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    CHAPTER ONE


    All the world over, I will back the masses against the classes.


    William Ewart Gladstone


    Unlike Whites or Brookss, it was simply known as The Club, lodged in a Georgian building at the bottom of St Jamess Street, hard by St Jamess Palace. Its membership mostly comprised the younger members of the aristocracy, who considered it a livelier place than the other stuffy gentlemens clubs of London.


    Some of them felt that the acceptance of Captain Harry Cathcart into The Club was a grave mistake. When he had left for the Boer War, he had been a handsome, easy-going man. But he had returned, invalided out of the army, bitter, brooding and taciturn, and he seemed unable to converse in anything other than clichs or grunts.


    One warm spring day, when a mellow sun was gilding the sooty buildings and the first trembling green leaves were appearing on the plane trees down the Mall, Freddy Pomfret and Tristram Baker-Willis entered The Club and looked with deep disfavour on the long figure of the captain, who was slumped in an armchair.


    Look at that dismal face, said Freddy, not bothering to lower his voice. Enough to put a fellow off his dinner, what?


    Needs the love of a bad woman, brayed Tristram. Eh, Harry. What? Rather neat that, dont you think? Love of a bad woman, what?


    The captain, by way of reply, leaned forward, picked up the Times and barricaded himself behind it. He wanted peace and quiet to think what to do with his life. He lowered his paper once he was sure his tormentors had gone. A large mirror opposite showed him his reflection. He momentarily studied himself and then sighed. He was only twenty-eight and yet it was a face from which any sign of youth had fled. His thick black hair was showing a trace of grey at the temples. His hard and handsome face had black heavy-lidded eyes which gave nothing away. He moved his leg to ease it. His old wound still throbbed and hurt on the bad days, and this was one of them.


    He was the youngest son of Baron Derrington, existing on his army pension and a small income from the family trust. His social life was severely curtailed. On his return from the war, he had been invited out to various dinner parties and dances, but the invitations faded away as he became damned as a bore who rarely opened his mouth and who did not know how to flirt with the ladies.


    He put the Times back down on the table in front of him, and as he did so, he saw there was a copy of the Daily Mail lying there. Someone must have brought it in, for The Club would never supply a popular paper. There was a photograph on the front of a suffragette demonstration in Trafalgar Square and an oval insert of a pretty young girl with the caption, Lady Rose, daughter of the Earl of Hadshire, joined the demonstrators.


    Brave girl, thought the captain. Thats her social life ruined. He put the paper down again and forgot about her.


    But Lady Rose was possessed of exceptional beauty and a large dowry, so a month later her parents felt confident that her support for the suffragettes would not be much of a barrier to marriage. After all, the very idea of women getting the vote was a joke, and so they had told her in no uncertain terms. They had moved to their town house in Eaton Square and lectured their daughter daily on where her duty lay. A season was a vast expense and England expected every girl to do her duty and capture a husband during it.


    Normally, the independently minded Lady Rose would have balked at this. She had been refusing a season, saying it was nothing more than a cattle market, when, to the delight of her parents, she suddenly caved in.


    The reason for this was because Lady Rose had met Sir Geoffrey Blandon at a pre-season party and had fallenin love  first love, passionate all-consuming love.


    He appeared to return her affections. He was rich and extremely handsome. Lady Rose was over-educated for her class, and her obvious contempt for her peers had given her the nickname The Ice Queen. But to her parents relief, Sir Geoffrey appeared to be enchanted by their clever daughter. Certainly Rose, with her thick brown hair, perfect figure, delicate complexion and large blue eyes, had enough attributes to make anyone fall for her.


    But the fact was that her support for the suffragettes had indeed damaged her socially, and it seemed as if Sir Geoffrey had the field to himself. Resentment against Rose was growing in the gentlemens clubs and over the port at dinner parties after the ladies had retired. Suffragettes were simply men-haters. They needed to be taught a lesson. What that gal needs, Freddy Pomfret was heard to remark, is some rumpy-pumpy.


