretty good. Lieutenant Jardyne has a smashing backhand, only he gets mad as fire if his partner botches a shot. You can practically see steam coming out of his ears, however much he tries to hide it. He’s frightfully keen on Fay, you see, so he doesn’t want her to see him fly off the handle.’
         
 
         Though Brenda claimed to have been taught the principles of polite conversation, she didn’t seem to have absorbed the precepts. Daisy was accustomed to finding herself the involuntary recipient of confidences from the most unexpected people, but not generally in the middle of a luncheon party. What was more, she noticed that General Carradine’s conversation with Melanie was faltering. From the corner of her eye, she glimpsed his set face. Time to change the subject.
         
 
         She started to ask, ‘Did you ski in Switz—’
 
         ‘Your father’s quite right, my girl,’ Mrs Tebbit interrupted. In spite of her loquacious neighbour, she, too, had overheard Brenda, and she had no inhibitions against sticking her oar in. ‘Right in this, at least,’ she added after a moment’s consideration: ‘You’re fools if you marry soldiers.’
         
 
         ‘I don’t see why, Aunt Alice. Both you and our mother did.’
 
         ‘And look where it got us! Gilbert was sent out to Egypt and I was widowed at twenty-three. Your mother followed Arthur to India and died young of typhoid. Unless it was typhus – I never can recall the difference.’
         
 
         ‘Mother!’
 
         ‘Quite right, Myrtle,’ said the old lady handsomely, ‘not a proper topic for the luncheon table. Or any other table. Nor is your love life, young ladies.’
         
 
         ‘I didn’t—’ protested Fay. 
         
 
         ‘Sorry, Aunt Alice!’ Brenda said, without any visible sign of repentance.
         
 
         Melanie, always rendered acutely uncomfortable by the possibility of strife, asked Fay whether they had visited other countries while on the Continent. The diversion worked. Both girls talked eagerly about the wonders of France and Italy; their father’s face smoothed, and he joined Sir Patrick in recounting anecdotes about their respective travels with the army.
         
 
         Melanie, some years older than Daisy, had been to the Continent before the war, but Daisy was the only person present who had crossed the Atlantic. Mel urged her to tell about flying across America. No one else had even been up in an aeroplane, so they were all enthralled.
         
 
         It was the hitherto silent Webster who enquired as to why she had chosen to embark on such a perilous flight.
         
 
         Daisy hunted for a way to answer without revealing Alec’s profession. So many of even the most law-abiding people started looking at her askance when they found out she was a policeman’s wife.
         
 
         ‘My husband was a pilot in the war,’ she hedged, ‘and we happened to meet another English aviator …’
         
 
         ‘Mr Fletcher is now a Scotland Yard detective,’ Mrs Tebbit revealed with glee.
         
 
         ‘Goll-ee!’ breathed Fay, awed.
 
         ‘He had no official standing in America, of course, but when we saw a crime committed, he had to give chase.’
         
 
         ‘And he let you fly with him?’ Brenda asked, wide-eyed.
 
         ‘I didn’t exactly give him any choice in the matter.’
 
         General Carradine gave Daisy a reproachful glance.
 
         Mrs Tebbit promptly added more fuel to the flames. ‘Quite right, Mrs Fletcher. Men always try to keep the best adventures to themselves. I only wish I’d insisted on going to Egypt with Gilbert. At least I would have seen the pyramids and the sphinx for myself.’
         
 
         ‘Oh, Mother, but you might have been killed, too, and then where would I have been?’
         
 
         The old lady gave her daughter a critical look. ‘Who knows, perhaps you might have blossomed without me to hold your leading strings.’
         
 
         Myrtle Tebbit seemed alarmingly likely to burst into tears. Melanie opened her mouth, no doubt with some anodyne remark prepared, but Jeremy Fisher sprang to the rescue.
         
 
         ‘Miss Tebbit is all that is ladylike,’ he announced. Though he was refuting Mrs Tebbit’s comment, his inscrutable stare was turned on Daisy.
         
