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  CHAPTER ONE


  I am half sick of shadows, said The Lady of Shalott.


  Alfred, Lord Tennyson


  The aristocracy lived in a closed world protected by a shell of wealth and title, as hard and as glittering as a Faberg egg. The vast
  outside world of England where people could die of starvation barely caused a ripple in their complacency.


  Then, horror upon horrors, the unthinkable happened. A Liberal government was elected, proposing old-age pensions and health insurance and other benefits for the lower classes. They further
  proposed eight-hour days, workers compensation, free school meals and free medical services. Even that aristocrat, young Churchill, had turned Liberal and was saying, We want to draw
  the line below which we will not allow persons to live and labour.


  With a few exceptions, the aristocracy closed ranks as never before. The old idea that the House of Commons was an assembly of gentlemen had passed.


  Admittedly these winds of change were at first regarded as irritating draughts, such as were caused when a lazy footman had left the door of the drawing-room open. But with the newspapers
  heralding the reforms every morning, high cultured voices could be heard exclaiming over the grilled kidneys at breakfast tables. Who is going to pay for all this? Us, of course.


  Many blamed the fact that free elementary education had been introduced in 1870. The lower classes should not have been taught to think for themselves.


  So the aristocracy hung grimly onto the snobberies and rules of society which kept the hoi polloi outside.


  But the Earl and Countess of Hadshire felt that the enemy was within the gates in the form of their daughter, Lady Rose Summer, who had cheered the result of the election. At first they thought
  she had reformed. She had become engaged to Captain Harry Cathcart. Admittedly it could be said that the captain was in trade because he ran his own detective agency, but he came from a good family
  and had enough money to support their daughter in the style to which she was accustomed.


  Nonetheless the couple showed no sign of setting a date for the wedding, nor, for that matter, did they see much of each other.


  Roses parents did not know that her engagement was one of convenience, thought up by the captain to prevent Rose being shipped off to India with the other failed dbutantes.


  Then Rose had made a companion out of Daisy Levine, a former chorus girl whom she had first elevated to the position of maid and then to that of companion.


  Rose, with her thick brown hair, delicate complexion and large blue eyes, was still considered a great beauty, but she repelled men with her encyclopaedic knowledge and radical ideas.


  Her parents would have been amazed, however, if they had guessed that Rose went to considerable pains to please them. She suffered seemingly endless days of parties and teas and calls and balls,
  all of which bored her, but she felt she owed her parents some dutiful behaviour for having failed at her first Season and cost them a great deal of money.


  One evening in late spring, Rose and Daisy were preparing to attend yet another ball. Rose was relieved because on this one rare occasion the captain had promised to escort her. This would be at
  least one evening free from the pitying looks and sniggers of the dbutantes who kept asking slyly where her fianc was.


  It was an even more boring life for her companion, Daisy. Daisy, like Rose, was barely twenty, and yet she was not expected to dance and was condemned to sit and watch with the other
  companions.


  And then, half an hour before they were all due to depart for the Duke of Freemounts ball, Harry Cathcart telephoned to say that an urgent case had come up and he could not be there.
  Folding her lips into a thin line, Lady Polly, Roses mother, asked the earls secretary to telephone Sir Peter Petrey to come immediately and escort Rose. Peter was a willowy effete
  young man who specialized in filling in at dinner parties when someone had cancelled at the last minute and escorting ladies to balls whose escorts had failed to turn up. He was handsome with thick
  fair hair and a lightly tanned face.


  Lady Polly suppressed a sigh when she saw him. Why couldnt Rose have picked someone like that? The unworldly Lady Polly did not know that Peter had no sexual interest in women at all, her
  lack of knowledge in sexual matters being hardly surprising in this Edwardian era, where an eminent surgeon had declared that no lady should ever enjoy sex  only sluts did that.


  Where is the wretched man? asked Peter as he led Rose up the grand staircase at the Freemounts town hose.


  Working, I suppose, said Rose.


  My dear, a beauty like you should never have involved yourself with a chap in trade. There, now. That was too, too wicked of me. But were you mine, I would never leave your
  side.


  Roses companion had put her mistress wise to Sir Peter and so Rose smiled amiably and accepted the compliment. She often toyed with the idea of marrying Peter. It would be an arranged
  marriage, of course, but that way she would have her own household and be spared the labour of producing a child every year.


  Rose curtsied to her hosts and entered the ballroom. With Peter again, she heard the duchess say loudly. Too sad.


  Her voice carried. With so many of the aristocracy hard of hearing because of blasting away at birds and beasts with their shotguns, the duchess, like so many, spoke in a high clipped staccato
  voice which carried right cross the ballroom.


  Rose usually derived some comfort from being the most beautiful lady in the ballroom. But that evening, she was eclipsed.


  A new arrival to society was pirouetting around the floor on the arm of a besotted guardsman. She had masses of thick blonde hair woven with tiny white roses. Unlike Roses slim figure,
  hers was of the fashionable hourglass variety, with a generous white bosom displayed by the low cut of her evening gown. Her eyes were enormous in her heart-shaped face and of a deep brown, which
  contrasted seductively with her fair hair and perfect skin.


  Daisy, sitting next to an elderly dowager, Countess Slerely, whispered, Whos the new beauty?


  The countess raised her lorgnette and then lowered it. Oh, that. That is Miss Dolly Tremaine. Her father is only a rector. She really has nothing more than her looks to recommend her.
  Im afraid shell have to marry someone very old. All the young men want money. Where is Lady Roses fianc?


  Coming later, lied Daisy.


  Most odd. For her sake he should really stop being a tradesman.


  Being a detective isnt really trade, said Daisy defensively.


  The only trades that are acceptable, declaimed the countess, are tea and beer. Nothing else.


  Daisy sighed. Her stays were digging into her and the ballroom was too hot.