    As the season got underway and social event followed social event, the earl began to become extremely anxious. He felt that by now Sir Geoffrey should have declared his intentions.


    One day at his club, he met an old friend, Brigadier Bill Handy, and over a decanter of port after a satisfying lunch, the earl said, Id give anything to know if Geoffrey means to pop the question.


    The brigadier studied him for a long moment and then said, I think you should be careful there. Blandons always been a bit of a rake and a gambler. Tell you what. Do you know Captain Cathcart?


    Vaguely. Only heard of him. Sinister sort of chap who never opens his mouth?


    Thats the one. Now he did some undercover work behind the lines in the war. You mustnt mention this.


    Im a clam.


    All right. Heres what Ill do. Ill give you my card and scribble something on the back of it. Ill give you his address. Pop round there and ask him to check up on Blandon. Its worth it. Rose is your only daughter. They say she talks like an encyclopaedia. Wouldnt have thought that would fascinate Blandon. How did you come to make such a mistake?


    Not my fault, said the earl huffily. My wife got her this governess and left the instruction to her.


    I hear that Lady Rose is a member of the Shrieking Sisterhood, remarked the brigadier, using the nickname for the suffragettes.


    Not any more, she aint, said the earl. Mind you, I think the only reason she lost interest was because of Blandon.


    Well, maybe there is something to be said for love, though I dont hold with it. A girl should marry background and money. They last; love dont. Heres my card. He wrote an address down and handed it over.


    The earl put his monocle in his eye and studied it. I say, old man. Chelsea? No place for a gentleman.


    If Captain Cathcart were the complete gentleman he wouldnt dream of doing your snooping for you. But youll be safe with him.


    Lady Rose was at that moment fretting under the ministrations of her ladys maid. Having abandoned the Sisterhood  but only briefly, she told herself  Rose had once more subjected herself to the stultifying dress code of Edwardian society. While she had been supporting the suffragette movement, she had worn simple skirts and blouses and a straw hat. But now she was dressed in layers of silk underclothes, starched petticoats and elaborate gowns with waterfalls of lace. Her figure was too slim to suit the fashion of ripe and luscious beauty, and so art was brought to bear to create the small-waisted, S-shaped figure. A beauty had to have an outstanding bust and a noticeable posterior. Rose was lashed into a long corset and then put into a Dip Front Adjuster, a waist-cinch that stressed the fashionable about-to-topple-over appearance. Her bottom was padded, as was her bust. By the time the maid had slung a rope of pearls around Roses neck and decorated the bosom of her gown with brooches, Rose felt she looked like a tray in a jewellers window.


    Geoffrey always praised her appearance but had implied that once she was married she would be free to wear more comfortable clothes. Rose stared at the mirror as the maid put in pompadours, the pads over which her long hair would be drawn up and arranged. Sir Geoffrey had said nothing about when we are married. But he had stolen a kiss, just the other night, behind a pillar in the Jessingtons ballroom, and stealing a kiss was tantamount to a proposal of marriage.


    The captain lived in a thin white house in Water Street, off the Kings Road. The earl fervently hoped that the man was a gentleman and not some Neverwazzer who wore a bowler hat or carried a coloured handkerchief in his breast pocket or  horror upon horrors  brown boots with a dark suit. He had never met him but had heard about him in the clubs.


    The earl climbed stiffly down from his carriage and waited while his footman rapped at the door. To his relief, the earl saw that the door was opened by a sober-looking gentlemans gentleman who took the earls card, carefully turned down at one corner to show the earl was calling in person, put it on a silver tray, and retreated into the house.


    The earl frowned. His title should have been enough to grant him instant admission.


    The captains servant returned after only a few moments and spoke to the footman, who sprinted down the stairs to tell the earl that the captain would be pleased to receive him.


    The earl was ushered into a room on the ground floor. He was announced, and a tall saturnine man who had been sitting in a chair by the window rose to meet him.


    May we offer you something? asked Captain Cathcart. Sherry?