 
         She had a vague impression that he had been watching her with particular intentness since she had revealed Alec’s profession. Was he involved in some sort of fishy business? Could his treatise on the Crown Jewels possibly be cover for preparing a plan to steal them?
         
 
         No, she was letting her imagination run away with her. Seeing crime everywhere was another hazard of being a police officer’s wife.
         
 
         Melanie, in desperation, had started to talk about the seasonable weather. Mrs Tebbit, perhaps remorseful about her mockery of her daughter, responded by quoting “‘Oh, to be in England, now that April’s there.”’
         
 
         “‘When all at once I saw a crowd/A host, of golden daffodils,”’ put in Fay.
         
 
         “‘Spring, the sweet Spring, is the year’s pleasant king.”’ That was Daisy’s contribution. 
         
 
         “‘The year’s at the Spring,/And day’s at the morn,”’ said Sir Patrick. General Carradine stared at him in astonishment.
         
 
         “‘Whan that Aprille with his shoures sote …”’ Brenda began.
         
 
         ‘Show-off,’ said Fay.
 
         ‘The Prologue to the Canterbury Tales,’ said Miss Tebbit. ‘Do you know it all by heart?’
         
 
         ‘Just the first line,’ Brenda admitted.
 
         ‘I used to be able to recite the first eighteen lines, though I doubt if I ever pronounced it right.’
         
 
         ‘Won’t you give it to us?’ begged Fay.
 
         ‘Oh, I couldn’t possibly!’ Miss Tebbit faltered, in a panic. ‘Not in company.’
         
 
         ‘I should like to hear it,’ said Webster solemnly.
 
         Miss Tebbit shot an agonized glance at her mother.
 
         ‘It’s up to you, Myrtle,’ said that lady. ‘If you think you can remember it, I’m sure we should all be pleased to hear it. As I recall, the first bit is quite pretty. But don’t go any further. Some of the rest is decidedly racy.’
         
 
         This brought a blush to her daughter’s cheeks.
 
         ‘Do go ahead, Miss Tebbit,’ Daisy encouraged her. ‘I couldn’t possibly quote it all by heart, let alone spell it, but I may be able to prompt if you get stuck.’
         
 
         Setting down her spoon and fork – they had moved on to apple tart and custard by this time – Miss Tebbit stood up. Hands clasped before her like a little girl repeating her lesson, she proceeded to regale them with Chaucer’s paeon to spring.
         
 
         Brenda started the applause, and Fay joined in with enthusiasm. ‘Spiffing, Aunt Myrtle,’ she said.
         
 
         They were nice girls, Daisy decided, though their manners left something to be desired. While Mrs Tebbit was not likely to set a good example, she wouldn’t hesitate to correct them. The rough edges would smooth away with practice, if their social horizons were widened beyond the ranks of the garrison’s officers.
         
 
         The general had sat through the recitation with a blank face. ‘Do you mean to tell me that’s written in English?’ he asked.
         
 
         ‘Old English, Daddy. Even older than Shakespeare. Didn’t you read it at school?’
         
 
         ‘No, we were too busy cramming Latin and Greek, I suppose.’
         
 
         ‘A fine thing it is when a man knows more of the language of Rome and Athens than his own!’ scoffed Mrs Tebbit.
         
 
         General Carradine sighed. “‘I am the very model of a modern major-general,”’ he quoted wryly.
         
 
         Another reminder of G & S. Daisy countered with ‘The flowers that bloom in the Spring, tra-la,’ and the conversation returned to April and the weather.
         
 
         But what slipped into Daisy’s mind now was an uncharacteristically gruesome verse from The Yeomen of the Guard:
         
 
         
            
               The screw may twist and the rack may turn,
 
               And men may bleed and men may burn,
 
               O’er London town and its golden hoard
 
               I keep my silent watch and ward!