  She rose and curtsied to the countess and made her way to the long windows which overlooked Green Park, slid behind the curtains, opened the window, let herself out onto the terrace and took a
  deep breath of sooty air. She wondered if she and Rose would ever have any adventures again.


  Rose was making her way to the cloakroom. One of her partners had trodden on her train and ripped the edge of it. The maid on duty in the cloakroom set to work to repair the
  train. The door opened and Dolly Tremaine came in, tears pouring from her eyes.


  My dear, exclaimed Rose. May I help you? What is the matter?


  Nothing, sobbed Dolly, sitting down on a chair next to Rose. Im tired, thats all. So many balls and parties. I never seem to get any rest. The Season begins
  next week and things will be worse.


  If I can be of any help . . . 


  I need a friend, said Dolly, scrubbing at her eyes with a lace handkerchief. Rose noticed with surprise that her beautiful face now bore no mark of tears.


  Perhaps I may be your friend. I am Rose Summer.


  Im Dolly Tremaine. You see, Im a country girl and everything in London is so big and noisy and frightening.


  I get away from it in the mornings, said Rose. I go out early and cycle in Hyde Park.


  I would love to do that, said Dolly, but I dont think my parents 


  She broke off as the door opened and a squat woman entered. She was wearing a purple silk gown trimmed with purple fringe. Rose thought she looked like a sofa.


  Dolly, what are you doing here? she demanded.


  My train was torn and this lady came with me to see if she could help, said Rose quickly.


  Why? Thats what maids are for. Who are you?


  I am Lady Rose Summer, said Rose haughtily.


  The change in the woman was almost ridiculous. How kind of you to look after my little Dolly, she gushed. I am Dollys mother.


  I was just inviting your daughter to go cycling with me in Hyde Park tomorrow morning, said Rose.


  Oh, Im sure she would love that but, alas, she does not have a bicycle.


  I will supply one, said Rose grandly. Furnish me with your direction and I will send a carriage for your daughter  at nine oclock, say?


  You are so very kind. Here is my card. Come, Dolly. Lord Berrow is waiting for you.


  She turned away. Dolly meekly followed.


  But thats my bicycle! protested Daisy when she and Rose were being made ready for bed. The captain gave it to me!


  Its only one morning, Daisy, said Rose. I would like to do something for that poor girl. I think she is being bullied by her mother.


  Youre bleedin jealous cos shes prettier than you, said Daisy, and youre trying to cover it up by being nice to her.


  Go to bed, now! commanded Rose. Let me hear no more about it.


  Ever since Rose had fallen from grace by attending a suffragette movement rally and had been banned from going anywhere near that organization, she had longed to do something
  for somebody, and so she set out for Hyde Park the following morning on her bicycle followed by two footmen, one of them wheeling Daisys bicycle. She was determined to find out what had made
  the beautiful Dolly so sad. Deep down inside her she was motivated by the petty thought that shed better show society she was above jealousy, but that thought did not even reach as far as
  her brain.


  Nine oclock was considered an early hour of the day to members of society. Rose would have gone to the park earlier, say six oclock, had she been allowed to do so. There was
  something exciting about being up at dawn in a great city and feeling it coming alive with the restless clatter of traffic, the whinnying of horses, and the air briefly fresher before the thousands
  of Londons coal fires put a thin haze over the sun, even on a fine spring day, and streaked the buildings with soot.


  As she approached the Serpentine, one of the earls carriages drove up. A footman jumped down from the backstrap and let down the steps. Dolly tripped prettily down them. She was wearing a
  white lace gown with a high-boned collar and a round straw hat covered in white flowers. Worn open over her gown was a fur-trimmed coat. On her feet were little white patent leather boots.


  Oh, my dear Miss Tremaine, exclaimed Rose. You should have worn a divided skirt. You cannot cycle in such clothes.


  Dolly burst into tears. I  Im always doing something wrong, she sobbed.


  There, there, said Rose, patting her awkwardly on the back. Do dry your eyes. We shall walk instead. She surrendered her bicycle to one of the footmen. Now, do
  try to be cheery. It is too fine a morning to be sad.


  Dolly complied and took Roses arm, a gesture Rose felt was a trifle over-familiar. She drew her arm away. Dolly began to cry again. Ive offended you!


  No, no. Please sit down on this bench. Do compose yourself. Why are you so distressed?


  I dont know the rules, sniffed Dolly. So many rules. We were taking tea yesterday at Mrs Barrington-Bruces place in Kensington. Such a splendid tea and I have
  a healthy appetite. I ate an awful lot and then I found the other ladies were looking at me in horror. Worse than that, Id taken off my gloves. I did not know one was supposed to eat with
  gloves on.


  Usually the form is to eat only a little thin bread and butter, said Rose. It is rolled, you see, so that one does not get butter on ones gloves.


  I talk an awful lot about the country because I do miss it so, said Dolly, and Mother says they are all laughing at me and calling me the Milkmaid.


  I think it would be a good ploy if you were to say as little as possible. Just look enigmatic.


  What does that mean?


  Mysterious. Hidden depths.


  But the gentlemen can sometimes make very warm remarks and I am fearful of offending them.


  Let me see. You rap the offender lightly on the arm with your fan and lower your eyes and say something like, Oh, sir, I fear you are too wicked for me. But perhaps I am
  nave. I shall tell Mama exactly what you have just said. Believe me, that will cool their ardour.


  You are so, so clever! Tell me more.


  Flattered and feeling she was finally being of use to someone, Rose went on to help her pupil further.


  But the morning was rather spoilt for her when, just before she left, Dolly said, I would like to meet your fianc. He seems to he a most fascinating man. But people do say he is
  never at your side.


  People talk a lot of nonsense, retorted Rose angrily.


  Daisy was waiting for Rose when she returned. You look cross, commented Daisy. What did she do to upset you?


  Nothing. She is a delightful and charming innocent. I was able to give her some tips as to how to go on in society. We shall meet again. She does cry a lot. She is very
  sensitive.