    Fine, fine, mumbled the earl, taken aback by the amount of books in the shelves lining the room. His Majesty, King Edward, set such a good example by not opening a book from one years end to another. Why couldnt everyone follow such a fine example?


    Sherry, Becket, said the captain to his manservant. And to the earl, Do sit down, sir. I see the sun has come out at last.


    So it has, said the earl, who hadnt noticed. I come on a delicate matter. He handed over the brigadiers card.


    What matter?


    Well, ysee The earl broke off as the manservant re-entered the room with glasses and decanter on a tray. He poured two glasses and handed one to the captain and one to the earl.


    That will be all, said the captain and Becket noiselessly retreated.


    The captain turned his fathomless black gaze on the earl, wondering why he had come. The earl was a small round man dressed in a frock-coat and grey trousers. He had a round, reddish face and blue eyes which had a childlike look about them.


    Its like this, said the earl, feeling awkward and embarrassed. I have a daughter, Rose . . .


    Ah, the suffragette.


    I thought people had forgotten about that, said the earl. Anyway, Rose is being courted by Sir Geoffrey Blandon. Hes not an adventurer. Good family. Nothing wrong there.


    And the problem?


    He hasnt proposed. Rose is my only child. Would like some discreet chap to check up on Blandon. Find out if hes the thing. I mean, does he have a mistress who might turn awkward? That sort of business.


    Having got it out, the little earl turned scarlet with embarrassment and took a gulp of sherry.


    I am not much out in the world these days, said the captain, but knowing how gossip flies about, I would have thought if there was anything unsavoury about the man, youd have heard it.


    Blandons been in America for the past four years; came back in time for this season. Might be something nobody knows about. Handy says hes a gambler.


    Captain Cathcart studied him for a long moment and then said, A thousand pounds.


    What, what? gabbled the earl.


    That is my fee for research and discretion.


    The earl was shocked. This captain was a barons son and yet here he was asking for money like a tradesman. And yet, why hadnt Blandon declared his intentions? He was spoiling Roses chances of finding another suitor.


    The captain let the silence last. A carriage rattled over the cobbles on the street outside and a small fire crackled on the hearth. A clock on the mantel ticked away the minutes.


    Very well, said the earl with a cold stare.


    In advance, said the captain mildly.


    The earl goggled at him. You have my word.


    The captain smiled and said nothing.


    The earl capitulated. Ill give you a draft on my bank.


    You may use my desk.


    The earl went over to a desk at the window and scribbled busily. He handed the draft to the captain and said angrily, If theres nothing wrong, itll be a waste of money.


    I should think to be reassured on the subject of your only daughter would be worth anything.


    Harrumph. Im going. Report to me as soon as you can, snapped the earl.


    The captain waited until Becket had ushered the earl out and then smiled at his manservant. My coat and hat, Becket. I am going to the bank. I will have your overdue wages when I get back.


    That is most gratifying, sir.


    At that moment, Rose was taking tea at the home of her mothers friend, Mrs Cummings, in Belgrave Square. She looked dismally at the small butter stain on one of her kid gloves, and, for seemingly the hundredth time, damned the mad rules of society, one of which was that a lady should not remove her gloves when taking tea. Although the bread and butter had been carefully rolled, a spot had got onto one of her gloves. Most ladies avoided the problem by simply not eating. What insanity, thought Rose bitterly. She had a healthy appetite and the spread before her was of the usual staggering proportions. Apart from the bread and butter, there were ham, tongue, anchovy, egg-and-cress and foie gras sandwiches; chicken cutlets and oyster canaps. And then the cakes: Savoy, Madeira, Victoria and Genoa, along with French pastries, to be followed by petits fours, banana cream, chocolate cream and strawberry ice cream. And all of it sitting there mostly untouched so that the ladies would not soil their gloves.


    Did no one but herself notice the poor on the streets of London? she wondered. And again she felt that uncomfortable feeling of isolation as she assumed she was probably the only person in society who did notice. Geoffrey, dear Geoffrey, did have some idea. He had told her that only the other day the Duke of Devonshire had been visiting a bazaar with his agent; he had stopped at a stall displaying wooden napkin rings and had asked his agent what they were for.