            

         
 
         Oh well, she thought, it’s far too late now to change my mind. She was committed to writing about the Tower, gory history and all.
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            CHAPTER 3

         
 
         Mrs Tebbit led the ladies out of the dining room, leaving the gentlemen to smoke and discuss Tower business.
         
 
         At the bottom of the stairs up to the Council Chamber, Fay said, ‘Mrs Fletcher, do let me show you Ralegh’s Walk, where he used to take the air when he was a prisoner in the Bloody Tower. There used to be a door through from upstairs, before the Victorians built those hideous houses on the Governor’s garden.’
         
 
         Daisy was sure to see Ralegh’s Walk on her tour, so why on earth did Fay want to show her now? She was sufficiently curious to agree. ‘Thank you, I’d like to see it, if you don’t mind us disappearing for a few minutes, Mrs Tebbit.’
         
 
         ‘Sorry, Aunt Alice. We’ll be back by the time Daddy comes for his coffee, promise.’ Down in the hall, she took a jacket from the coat tree. ‘Better grab your coat, Mrs Fletcher. It’s always windy up there.’
         
 
         As Daisy followed her out past the sentry, Fay went on: ‘I expect I should have asked Aunt Alice before I invited you, but all that’s frightfully vieux jeu, isn’t it?’
         
 
         ‘Is it? I’d have called it common courtesy. But perhaps I’m old-fashioned.’ 
         
 
         ‘Oh no! You being a writer and marrying a policeman – wasn’t your father a lord? – not that that makes any difference these days, of course. But still, Brenda and I think you’re frightfully up-to-date. As a matter of fact, we’re having a bit of a time of it, trying to work things out. You see, so much of what they taught us in Switzerland was utterly pre-war, we’re never quite sure …’
         
 
         ‘Your aunt …?’
 
         ‘Aunt Christina taught us proper manners before she married the colonel, but we were younger then and things are a bit different when you’re grown-up, aren’t they? And now there are always officers in their quarters and everything is rather free and easy, if you know what I mean. Not a bit formal. I don’t suppose you’d give us a few hints, would you? As you’re going to be around here for a while?’
         
 
         ‘I’m perfectly willing, but I don’t know that I’m the best person to ask. You and your sister may think I’m “up-to-date”, but lots of people would call me unconventional.’
         
 
         ‘That’s all right. We don’t want to be rude, but we don’t want to be conventional, either.’
         
 
         ‘Then, if I may be so blunt, don’t go running after officers.’
 
         ‘There’s nothing else to do here. And they’re so adorable in their fancy uniforms.’
         
 
         ‘If you’ve read your Jane Austen,’ Daisy said tartly, ‘you know that’s as old-fashioned as the hills.’
         
 
         ‘Jane Austen? I’ve heard of her, I think, but we didn’t read anything by her at school. It was mostly poetry, hence our facility at producing quotations. Novels were rather frowned on.’
         
 
         ‘Since, I assume, you have no need to earn your living as I did, you might try expending some of your time and energy in filling the holes in your education. No modern young woman should be content with an inferior education. Oh dear, I do sound pi!’
         
 
         ‘Only slightly,’ Fay said with a giggle. ‘But we honestly do admire you, so …’ She waved to the yeoman on guard at the Bloody Tower entrance and he saluted her with a grin. Popularity with the Hotspur officers apparently didn’t preclude popularity with the warders. ‘Here, it’s up these steps.’
         
 
         More steps. They climbed up onto the wall of the inner bailey. The top was wide enough for two people to walk abreast, with the upper door to the Bloody Tower at one end. The other end was closed off by a gate marked private. Beyond this, potted plants created a pleasant, if small, balcony area, with windows and a door opening onto it from the dwellings built for the warders by the despised Victorians. The shoulder-high parapet provided some protection from the wind.
         
 
         ‘All right,’ said Daisy, ‘what’s this all about?’
 
         Fay looked guilty. ‘I’m dying for a gasper.’ She took a silver cigarette case from the pocket of her jacket and offered it to Daisy.
         