  Probably acting, sniffed the jealous Daisy. Well, if she didnt make you cross, who did?


  Its just that people are constantly harping on about my supposed fianc and wondering why he is never with me. I really did think the captain would keep up some sort of
  pretence.


  Then lets go and see him, said Daisy eagerly. Theres no harm in calling on a fellow in his office.


  I would not lower myself to go and beg him.


  But 


  No more, Daisy.


  Im supposed to he her companion and friend, thought Daisy sulkily, but she still talks down to me. Then her face brightened. She had a soft spot for the captains manservant,
  Becket. She would call on Becket. He would know what to do.


  Do you need me for anything? asked Daisy.


  I dont know. What appointments do we have for today?


  This afternoon youve to make calls with your mother. You wont need me.


  I suppose not. What will you do?


  Dunno. Look at the shops.


  Dont say dunno, admonished Rose, but Daisy affected not to hear her and left the room.


  As the day was fine, Daisy walked from Belgravia to Chelsea and to Water Street, where the captain had his home. Her heart beat a little more quickly under her stays as she
  turned the corner of Water Street. It seemed ages since she had last seen Becket. She imagined his surprise when he opened the door and saw her standing there.


  But to her dismay, it was Captain Harry Cathcart himself who answered the door. Daisy always found him rather intimidating. He was a tall man in his late twenties with black hair already greying
  at the temples and a hard handsome face with deep black eyes under heavy lids.


  Wheres Becket? asked Daisy.


  I am afraid Becket is not well. He has a severe cold and I have sent him to bed. Is that why you came? Do come in.


  Daisy followed him into the book-lined front parlour. Do sit down, Daisy.


  Youve to call me Miss Levine, said Daisy with a show of spirit. Im a companion now. Im worried about Rose.


  Why? Whats the matter?


  Youre supposed to be her fianc, but youre never seen with her and people are sniggering and talking. She goes everywhere with that Sir Peter Petrey and people are
  thinking she might ditch you for him.


  Petrey? He has no interest in women.


  You know that, I know that, Rose knows that, but look at it from her point of view. She could marry him and have her own household and not have to worry about producing children. Why
  should she stick with you?


  Daisy  Miss Levine  you know very well that our engagement is merely an arrangement. I have been very busy. Well, I suppose I have been remiss. Where does she go this
  evening?


  Another ball. The Barrington-Bruces.


  Tell her I will escort her.


  Tell her yourself. She dont know Im here and she would be furious if she found out. May I see Becket?


  He has a bad cold and you should not be visiting gentlemen in their bedchambers.


  Just a quick word, pleaded Daisy.


  She expected Beckets room to be in the basement, but the captain led her up the stairs to a door on the second landing. Visitor for you, Becket, he said and ushered Daisy
  into the room.


  His manservant struggled up against the pillows. Why, Daisy! You shouldnt be seeing me like this.


  Harry retreated but left the door open. Beckets brown hair, which was normally neatly plastered down above his thin white face, was sticking up all over his head. Daisy sat down beside
  the bed. Has the doctor seen you?


  Yes, but he says its a feverish cold. Ill be right as rain in a few days.


  Captain does you proud, said Daisy, looking around the sunny room. The walls were lined with bookshelves. There was a leather armchair in front of the fireplace, and, by the
  window, a handsome desk.


  Why did you come? asked Becket.


  Daisy told him about the captains neglect and Roses anger. I think my masters really in love with her, said Becket, and thats why he keeps clear
  of her because she can hurt him and he doesnt like being hurt.


  I think they love each other, said Daisy. I think thats why shes so unhappy. Shes treating me more like a servant than shes done in ages. But he
  said hed take her to the ball tonight.


  Becket sighed. Lets just hope they see sense.


  An hour later, Harry went to his office in Buckingham Palace Road. His secretary, Ailsa Bridge, was typing busily. The window behind her was wide open, but the air still
  smelled of peppermints. Harry believed his secretary was fond of peppermints, not realizing that Ailsa was fond of gin and drank peppermint cordial to disguise the smell.


  How are things? he asked.


  Various cases have come in. The most immediate is from Mrs Barrington-Bruce. She will be wearing her diamonds tonight and fears jewel thieves, and wants you to be on duty at her
  ball.


  Ill cancel that one. Im escorting my fiance and I do not think she would he pleased if I were there in the capacity of policeman. I will phone Mrs Barrington-Bruce
  shortly. Harry went into his inner office and phoned Rose, only to be told that she was taking tea at Mrs Barrington-Bruces. He phoned Mrs Barrington-Bruces residence and asked
  the butler if he might speak to Lady Rose Summer.


  Roses heart gave a jolt when she heard his voice on the phone. I just wanted to let you know that I shall be escorting you this evening, said Harry.


  Her voice sounded cool and distant. Alas, you are too late. I have already asked Sir Peter Petrey to escort me. How was I to know that you might remember at the last minute to honour our
  arrangement?


  Look here 


  Goodbye.


  Harry glared at the phone. How dare she? He phoned again and this time asked for Mrs Barrington-Bruce and said he would be there to guard her jewels.


  Mrs Barrington-Bruce was an indefatigable hostess. Because her entertainments were always lavish, she could attract the cream of society, people who would not normally take the
  trouble to travel as far as Kensington.


  Daisy was becoming increasingly depressed. On the journey there, Rose had confided her worries about Dolly, saying that she thought the girl had some deep sorrow and was not just worried about
  the rules of society. Peter, an inveterate gossip, encouraged Rose to talk on and on about Dolly. Daisy was really beginning to fear that Rose was considering Peter as a marriage partner and
  furthermore she was jealous of Dolly. Somehow Daisy felt the class lines were so rigid that she could never be a real friend to Rose, whereas Dolly, who was acceptable in the eyes of society, had
  all the advantages.