    Napkin rings, said the agent. Middle-class people keep them on the table to put their table napkins in between meals.


    Said the astounded duke, Do you mean that people actually wrap up their napkins and use them again for another meal?


    Certainly, said the agent.


    The duke gasped as he looked at the stall, Good God! he exclaimed. I never knew such poverty existed.


    How Geoffrey had laughed at such idiocy. If only he would propose. She knew her parents were beginning to fret. She glanced at her mother, who was chatting amiably with her hostess. The countess had moaned before they had left for the tea party that she should never have allowed that dreadful governess to over-educate her child. What a world where intelligence was regarded with such deep suspicion. Poor Miss Tremp. Such a fine governess. She had moved on to another household. When I am married, I will take her out of servitude and make her my companion, thought Rose. And I will be married, she told herself firmly. The Duke of Freemounts ball was to take place the following week, the grandest affair of the season, and Geoffrey had whispered that he had something to ask her and he would put the question to her there. What else could he mean? But on the other hand, why had he not approached her father and asked permission to pay his addresses?


    Harry Cathcart decided to start work right away. By dint of saying he had lost money to someone in a card game and he thought that someone might be Blandon, he managed to secure his address and a description of him. Blandons apartment was in St Jamess Square. Harry hired a closed carriage and sat a little way across the square to get a sight of his quarry. After a long wait, Blandon emerged. Although he was a fine figure of a man, Harry disliked him on sight. His stare was too arrogant, his eyes too knowing and his mouth too fleshy. There certainly was an air of the gambler about him.


    First, Harry went to The Club and checked the betting book. There was nothing there. He frowned down at it. For the next few days, Harry tailed Sir Geoffrey. He found the man kept a mistress in Pimlico, but in these loose days would anyone consider the presence of a mistress a scandal? Perhaps Sir Geoffrey was not as rich as he was reported to be. Perhaps he was after Lady Rose for her money.


    Harry could only just afford to keep up his membership of The Club. He could not afford to belong to any of the other London clubs.


    He went back to his home and asked Becket to look out his photographic equipment, a recent hobby. Then he ordered his manservant to find him his oldest, most-worn suit, and after being helped into it, he sat down at his dressing-table and studied his face. He put pads of cotton wool inside his cheeks to plump them out and then, by dint of sabotaging a shaving brush and with a tube of spirit gum, he made himself a false moustache. Pulling an old hat down on his head, he heaved up his camera equipment and took a hackney to Brookss and asked to see the club secretary. His voice distorted by the cotton-wool pads in his cheeks, Harry explained he was a photographer sent by the Duke of Freemount, who wanted to mount an exhibition of photographs of London clubs to show in a marquee at his annual fete. Permission was given. Harry carefully left a few bits and pieces of photographic equipment in the secretarys office.


    Then, when he gratefully saw the secretary had been buttonholed by a crusty old member, he murmured something about needing more magnesium for his flash and went back to the secretarys office. He quickly searched around until he found the betting book. Quickly he scanned it and then on a page he saw that Sir Geoffrey Blandon had bet that he could obtain the favours of Lady Rose before the end of the season. Harry knew favours meant seduction. The bets were running at forty to one.


    Bastard, he muttered, and taking out a penknife, sliced out the page. He had meant to photograph it if he had found anything incriminating but realized it would take too long, and operating a plate camera in dim light might not produce any results at all. And the use of a magnesium flash in his office might bring the secretary running.


    He went back and photographed several more of the main rooms before making his retreat.


    Harry should have been happy at his success, but he wished he did not have to break such news to the earl. Lady Rose must indeed have ruined her reputation by being photographed supporting the suffragettes. She had become the subject of a common wager.


    It was the day before the dukes ball when Harry Cathcart presented himself at the earls town house.