 
         ‘No thanks, I don’t.’
 
         ‘You see, Aunt Alice is a game old bird, but she won’t stand for me smoking, and nor will Daddy. They’d notice the smell indoors, in spite of those foul cigars he smokes. It’s no good just stepping out of the front door, because they might see me through the window, and there’s no back door to the King’s House because of it being built against the wall.’ She lit a cigarette and leaned against the parapet, smoking.
         
 
         ‘So that’s why you were so keen to bring me up here.’
 
         ‘I suppose that’s not very couth, either, come to think of it. Sorry. But I did think, too, that you’d like to see Ralegh’s Walk.’
         
 
         ‘Certainly. I hope you’re going to explain it to me.’
 
         Fay pointed to the building at the far end of the section of wall. ‘That’s the Bloody Tower, where he was imprisoned. Sir Walter Ralegh, I mean. They let him come out through that door there to take the air on the wall, and he’d walk along to call on the Governor at the other end. There are flats for warders in this house here that’s in the way now, and I don’t suppose Sir Walter would care to visit them. That’s really all I know about Ralegh, except that he dropped his cloak in a puddle so that the Queen wouldn’t get her feet muddy – frightfully romantic!’
         
 
         ‘And he was the one who introduced tobacco from the Americas,’ Daisy told her dryly.
         
 
         ‘No, was he? Jolly good for him! This is really the best place for a smoke. One doesn’t want to huddle in a hidden corner – too uncouth! Here one can always pretend to admire the view.’
         
 
         ‘Tell me about it.’
 
         Fay peered over the parapet. ‘There’s St Thomas’s Tower, where that frightful Sir Patrick lives, when he’s around. It’s built over Traitors’ Gate. And that monstrosity is Tower Bridge, of course.’ She waved her cigarette at the scene, then took another puff. ‘Oh blast! That awful, slimy man is watching.’
         
 
         With one hand, she stubbed out the cigarette behind her back, while with the other she waved to a man in the Yeoman Warders’ blue and red who was standing on top of the nearby Wakefield Tower. Daisy recognized the bushy beard of the man who had showed her and Melanie the way to the King’s House. 
         
 
         He sketched a salute and turned away.
 
         ‘From that distance,’ said Daisy, ‘I doubt if he could tell you were smoking, even if it was any of his business.’
         
 
         ‘I swear he can see through walls,’ said Fay gloomily, ‘and you never know, he just might happen to mention it to Daddy.’
         
 
         ‘Who is he?’
 
         ‘The Yeoman Gaoler. Sergeant Major Rumford. They’re all sergeant majors, come to that, but he’s second in charge after the Chief Warder. Oh, blast that bugle,’ she said as a call rang out. ‘It always reminds me of the Rupert Brooke poem.’
         
 
         “‘Bugles calling for them from sad shires”? Wilfrid Owen.’
 
         ‘That’s the one. I don’t think I really want to marry a soldier.’ Fay shivered. ‘It’s cold. Let’s go down.’
         
 
         When Daisy and Fay reached the Council Chamber, Sir Patrick, the General, and his ADC had just arrived. They drew back to let the ladies pass, then followed them in.
         
 
         Brenda jumped up. ‘Fay, Mrs Germond has invited us to a tennis party! Isn’t it kind of her? Aunt Alice says we may go. Daddy, you should be thrilled to death. We’ll actually meet some young men who aren’t soldiers.’
         
 
         ‘That is indeed very kind of you, Mrs Germon.’
 
         ‘Spiffing!’ Fay exclaimed. ‘We’d love to come.’
 
         ‘It depends on the weather,’ Melanie warned. She looked a trifle harassed. Daisy wondered whether Mrs Tebbit had somehow managed to make it impossible for her not to issue the invitation.
         
 
         ‘The sun is shining madly,’ said Fay with conviction. ‘Not a cloud in the sky. It’s going to be fine for days.’
         