  Although hailed as a beauty, Rose, since her engagement, was no longer in such demand, and to her fury she had to sit out a whole three dances while watching her fianc prowling around
  the place. She did not know he was working and assumed he was deliberately snubbing her. Her anger was so great that when Peter came up for his second dance she flirted outrageously, and the shrewd
  Peter, who knew exactly why she was doing it, played up to her.


  Harry was furious. How dare she show him up like this? Mrs Barrington-Bruce approached him. I think you should dance with your fiance, she said severely. People do
  not know you are working for me and it looks as if you are deliberately cutting her dead.


  He had not seen things from this angle but by the time he approached Rose, her flirtatious display on the dance floor had attracted many admirers and her dance card was full. He bowed instead
  before Daisy. Miss Levine, will you do me the honour?


  Rose started to protest. Miss Levine does not dance . . . But her new partner had come to claim her and Harry was already leading Daisy onto the dance floor.


  Daisys little face, which still held a bit of her old pinched Cockney look, turned up to the captains brooding one. You asked for it, she whispered as they circulated
  in a waltz.


  Im working, he hissed. Im supposed to be watching Mrs Barrington-Bruce at all times in case someone steals her jewels.


  But shes wearing em. Looks like a Christmas tree.


  Mrs Barrington-Bruce fears some villain will rush across the ballroom and assault her.


  Shes so corseted tonight in whalebone, it must be like armour, giggled Daisy. But you are causing a lot of gossip, sir.


  I feel like asking Lady Rose to end this stupid farce of an engagement.


  You cant do that! exclaimed Daisy. Shell be shipped off to India and Ill have to go with her. Oh, do make a push to behave like a gentleman.


  Her rather prominent green eyes were filled with worry. Harry gave a reluctant laugh. Ill try.


  But Roses thoughts had been distracted from Harry. Dolly had slipped a note into her hand. Rose read it at the first opportunity. It said: You are my only Frend. I am Running Away.
  Meet me at the Serpent at six tomorrow and I will tell all. Come Alone. Yr. Loveing Dolly.


  Youre not really going, are you? asked Peter on the road home. Six oclock! Its nearly two in the morning now.


  Dolly needs my help, said Rose firmly. I will go.


  Ill come with you, said Daisy.


  No, she said to come alone and thats what Im going to do. Ma wont miss me. She wont expect me to rise until one in the afternoon.


  Rose let herself out of the familys town house at quarter to six in the morning and hurried in the direction of Hyde Park, unaware that Daisy was following her at a
  distance.


  She assumed that Dolly would be waiting for her on the bridge over the Serpentine, where she had met her before. Rose shivered a little as she stood on the bridge. The weather had turned chilly.
  A duck squawked on the water below and Rose leaned on the bridge and looked over.


  Then she let out a scream of fright, and Daisy, who had been hiding behind a nearby tree, scampered up to join her. Too upset to ask Daisy why she had followed her, Rose pointed downwards.


  A rowing-boat was moored in the water by the bridge. In it lay Dolly dressed like the Lady of Shalott in the pre-Raphaelite illustration to Tennysons famous poem by John Atkinson
  Grimshaw. Her filmy draperies floated out from the boat and trailed in the water. Flowers were woven in her hair. Her hands were crossed on her breast. Her beautiful face was clay-white.


  Is it a joke? asked Daisy.


  No, look, theres blood on her dress.


  Daisy looked wildly round the park. Come away, she begged. The murderer could still be hiding somewhere close.


  We must tell the police, said Rose.


  And as if by some miracle she suddenly saw a policeman on his bike cycling through the park.


  Help! screamed Rose. Over here!


  Rose and Daisy clutched each other as the policeman cycled up.


  Miss Dolly Tremaine is down there, gasped Rose. Shes been murdered.


  The policeman hurried down the river bank at the side of the bridge and bent over the body. Then he straightened up and came running back. He took out a notebook and wrote down their names. Then
  he said, Wait here.


  Wheres he gone? whispered Daisy through white lips.


  Theres a police box on Park Lane. It wont be long before hes back.


  The gas-lit police boxes for use by the police and the public had started off in Glasgow a bare four years after the telephone had been invented. The cast-iron boxes looked like mens
  urinals.


  They did not have to wait long. The policeman came back and began to take further notes. Who was the dead girl? Where did she live? Soon more police arrived and then two detectives, followed
  closely by Detective Superintendent Kerridge in a police motor car.


  Lady Rose! he exclaimed, having dealt with two previous cases where Rose was involved. What have you been up to now, my lady?


  
 


  CHAPTER TWO


  Gorgonised me from head to foot,

  With a stony British stare.


  Alfred, Lord Tennyson


  The earls town house was in an uproar. Lady Rose and Daisy had been escorted home by Detective Superintendent Kerridge and Inspector Judd.
  The earl and countess were awakened to this dire news. They were told that the superintendent would return as soon as possible to interview Rose. What on earth had their daughter been up to
  now?


  Kerridge had shrewdly guessed that he would be in deep trouble if he continued to interview Rose without her parents being present. Unmarried girls were not expected to have any freedom at all.
  Their letters were routinely read by their parents before being handed to them. And they were certainly not expected to venture outside without being chaperoned. Kerridge was sure the earl would
  not consider Daisy to be a suitable chaperone without the added guard of a maid and two footmen.


  Although it was noon before he arrived, having come straight from Dollys parents, he had to wait some time until the earl and countess were dressed.


  You, again, was the earls sour greeting. Whats our Rose been up to, then? Its those suffragettes, thats what it is.


  No, my lord, said Kerridge. It is a case of murder.


  Where is my daughter? shrieked Lady Polly.


  Here, Ma, said a calm voice from the doorway. Rose had gone to her rooms to get an hours sleep.


  Whos murdered? asked the earl. He tugged the bell-rope furiously and ordered a footman to fetch his secretary, Matthew Jarvis.


  A certain Miss Dolly Tremaine.


  Oh, that beautiful girl, wailed Lady Polly. But what has all this to do with my daughter?


  Matthew came in at that moment and the earl roared, Get Cathcart. Hes got to come here now.