    He waited patiently in the hall while the butler took his card. While he was waiting, Lady Rose came down the stairs. She was wearing an elaborate tea-gown but her long hair was brushed down her back. Her face glowed with happiness like a lantern in the gloom of the hall. She did not acknowledge Harry because he was a stranger and she hadnt been introduced to him. Rose passed by him and disappeared through a door at the side of the hall.


    Oh, dear, thought Harry. She is most definitely in love.


    The butler came down the stairs and instructed Harry to follow him.


    Rose picked up a book from a table in the library and made her way upstairs behind them. She wondered who the caller was. Her father was slightly deaf and his voice was loud. She was just passing the drawing-room when she heard him say, That will be all, Brum. Leave us. As the butler reappeared and turned to close the double doors, Rose distinctly heard her father say, Well, found out anything about Blandon?


    She stayed where she was, frozen to the spot. The butler looked at her curiously but went on down the stairs.


    Rose heard the low voice of the caller and then her fathers outraged shout of, The man should be horse-whipped. My daughters ruined. A frantic ringing of the bell was answered by a footman who leapt up the stairs, not even seeming to see Rose who stood there.


    Get her ladyship. Fetch Lady Polly, roared the earl.


    Rose went into the drawing-room. What is wrong, Pa?


    The earl held out a sheet of paper with trembling fingers. Wait until your mother gets here.


    Lady Polly, small and round like her husband, came into the room. What is it, dear?


    Sit down, you and Rose, said the earl, all his bluster and rage evaporating. Bad business. Bad, bad business. Ladies, may I present Captain Cathcart?


    The captain, who had risen to his feet at Roses entrance, bowed. Captain, my wife, Lady Polly, and my daughter, Lady Rose. Now all sit down. Got your smelling-salts, Rose, hey?


    I never use smelling-salts.


    You might need them now. Go ahead, Cathcart. Tell them what you found out.


    Feeling rather grubby, wishing he could escape and leave the earl to break the news, Harry described what he had discovered. He started by saying, Blandon keeps a mistress in Pimlico, a girl called Maisie Lewis.


    He saw the shock and dismay in Roses eyes, followed by a defiant anger. In that moment, he knew that Rose had immediately decided that the affair with Maisie was old history.


    The affair continues, he said. As Blandon had the appearance of a gambler, I decided to check the betting books. I thought I might find out something about financial difficulties, but instead found out that Blandon had bet that he could seduce Lady Rose before the end of the season.


    The countess let out a little scream and raised a handkerchief to her lips.


    The earl held out the sheet from the betting book to Rose. She read it carefully and then said, You must excuse me. I have things to attend to.


    We cant go to the ball now! wailed Lady Polly.


    Sir Geoffrey does not know what we now know, said Rose. We should not give him that satisfaction.


    She rose and sailed from the room, back erect, and all the love light gone from her face.


    Her mother hurried after her, leaving Harry and the earl alone.


    Thank you, said the earl gruffly. Do you mind leaving now?


    Harry rose and left the room and walked quickly down the staircase. The happiness he had felt in the success of his detective work had evaporated. He was haunted by the set, cold, bereft look in Lady Roses eyes.


    Rose entered the ballroom at the Duke of Freemounts town house the following evening, hearing the chatter of clipped voices threading through the jaunty strains of a waltz. She had artificial flowers in her hair and a white satin gown embellished with white lace and worn over silk petticoats that rustled as she walked.


    She felt cold and dead. She allowed Sir Geoffrey to write his name in her dance card. He did not seem to notice any difference in her manner.


    Although the ballroom was suffocatingly hot, Rose shivered in Geoffreys arms as he swept her into the waltz. Footmen began to open the long windows which looked out over the Green Park and a pleasant breeze blew in. Geoffrey manoeuvred her toward those windows and then danced her out onto the terrace.


    I want to ask you something, my love, he whispered.


    A little hope surged in Roses heart that it had all just been a joke, that favours had meant her hand in marriage.


    Yes, Sir Geoffrey?


    Tarrants giving a house party in a fortnights time, he whispered urgently. Through the open windows, he could see Roses mother searching the ballroom for her daughter. Got you an invitation. We can be together.