 
         The maid brought in coffee. General Carradine, having brought Daisy her cup and sat down beside her with his own, said, ‘I’ve been thinking about who’s best to show you around the place. I believe Rumford’s the man, my Yeoman Gaoler, second in command of the warders. He knows everything there is to know.’
         
 
         Daisy gave a murmur of appreciation, managing not to say she’d been told Rumford could see through walls. Fay caught her eye and pulled a face, Webster looked even more melancholy than usual, and Sir Patrick pulled a comic face expressive of distaste.
         
 
         ‘I’m afraid he’ll expect a gratuity,’ the general warned Daisy.
 
         ‘Oh yes, for the chapel.’
 
         ‘I wonder,’ Brenda mused, ‘how much of Sergeant Rumford’s gratuities actually reach the chapel.’
         
 
         ‘You mustn’t say such things,’ her father snapped, ‘even in jest. It’s a serious matter. Pocketing tips can get a man dismissed.’
         
 
         ‘Sorry! I didn’t mean anything by it.’
 
         ‘Anyway, that’s all right,’ Daisy put in hastily. ‘My American editor is pretty generous about expenses.’
         
 
         ‘Good, good.’ Carradine rubbed his hands together. ‘I’ll have a word with Rumford this afternoon. Would tomorrow suit you? We’ll hope the weather holds.’
         
 
         ‘Arthur,’ said Mrs Tebbit commandingly, ‘I trust you mean to invite Mrs Fletcher to watch the Ceremony of the Keys. You’d have to stay the night here afterwards, my dear, as it takes place at ten o’clock and all the gates are locked.’
         
 
         ‘I’ll have to consult Alec about that.’
 
         ‘Anytime. Just let us know. We’ll be here.’
 
         ‘Thanks. I expect I’ll be popping in and out for at least a week to make sure I’ve got it all right.’
         
 
         Then Melanie started making time-to-leave noises. General Carradine offered to send the ladies home in his car and sent his batman to fetch it. 
         
 
         Fay and Brenda escorted Daisy and Melanie back to the exit under the Bloody Tower.
         
 
         ‘Mrs Fletcher,’ said Brenda, ‘we’d like to introduce you to our aunt. Will you come and have lunch or tea or dinner or something one day when you’re here?’
         
 
         ‘If she invites me, I’d be happy to.’
 
         ‘And you, of course, Mrs Germond,’ Fay put in quickly. ‘You could come specially. I know Aunt Christina will want to meet both of you.’
         
 
         As they passed under the portcullis and emerged from the tunnel, three officers came towards them. They all wore khaki uniform. Catching sight of the Carradine girls, the youngest cried out, ‘Well met!’ Then, seeing the others with them, the three men stood aside to let them pass.
         
 
         ‘Mrs Fletcher,’ said Fay urgently, ‘these are particular friends of ours. May we introduce them?’
         
 
         ‘Would you mind awfully, Mrs Germond?’ asked Brenda. Daisy and Mel nodded and smiled.
         
 
         Brenda first introduced Captain Macleod, a doctor in the Army Medical Corps and in charge of the Tower’s hospital. In his mid-thirties, he was dark-haired, pale, too thin for his height, with a somewhat saturnine expression even when he smiled. The white line of a scar on his cheek did nothing to mar his good looks. Indeed, Daisy thought it might add a dangerous attraction in a young girl’s eyes.
         
 
         In fact, Fay seemed to have difficulty tearing her gaze from the doctor to introduce Captain Devereux.
         
 
         The captain was a few years younger than Macleod, but old enough to have fought in the war. He had a devil-may-care air Daisy had seen before in soldiers who had gone through hell in the trenches, the reverse of shell shock but, in its way, equally abnormal. Such men often found it difficult to take anything seriously. Life and death had lost their importance.
         
 
         With a grin, he presented the third officer to the ladies. ‘This stripling is Jardyne, a mere lieutenant, as you can see. Macleod and I are doing our best to whip him into shape.’
         