  Very good, my lord.


  Your daughter, Lady Rose Summer, had an appointment to meet Miss Tremaine at the Serpentine Bridge at six oclock this morning.


  Why the deuce . . .?


  Miss Tremaine gave me a note at the ball last night, said Rose. She said she was running away. When I arrived at the bridge, I looked over and saw her lying dead in that
  rowing-boat dressed as the Lady of Shalott.


  Whos she? demanded the earl. She aint in Debretts, I can tell you that. Foreigner, hey?


  The Lady of Shalott is the title of a poem by Lord Tennyson, Pa. I have a copy of his poems here. This is the famous illustration, Mr Kerridge.


  Any idea why she was dressed like that?


  Miss Tremaine may have had the costume made to wear at a fancy-dress ball next week.


  Have you any idea why she would want to run away?


  I do not know. I only know that she was bewildered and unhappy in society. Her father is a country rector and her parents would expect her to marry someone with money to offset the cost
  of a Season.


  Nothing wrong with that, muttered the earl.


  I assume you have interviewed her parents, said Rose. Have they any idea why she would want to run away?


  None whatsoever, said Kerridge. In fact, they say that she was about to be engaged before the Season even started. To a certain Lord Berrow.


  Lord Berrow is old, said Rose. That is probably the reason she wanted to run away.


  Fiddlesticks, said Lady Polly. The trouble is that girls these days will read cheap romances. One does not marry for love.


  Steady on, old girl, protested the earl.


  We were a rare exception, said Lady Polly. Where is this rectors church?


  Probably somewhere dire like Much-Slopping-in-the-Bog, said the earl. Hey, rather neat that, what?


  Quite amazing, thought Kerridge. Their only child has just discovered a murder and yet they seem to have no concern for her welfare.


  Captain Cathcart, announced the butler.


  How did he get here so quickly? asked the earl.


  Hes got a motor car, said Rose.


  Nasty, smelly things. Never replace the horse. Sit down, Cathcart. The earl pointed a finger at Rose. Rose is in trouble again.


  Kerridge reflected briefly that one of his mothers lectures had been, Dont point. Ladies and gentlemen dont point. This lot would have been an eye-opener,
  thought Kerridge sourly.


  Lady Rose, he began, discovered the murdered body of a Miss Dolly Tremaine early this morning. Harry listened intently as Kerridge outlined all he knew.


  What do her family say? asked Harry. Had she any enemies?


  They are grief-stricken and bewildered. They do not know of any enemies.


  Any brothers or sisters?


  One son,Jeremy, aged twenty-seven. I think they might come up with more information when they get over the shock.


  Odd, that, commented the earl. Only two children. Thought those Church of England fellows bred like rabbits.


  Not in front of Rose, said Lady Polly. Then she stifled a sigh, thinking of all the little graves in the churchyard at Stacey Court, their country estate  all eight of
  Roses little brothers and sisters who had died in childbirth.


  When did you leave the ball last night? Harry asked Rose.


  Around two in the morning.


  And was Miss Tremaine still there?


  I remember no longer seeing her around midnight.


  So sometime between, say, midnight and six in the morning, someone murdered her and dressed the body. You will need to search the rectors town house.


  The parents say her bed was not slept in. She planned to run away, said Kerridge. She may have changed into that costume to please a lover who then murdered her.


  I dont like this, said Harry. I think whoever murdered her knew she was going to meet Lady Rose early in the morning. Lady Rose, do you still have that
  note?


  I must have dropped it at the ball. But I remember putting it in my reticule, which I left with Daisy when I danced.


  Wed better have Daisy here.


  Lady Polly ordered Daisy to be brought to the drawing-room.


  When she entered, Kerridge said, Lady Rose says she left her reticule with you while she danced. Did you leave it unattended at any time?


  I left it on a chair when I danced with the captain, said Daisy. I was sitting next to Countess Slerely. I usually do. Anyone picking it up and searching in it would be
  noticed.


  I think you danced with Captain Cathcart before Dolly gave me that note, said Rose. Did you leave it at any other time?


  Well, one time I had to go to the you-know-what. That was just before midnight.


  Id better call on Countess Slerely, said Kerridge. Lady Rose, if you can think of anything else . . .


  No, she cant, said the earl. She shouldnt have been out at that ungodly hour unchaperoned.


  I was there, said Daisy.


  The earl ignored her. No more cycling for you, young lady. Go to your room.


  As for you, said the earl, glaring at Harry, as my daughter is somehow involved in this, I expect you to clear things up as soon as possible. And while youre here,
  what do you think you are doing ignoring my daughter in such a manner?


  I am sorry. My apologies, but pressure of work 


  Pah! Behave yourself in future or I shall call off this ridiculous engagement myself.


  I wonder, said Harry later that day to his manservant, where Dr Tremaine got enough money to take a house for the Season and to furnish an expensive
  wardrobe for his daughter.


  Hes well-connected, said Becket. His aunt was Lady Tremaine and she married well and left him quite a large legacy.


  Where did you hear that?


  You always tell me to listen to servants gossip. The Running Footman where a lot of them drink is an amazing source of information.


  I suggest you take yourself there this evening and try to find out what you can about the family.


  May I have some money to entertain, sir?


  Of course, said Harry, hurriedly pulling out his wallet. He drew out a large white five-pound note. Will this be enough?


  More than enough. I will bring you the change.


  You may keep any change for further bribery.


  Do you think, sir, that Lady Rose and Miss Levine will be safe?


  Why?


  The murderer may think that Miss Tremaine told Lady Rose much more than she actually did.


  Harry shifted uneasily. I am sure they will be all right. I wonder about Lord Berrow. Hes in his fifties, is he not?


  I believe so. He is a widower. Gossip says he drove his wife to an early grave with his womanizing.


  Indeed! So what was saintly Dr Tremaine about to even consider handing his daughter over to such a man?


  Lord Berrow is very rich.