    Rose disengaged herself from his arms and stood back a pace and faced him.


    Together? What do you mean?


    Well, youre always chaperoned . . .


    I would not be allowed to accept such an invitation without a chaperone.


    Thats just it. Ive got a friend who will pose as my aunt.


    Miss Maisie Lewis, for example?


    He turned dark red and then mumbled, Never heard of her.


    Rose turned on her heel and marched straight back into the ballroom and up to the leader of the orchestra and whispered something. He looked startled but silenced the orchestra.


    Dancers stopped in mid-turn, faces turned in Roses direction. The recently installed electric light winked on monocles and lorgnettes.


    I have a special announcement to make, she shouted. Sir Geoffrey Blandon is a cad. He has been laying bets that he can seduce me before the end of the season. Here is the proof. She took out the page from the betting book and handed it down from the rostrum to the man nearest her. Pass it round, she said.


    Eyes stared at her in shock, so many eyes.


    Then she walked down the shallow steps from the rostrum and straight up to her white-faced mother. I have the headache, she said clearly. I wish to go home.


    As they stood on the steps waiting for the carriage to be brought round, the earl said dismally, Well, thats it, my girl. I thought wed agreed to go on as if nothing had happened. Why dye think I restrained myself from confronting Blandon? Youre ruined.


    I? Surely it is Sir Geoffrey who is disgraced!


    Its all right for a fellow. The chaps will think hes a bit of a rogue. When he propositioned you, you should have come straight to me. Id have told him to lay off. But to get up there and behave like a fishwife was shocking.


    Rose fought back the tears.


    Still, Captain Cathcart did the job. Youd best rusticate for a couple of seasons and then well try again.


    
      
    


    CHAPTER TWO


    The Scotch middle or lower classes are not, as a rule, given to joking, except with their dry, sententious humour, and they rarely understand what is commonly called chaff. It is better to bear this in mind, as it may account for many an apparently surly manner or gruff reply.


    Murrays Handbook for Scotland (1898)


    Rose was only nineteen years old and, apart from her brief foray to support the suffragettes in their demonstration, had been protected from the world by loving, indulgent parents and by the sheer separation from ordinary life enjoyed by girls of her elevated class.


    So she was hurt and bewildered that she should be the one disgraced and not the perfidious Sir Geoffrey. As servants packed up the belongings in the town house, preparatory to the move to the country, she hid herself in the normally little-used library and tried to find solace in books. Before her love for Geoffrey, she had damned the season as being little more than a type of auction.


    But she was young, and somehow the thought that out there, beyond the stuccoed walls of the house, a whole world of enjoyment and pleasure was going on without her was galling.


    She had not made friends with any of the debutantes, despising their empty chatter, and now she regretted her own arrogance.


    Rose threw down her book. She would go and try to see Miss Tremp, her old governess, who now worked for the Barrington-Bruce family, whose town house was in Kensington.


    She did not summon her maid but went upstairs and changed into a plain tailored walking dress and a hat with a veil.


    Rose then slipped out of the house and hailed a hack. She directed the driver to the address but then realized that with her disgrace being generally known, the governess might not be allowed to see her, so instead, she lifted the trap on the roof and called to the driver to take her to Kensington Gardens instead.


    It was a fine day and she knew the nannies and governesses with older charges often walked there.


    She paid off the hack and began to walk slowly up towards the Round Pond, looking to left and right. Ladies in stiff silks moved along the walks as stately as galleons. Regimented flower-beds blazed with colour and a light breeze blew the jaunty sounds of a brass band to Roses ears. The sky above was blue with little wisps of cloud. A boy bowling an iron hoop raced past her, bringing memories of childhood when one could run freely, unencumbered by corsets and bustles. Rose began to think it had been silly of her to expect just to see Miss Tremp when she spotted her quarry sitting on a bench by the pond.


    Rose hurried forward and sat down next to her. Miss Tremp!


    My gracious. If it isnae Lady Rose! exclaimed the governess, surprise thickening her normally well-elocuted Scottish vowels.


    I need your help, said Rose. Where are the children?