 
         Jardyne, fair, tall and robust, smiled as he said, ‘How do you do?’ but Daisy noticed a flash of anger in his eyes. She recalled that Brenda had said he was keen on Fay and did his best to hide his temper from her. He had cause enough for annoyance at present, what with his beloved making sheep’s eyes at the doctor and Devereux making fun of his juniority.
         
 
         Was there such a word? If not, there ought to be, Daisy decided.
         
 
         ‘I say, Miss Fay,’ he said, ‘we were walking on the wharf and Dev has had a dashed good notion. How about you and Miss Carradine taking a boat trip on the river with us this afternoon? It’s such a beautiful day.’ He hesitated. ‘Mrs Fletcher and Mrs Germond are welcome to come, too, of course.’
         
 
         ‘Kind of you,’ said Melanie, frowning slightly, ‘but we’re just leaving.’
         
 
         ‘Yes,’ Daisy corroborated, ‘but why don’t you invite Miss Tebbit? I bet she hasn’t had such a treat in years, if ever.’
         
 
         ‘Aunt Myrtle?’ Fay blurted out. The girls, the lieutenant and the captain stared at Daisy in shock.
         
 
         Dr Macleod’s smile became more saturnine than ever. ‘Yes, why don’t you?’ he drawled. ‘Sick call will sound in a couple of minutes, so I can’t go along to play gooseberry. In fact, I should invite Mrs Tebbit, too, if I were you.’
         
 
         ‘The old lady?’ Lieutenant Jardyne was aghast.
 
         Brenda pulled herself together. ‘Yes, why don’t we?’ she said brightly. ‘Thank you for the suggestion, Mrs Fletcher.’ 
         
 
         At that point, the Bentley arrived from the far end of Water Street, driven by the manservant dressed in a chauffeur’s peaked cap and motoring coat. The doctor and Captain Devereux handed Daisy and Melanie in and the car set off at a stately pace towards the Byward Tower. Daisy glanced back and saw the girls and the officers disappear under the Bloody Tower. They crossed paths with Sir Patrick. His face set in a frown, quite unlike his joviality in the King’s House, he crossed the lane and unlocked a door in the wall on the other side.
         
 
         Daisy’s thoughts flitted involuntarily to Jeremy Webster, and the possibility that he had designs on the Crown Jewels. Was it possible the Keeper of the Jewel House suspected him?
         
 
         ‘Who on earth am I going to invite to play tennis with Fay and Brenda?’ Melanie demanded.
         
 
         ‘You’ll dig up someone. Did Mrs Tebbit force you to invite them?’
         
 
         ‘Shhh!’ She made a slight gesture towards the chauffeur.
 
         ‘Oh, for heaven’s sake. Did she?’
 
         ‘Not as blatantly as you forced those young men to invite the Tebbits. But you were quite right, of course. Most unsuitable for the girls to go off alone with the officers.’
         
 
         ‘You’ll be doing a good deed inviting them to meet other people. That struck me as an explosive situation back there.’
         
 
         ‘Oh Daisy, you do have a tendency to dramatize!’
 
         ‘Well, maybe. Perhaps it’s just that I find the Tower rather sinister. I dare say it’s only the influence of those childhood nightmares, but I almost wish I’d never thought of writing about it. And all those steps!’
         
 
         
            * * *

         
 
          
         The early morning post brought an invitation from Mrs Duggan to lunch in the colonel’s quarters that very day. Daisy rang up Melanie. She had also been invited but had a prior engagement.
         
 
         Daisy decided to accept anyway. Curiosity having overcome distaste, she wanted to observe the feud from the other side of the fence.
         
 
         Approaching the Middle Tower at ten o’clock, when the Tower opened to the public, Daisy saw a tall, burly warder with a bushy beard chatting to the yeoman on guard. Her heart sank. She had hoped she was mistaken, that the Yeoman Gaoler, whom Carradine had chosen for her guide, the Sergeant Major Rumford whom Fay accused of spying on her, was not the man she had taken an instant dislike to.
         