  Ah. Do you not find our society very corrupt, Becket?


  It is not for me to say. Will you be going out this evening?


  Yes, I may as well call on my fiance. Her father has accused me of neglect.


  ***


  Harry had to wait quite a long time while the earl and countess argued over whether he should see their daughter. I was hoping this deuced engagement would just fizzle
  out, said the earl.


  We should have sent Rose to India. Mrs Fanshawes daughter, who is mortally plain, went out and secured the affections of Colonel Brady. Nonetheless, perhaps if Rose sees more of
  Captain Cathcart, she will realize her folly. She does seem to be forming a tendre for Sir Peter.


  And so they discussed and argued while Harry paced up and down the hall.


  At last he was summoned and told that he might have fifteen minutes alone with Rose, provided the door of the drawing-room stayed open.


  Before leaving them, Lady Polly watched as Harry rushed forward and, seizing Roses hands in his, kissed them both. When she had gone, Rose, blushing, snatched her hands away and demanded,
  What do you want?


  I am concerned for your safety. As Becket has just pointed out to me, your life might be in danger. Do be very careful.


  I am tired of being careful, snapped Rose. I am tired of dressing and undressing and sitting down to enormous banquets which might alleviate some of the misery of the poor
  of London.


  I thought you might be interested in finding out the identity of the murderer?


  Roses blue eyes lit up with sudden interest.


  How could I do that?


  This Lord Berrow. If I go to interview him, he will probably clam up. But if you were to meet him socially and start to talk about poor Dolly, then he might tell you more than he would
  tell either me or Kerridge.


  In Scotland Yard, Kerridge was being told that his application to search the rectors town house had been refused and he also got a blistering lecture on his lack of
  sensitivity in proposing to add more grief to an already grieving family.


  He felt tired. He had earlier interviewed Lord Berrow, who had simply stared insolently at him and then threatened to report him to the prime minister.


  Harry heard a movement on the landing outside the drawing-room, gathered Rose in his arms and kissed her gently on the forehead just as Lady Polly entered the room.


  You may go now, said Lady Polly. I have cancelled my daughters social engagements for the next two days. After that, I will apprise you of her calendar and I expect
  you to be on hand to escort her.


  Delighted, said Harry and bowed his way out.


  Outside, he could still somehow smell the light flower perfume that Rose wore and he swore so loudly that a lady walking her dog stared at him in outrage.


  ***


  Two days later, Brum, the butler, brought in the morning post as usual on a small silver tray and placed it at the earls elbow as his lordship was eating breakfast.


  Rose looked at the little pile of letters. Had she been a man and not a girl, she thought angrily, any letters addressed to her would have been given to her unopened. Not that there was really
  anything personal addressed to her, but she lived in hope that perhaps Harry might write to let her know how the case was progressing.


  The earl put down his knife and fork and riffled through the letters. Then he rang the bell. Give these to Mr Jarvis, he said to Brum. Nothing of interest here.


  There is one letter addressed to Lady Rose, said Brum.


  Is there? I didnt notice. Let me have it.


  I really think I am capable of reading it myself, said Rose.


  Her father paid no attention. He lifted up a letter and stared at it. Then he held out his hand and Brum handed him a letter opener from the tray.


  Harrumph, let me see. Good Gad!


  What is it? asked Lady Polly.


  Give me that letter, Pa! shouted Rose.


  You go to your room, miss. You, too, Levine, and get Cathcart!


  What can it be? asked Rose, as she and Daisy sat in Roses private sitting-room.


  Maybe one of your admirers sent an over-warm letter and Lord Hadshires getting the captain to frighten him off.


  Daisy stood up and walked to the mirror. Rose had presented her companion with a morning gown of white lace decorated with little red roses. Daisy admired her reflection in the glass and then
  wondered if she would ever have a chance to show it off to Becket.


  She had an idea. Maybe the captain will bring Becket with him and Becket will wait in the hall. I could nip down and see if he knows whats going on.


  Good idea. But you know what Pa is like. The captain will have simply been summoned without any explanation being given.


  Ill watch from the window and see if I can see them arriving.


  Rose fidgeted while Daisy looked down from the window. At last, after what seemed like an age, she saw the captains car stop outside, with Becket at the wheel.


  Theyre here! cried Daisy. Wont be long.


  Daisy waited outside on the landing until she heard the captain being ushered into the breakfast room and then ran lightly down the stairs.


  Becket was standing in the hall.


  Why, Daisy! he exclaimed. You do look like such a fine lady.


  Pretty, isnt it? said Daisy, smoothing down her gown with complacent fingers. Whats going on?


  At first the captain refused, said Becket in a low voice, because hes busy and he doesnt like the way Lord Hadshire expects him to drop everything and come
  running. So the secretary, Mr Jarvis, he phones back and says that Lady Rose has received a death threat.


  Oh, my stars and garters! said Daisy. This is bad. Rose has had a bad shock. She looks as cool as anything but I heard her crying during the night. I hope they dont
  decide to ship her off to India after all!


  The storys been in all the papers. Probably some nutter.


  Probably a madman, Harry was saying. Ill take this round to Scotland Yard. Kerridge will want to see if he can get any fingerprints off the letter.
  I mean, it must be from someone deranged. He studied the letter again. It consisted of letters cut out from magazines and the message read, Dear Lady Rose, Keep your mouth shut about
  what Dolly told you or youll be next. A Well-Wisher.


  I mean, Harry went on, any sane person would assume that Lady Rose had already told Scotland Yard everything she knew.


  Matthew Jarvis, standing behind the earls chair, gave a slight cough. If I may be so bold, my lord . . .


  Go on. What is it?


  There was an article in the Daily Mail yesterday which speculated that Lady Rose probably knew the dark secret of what had caused Miss Tremaine to say she was running away but was
  keeping quiet out of loyalty to her friend.


  Rubbish, said Harry. Lady Rose barely knew the girl.