    Two of them, boys. They are sailing their boats in the pond, my lady, and thatll keep them busy for some time. I heard about your sad disgrace. It was in the newspapers.


    Rose bent her head. The newspapers had been kept from her but she should have known she would be written up in the social columns.


    Its so unfair! said Rose. Sir Geoffrey should be the one in disgrace.


    Gentlemen never get the blame in such circumstances. You should know that.


    Miss Tremp, you educated me well, and for that I will be always grateful, but I could have done with a few lessons in the ways of the world.


    Listen to me, my lady. I told you I approved of the vote for women. I did not tell you to demean yourself by appearing at a demonstration. And it was up to your mother, Lady Polly, to school you in the arts of society.


    Rose could feel herself becoming angry.


    It is an unfair world for women, said Miss Tremp. But you are privileged. It is your duty to your parents to marry well and then to your husband to have his children.


    But you said women had a right to have independence and not to be a household chattel for some man!


    Miss Tremp flushed pink to the end of her long Scottish nose.


    I am sure I never said such a thing.


    Rose shook her head in bewilderment. What am I to do?


    I think the next step is surely to send you to India. That is the procedure for young ladies who have failed at their season.


    I AM NOT GOING TO INDIA! shouted Rose.


    The nannies on either side leaned forward.


    Wheesht! admonished Miss Tremp. Ladies do not raise their voices.


    You are suddenly a wealth of information about what ladies do and dont do.


    You would be best, my lady, to do what your parents tell you to do. Please lower your veil. I have my position to consider.


    Do you mean you consider me a disgrace?


    Unlike you, my lady, I have to earn my living. I was always of the opinion that you were a bit spoilt.


    Why didnt you say so?


    It was not my place to do so.


    It was not your place to fill my head with ideas of female independence which you should surely have known I could never be allowed to follow.


    The day will come, my lady, when you will be grateful to me for a sound education to furnish your mind.


    Rose stood up. She opened her mouth to deal out some final recrimination, but her shoulders sagged. She nodded her head, turned on her heel, and walked away.


    She had hoped for reassurance from Miss Tremp, for comfort, for a shared outrage at the iniquities of society.


    Miss Tremp watched the slim figure of Rose walking away and sniffed. That was the English for you. No backbone.


    Detective Superintendent Alfred Kerridge was enjoying a pint of beer before going home to his wife, Mabel, and their two children, Albert and Daisy. He had risen steadily up the ranks by dint of diligent plodding laced with amazing flights of imagination.


    He was a grey man  grey hair, grey eyes, heavy grey moustache. He felt a tug at his elbow and looked up into the unlovely features of one of his informants, Posh Cyril.


    Posh Cyril was second footman in the Blessington-Bruces household. He had a criminal record for burglary of which his employers were blissfully unaware. Although he had given up a life of crime, he had become an informant. He had been very useful in finding the identity of thieves for Kerridge, for he could recognize his own kind among the servants of various aristocratic households.


    Got something for you, he whispered.


    Kerridge nodded and bought him a pint and then led the way to a corner table. They sat down. What have you got? asked Kerridge.


    Did you read about that scandal involving Lady Rose, daughter of the Earl of Hadshire?


    My wife insisted on reading it out to me. Hardly a criminal matter.


    Ah, but Sir Geoffrey Blandon is being forced to leave the country.


    Shouldnt think hed have to do that. Thought ruining some lasss reputation was fair game with that lot. Kerridge detested the upper classes with every fibre of his hard-working lower-middle-class soul. He was sure one day the revolution would come. One of his rosy fantasies was a world where all the roles were reversed and the aristocrats money would be taken from them and spread among the poor.


    Its like this. Posh Cyril leaned forward. It was my night off and I was playing cards in the kitchen at Blandons. The bell for the front door goes. The footman went to answer it. Then we hear shouting and swearing. I nipped up the stairs and opened the baize door a crack. Theres this tall, black-haired fellow and hes smacking into Blandon with his fists. He brings him down and then he leans over him and says, Leave the country by tomorrow or, by God, next time Ill kill you.