 
         Not that I have any real cause for mistrust, she scolded herself. The unfortunate manner that had put her off could well be responsible for Fay’s accusations also. She must try to be fair.
         
 
         As she drew closer, the bearded warder glanced round towards her, and she wondered if he was, in fact, the same man. She didn’t remember so much grey in the lush beard. The eyes she recalled as sharp, even hard, now crinkled at the corners when he smiled at her. His nose was different, too, she thought. It was difficult to be sure; one tended to observe the costume, not the man. She noted his insignia – crossed keys on three chevrons, rather than the White Tower.
         
 
         ‘Mrs Fletcher?’ His voice confirmed that he was not the warder she had expected. This was a native of London, not a Cockney, but perhaps from the Borough, south of the river. ‘I’m Crabtree, Chief Yeoman Warder. Mr Rumford had to take care of some unexpected business, so I hope you won’t mind starting your tour with me.’ 
         
 
         ‘I shall be delighted,’ said Daisy, with somewhat more emphasis than she had intended.
         
 
         Mr Crabtree, for all his friendliness, was a very tedious companion, alas. In his flat voice, he recited the history by rote, and told Daisy nothing that she hadn’t already read. When they went through the arch under the Byward Tower, he pointed out the postern door leading to the Queen’s Stair, the only entrance to the Tower after the gates were locked at night, for the sole use of the monarch. But he couldn’t tell when or why it was last used, or even which queen it was named after.
         
 
         He even made the sinister Traitors’ Gate sound dull. As he talked, Daisy lent half an ear to another warder who was giving the same talk, word for word, to a small group of visitors. The tourists asked a few questions, then moved off along the lane just as Crabtree finished his lecture.
         
 
         The other came over. ‘Message for you, Mr Crabtree,’ he said.
         
 
         ‘What’s up, Mr Pierce?’
 
         ‘General Heald wants to show Mrs Fletcher his gewgaws hisself.’ Pierce touched his hat to Daisy as he uttered her name. ‘I’ll go tell him you’re heading that way, and he’ll meet you in the Wakefield Tower in ten minutes.’
         
 
         Crabtree pulled out his watch. ‘Right you are. He’ll use his private entrance, I expect.’
         
 
         They grinned at each other, sharing indulgence for the foibles of the brass-hats. Daisy had noticed that the Chief Warder was on excellent terms with all the Yeoman Warders they had come across.
         
 
         Pierce went off towards St Thomas’s Tower.
 
         ‘No good waiting for the general here, ma’am,’ said Crabtree. ‘He’ll go over by the bridge from his quarters. The Yeoman Gaoler’s going to come and find us in the Wakefield Tower soon as he can get away.’
         
 
         They crossed the lane towards the Bloody Tower. Prompted by the sight of the motionless sentries on either side of the gate, Daisy asked, ‘You were a soldier, weren’t you, Mr Crabtree. Tell me how the sentries know when it’s time to do their little march up and down.’
         
 
         Crabtree laughed. ‘It’s up to them, madam. It’s blinking hard work standing absolutely still, you wouldn’t believe, even two hours on, two hours off. So when you feel a twitch coming on, or a cramp, or your legs going numb, you’re allowed to do a little stamping about in a regulation manner. We don’t want ’em dropping like flies.’
         
 
         ‘How sensible.’
 
         ‘Of course, in daylight, with people about, they’re always being watched. But at night – well, you see those rings of spikes sticking out from the walls just behind those chaps? Horrible things! Those were put there by the Iron Duke when he was Constable of the Tower. “Wellington’s Armchairs”, they’re known as, or “Lazy Soldiers”.’
         
 
         Delighted, Daisy scribbled in her notebook. That was the first morsel of interesting, unusual and therefore useful information she’d received today.
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