  How did the papers find out that my daughter was even involved? raged the earl.


  Im sure they have some pet policeman at Scotland Yard in their pay, not to mention the bribes they give to servants.


  A reporter tried to bribe me, said Brum. But I sent him off with a flea in his ear, my lord. I told him I was due for a raise in salary anyway.


  Are you? asked the earl, bewildered.


  Harry looked briefly amused. I think Brum means that he is now.


  The earl twisted round and goggled at his butler. Are you trying to blackmail me?


  The butler raised his gloved hands in horror. I would not dream of it, my lord. But your lordship did promise me a raise in salary after a number of years.


  Did I? Oh, well, see to it Mr Jarvis.


  My lord . . . began Brum.


  What now?


  If I may speak, my lord. It concerns Lady Rose and her dark secret.


  She doesnt have a dark secret! howled the earl. Oh, what is it?


  The Morning Bugle has picked up on the Daily Mails story and has a large feature on Lady Rose about her involvement in previous murders and the fact that her
  fianc is the captain here. They have published a photograph of Lady Rose taken a year ago at a garden party in which she looks sad. They say she must break the bounds of loyalty and tell
  the police what she knows. I did not wish to distress you, but several newspapers were on the doorstep yesterday.


  Harry eyed Brums impassive face and was suddenly sure that the butler had taken money from the reporters and had supplied them with fantasies about Rose in return.


  This is serious, said Harry. I should have read the popular papers instead of the Times. I am afraid Lady Rose will need to be kept indoors until we are sure she is
  safe.


  Rose was summoned. She turned slightly pale when she realized Harry was taking the threat seriously. Daisy had just told her about the letter.


  It may be just some crank, said Harry soothingly, but it is as well to be safe.


  Rose and Daisy were kept indoors. Rose had books to read to pass the time but Daisy felt she would die of boredom and repeatedly said she could not understand why the ban on
  going out of doors applied to her as well.


  One bright sunny day after they had been kept in for almost two weeks, even Rose began to feel she could not bear this form of genteel imprisonment any more.


  She stood by the window looking down at the square. If only we could go outside for a little walk, she mourned. We could try, said Daisy eagerly. Lord and Lady
  Hadshire have gone down to Stacey Court for the weekend.


  They might have told me. Why go into the country?


  Some boundary dispute.


  I do think my parents are a trifle odd. They might have said something to me at dinner last night.


  Maybe they didnt want to tell you in case you thought it a good opportunity to get out of the house.


  Brum will stop us going. And what about Turner? Turner was Lady Roses recently hired ladys maid.


  Ill tell them you have a headache and want to be left alone, said Daisy eagerly. Then we can wait until they are taking their luncheon and slip out. With my lord and
  lady being away, theyll be careless about guarding us. Theyll be sitting down for luncheon any minute now. You wait here and Ill tell Turner to join the others for luncheon as
  she will not be needed for the rest of the day.


  Rose waited eagerly for Daisys return. Daisy was back after only a few minutes. Lets wear our plainest clothes, said Daisy. We dont want to attract any
  attention to ourselves, even though the press have given up watching the house.


  They changed quickly, Rose into a straight skirt, striped blouse and jacket and sailor hat, and Daisy also into a blouse, skirt and jacket but with one of Roses old straw hats embellished
  with flowers on her head.


  They crept together down the stairs and quietly let themselves out through the front door and then scampered along the square, giggling and hanging on to each other, thrilled with the
  combination of sunshine and freedom.


  Where now? panted Rose.


  Lets look at the shops and try on hats, said Daisy, happy that now she and Rose seemed to be friends again instead of mistress and companion.


  By mid-afternoon, they realized they were hungry and went to the tea-room at Fortnum and Mason in Piccadilly.


  William Fortnum, who founded the famous store, was a footman in the royal household of Queen Anne. His job was to replace the candles every night and he made a tidy profit out of selling the old
  ones. He also had a sideline as a grocer.


  He persuaded his landlord, Hugh Mason, to go into the grocery business with him and Fortnum and Mason was born.


  Daisy and Rose had salmon in aspic embellished with prawns and lobster before they got down to the serious cake-eating business.


  They chatted happily about this and that and then began to discuss the threatening letter. I am sure it was some crank, said Rose. I am in no danger at all. I think we
  should sneak into the study and phone the captain. He must persuade Pa to let me go out again. She blushed suddenly, remembering again the feel of his lips against her forehead.


  Rose paid the bill and they walked out into Piccadilly, knowing that they had to return home and beginning to feel depressed.


  Cheer up, said Daisy. Im sure it wont be long before were out and about She stopped in front of a milliners. I say, do look at that
  hat. They must ha slaughtered a whole aviary. Its got more stuffed birds on it thans decent.


  My lace has come untied, said Rose, stooping down.


  There was a sharp report The milliners window shattered just as Daisy grabbed hold of Rose and fell back onto the pavement with her. People began screaming. Some man shouted, He
  had a gun! He had a gun!


  Rose and Daisy got unsteadily to their feet. Daisy brushed shards of glass off their clothes with a trembling hand. Commotion surrounded them. The milliner came out screaming that they had
  broken her window. Others were saying someone had fired a shot. Finally, to Roses relief, a constable pushed his way to the front, demanding to know what was going on.


  I d-dont know, said Rose, on the verge of tears.


  Someone tried to shoot her, said Daisy. You should be asking for witnesses. Hell be miles away by now.


  You trying to tell me how to do my job, young lady? Lets be aving your name.


  Im Miss Daisy Levine, companion to Lady Rose Summer. This is Lady Rose Summer.


  More policemen arrived on the scene. Rose explained that as she bent down to tie her bootlace, a bullet had whizzed over her head and shattered the window. I assume it was a
  bullet, she said, because I heard someone shouting, Hes got a gun.


  A police inspector joined them just in time to hear Roses last words. Get into that crowd, he roared, and get hold of anyone who saw this man.


  At last a small, fussy elderly man was propelled through the crowd to the inspector.


  There was a lot of traffic, officer. I noticed him because he had an odd colour of red hair. He stood in the middle of the traffic behind a hackney carriage and I wondered why he did not
  cross. Then, as the traffic in front of him cleared, he pulled out a gun and fired.


  Age? What was he wearing?


  He was wearing a long black cloak. Oh, and he had pince-nez. No hat.


  Another two witness were brought forward. They said they had seen the man with the red hair and black cloak run away in the direction of Green Park.


  The inspector snapped out orders. The park was to be searched immediately and all the streets round about.


  Kerridge had been talking to Harry when the phone on his desk rang. When he answered it, Harry, to his dismay, heard Kerridge exclaim, Lady Rose! Shot! Ill be
  down there right away.


  Is she dead? asked Harry. Please dont tell me shes dead.


  No. Someone fired a shot at her in Piccadilly. She bent down to tie her bootlace and thats what saved her. Lady Rose is being escorted home. Wed better go there.


  Lord and Lady Hadshire were heading back to London, a local policeman having been sent to tell them about the attack on their daughter.


  Ive had enough, said the earl. The only thing is to send her out of the country where shell be safe. I must say Cathcarts been a fat lot of good at
  protecting her.


  Its Roses fault, moaned the countess. Always wilful. And what were the servants about to let her leave the house?


  If Brum thinks hes getting any sort of raise in pay after this, he can forget it, raged her husband.


  I wouldnt do that, said Lady Polly uneasily. He might talk to the press.


  Rose was beginning to feel exhausted as she told her story over and over again to Harry and the superintendent. Matthew had told her that her parents were on their way back and
  she felt sure that nothing now would stop them from packing her off to India. Inspector Judd had been placed on guard outside the drawing-room to make sure none of the servants was listening
  outside the door.


  I think the fellow was probably wearing a wig, said Harry. I mean the wig, the pince-nez and the black cloak are really all that anyone can remember. I think, Lady Rose,
  that it would be a good idea to get you out of London for a bit, but not to Stacey Court. You would not even be safe in your country home. I wish we could lock you up in a police
  station.


  Wait! Kerridge held up a hand for silence. Ive got an idea.


  Rose and Harry waited patiently while the superintendent sat lost in thought. He was a grey man with grey hair and bushy grey eyebrows. I correspond still with a policeman in a village
  called Drifton, near Scarborough in Yorkshire. I met him once when I was up there on a case. Regular chap with a delightful family. Lovely village which no outsider visits. What if Lady Rose and
  Miss Levine here were billeted with him for a bit? He could do with a bit of extra money.


  I cannot see my parents accepting that idea, said Rose stiffly. Furthermore, I have no desire to live with a policeman in some Yorkshire village.


  There was a commotion downstairs. The earl and countess had arrived home. They could hear the earl shouting, Where is she? And get those damned reporters off my front step.


  He entered the drawing-room, shrugging off his sealskin coat and dropping it to the floor. A footman picked it up and handed it to the earls valet.


  Kerridge thought it odd that Lady Polly did not hug her daughter. She simply sat down, unpinning her hat and handing it to her maid, before haranguing Rose for having dared to leave the
  house.


  I have an idea, my lady, said Kerridge. He told them about his policeman friend in the Yorkshire village.


  The earl and countess stared at him in silence. Rose waited for her parents to tell the superintendent he was talking rubbish.


  To her dismay, her mother said slowly, How long would Lady Rose be away?


  Several months, Im afraid. Give us a chance to catch this fellow.


  Roses parents fell silent again. Lady Polly thought of months without having to worry and worry about her troublesome daughter. She and her husband enjoyed society but they had had little
  enjoyment recently because of fretting about Roses odd engagement.


  The earl was thinking that several months away from Cathcart and she might change her mind about this ridiculous engagement.


  Is this policeman respectable? he asked.


  Oh, very, said Kerridge. Good church-goer.


  And does he have children?


  Got five young uns.


  Would the police station have enough room to house my daughter and Daisy?


  Big old rabbit warren of a place. Im sure hed find room. Ill telephone him now, if you like.


  He has a telephone? asked the earl, who thought that magic instrument was only confined to the upper reaches of society.


  Yes, he has, my lord.


  Why cant I stay with Aunt Dizzy in Scotland, or Aunt Matilda in Dover? asked Rose.


  Because this murderer can find out who your relatives are and I dont want you anywhere where there are servants who might talk. Would you like me to telephone this man? He is PC
  Bert Shufflebottom.


  Daisy giggled. What a name!


  Ill have you know, my girl, that Shufflebottom is a good old Yorkshire name.


  The earl made up his mind. He rang the bell. Get Mr Jarvis here. When the secretary entered, he told him to take the superintendent to the telephone.


  Rose hoped against hope that the policeman would refuse. How could she help Harry with the case if she was stuck up in the wilds of Yorkshire?


  But Kerridge was soon back. He says hell be delighted. I assume, my lord, you will be paying him something towards their keep?


  Yes, yes, Matthew will see to it.


  And, put in Harry, I think Lady Rose and Miss Levine should only take a few plain clothes. They must also use public transport. I suggest a discreet police guard until they
  are on the train and I would suggest the night train to York. There is bound to be a connecting train to Scarborough in the morning. Where is the nearest station to Drifton?


  A market town called Plomley.


  Right. They can get off at Plomley, and Kerridge will instruct this Shufflebottom to meet them there. None of the servants must know about this. Tell them they are leaving for Stacey
  Court. I think Mr Jarvis can be trusted?


  Yes, said the earl. About the only one.


  Then he must look up timetables and make the arrangements. Shufflebottom must tell the locals that Lady Rose and Miss Levine are remote relatives from an until recently rich family now
  fallen on hard times.


  I do not want to go to Yorkshire, said Rose in a thin voice.


  The earl rounded on her. Youll do what youre told, my girl.
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