    No charges have been laid.


    But Blandon thinks the earl hired someone to beat Blandon up. Thats criminal, said Posh Cyril.


    Was the assailant some hired thug?


    No, he spoke like a gent. Got gents clothes on, too.


    That lot are a law unto themselves, said Kerridge. Nothing there for me.


    The newspapers might pay for this.


    Kerridge sighed. He knew if the newspapers got hold of it, he would have to investigate for the sake of formality. Then someone would have a word with someone else in high places and he would be ordered to drop it.


    Keep your mouth shut, he ordered, or Ill make sure your employers know all about your record. Heres half a crown. Now take yourself off.


    What is it, Brum? asked the earl the next afternoon. Is everything ready for our departure tomorrow?


    Yes, my lord. A person has called to see you.


    I dont see persons.


    This person is a police officer. Brum held out a small silver tray with a card on it.


    The earl took it. Detective Superintendent Alfred Kerridge. Dear me. Id better see him. Where is he?


    In the ante-room.


    Send him up.


    Now what? wondered the earl. Have we engaged some criminal by mistake? Theres that new hall boy, whatsisname.


    The doors opened and Kerridge was ushered in, holding his bowler and gloves in one hand.


    Sit down, ordered the earl.


    The stocky detective sat down gingerly on a delicate-looking chair which creaked alarmingly under his bulk.


    I do not want to distress you, my lord, by referring to the matter of your daughters confrontation with a certain Sir Geoffrey Blandon


    Then dont.


    It has however come to my attention, pursued Kerridge, that Sir Geoffrey was beaten up by an assailant and ordered to leave the country.


    A slow smile lit up the earls face. ByJove! Really?


    Yes, really. My lord, you did not by any chance hire such an assailant? My report says he spoke like a gentleman. He is tall and has black hair.


    Cathcart, thought the earl, with a sudden rush of gratitude. No, he said coldly. I am not in the habit of hiring thugs. I should warn you . . .


    Here it comes, thought Kerridge.


    . . . that the Prime Minister is known to me.


    How did Lady Rose get that sheet from the betting book of a gentlemans club?


    I have no idea.


    Perhaps Lady Rose could tell me.


    The earl rang the bell. You have over-stepped the mark. We have nothing to do with the assault on Blandon, and if you insist on pursuing this, I shall have a word with your superiors, not to mention . . .


    The Prime Minister, said Kerridge.


    The butler appeared. Show Mr Kerridge out, ordered the earl.


    It was just as he expected, thought Kerridge, but perhaps his visit might persuade the earl that he was not above the law. Then he realized dismally that the earl had just persuaded him that he was.


    The earl had never regarded himself a gossip and despised those whom he considered indiscreet. But when he arrived at his club an hour later and saw Brigadier Bill Handy sitting by the fire, the temptation was too much.


    Well, well, said the brigadier. I hear youre leaving town. Bad business. Cathcart do his job?


    The earl sat down and leaned forward. He did more than his job. Worth every penny of that thousand pounds he charged. He thrashed that bounder, Blandon, and told him to leave the country. But dont tell anyone. Most grateful to you.


    What about your daughter? There was no reason for such a scene. How could she behave so disgracefully?


    To tell the truth, said the earl miserably, I dont know my own daughter. She had what seemed an excellent governess. Rose wanted a good education. I should have known how dangerous that is. Men hate a woman with a brain. Not me, but then, Im highly intelligent and sensitive.


    Quite, said the brigadier, looking with amusement at the earls guileless face.


    When Rose took off for that demonstration, we thought she had gone off to visit the vicar. Fact was, she took a train to London. Couldnt blame the governess. Shed already left.


    What about India? Send her out there. Lots of officers. By the way, did you just say that Cathcart charged you a thousand pounds?


    I know. I was shocked. Didnt expect the fellow to behave like a tradesman, but he did the job all right. As far as India is concerned, well think about that. But dont say a word about the Cathcart business.


    Wouldnt dream of it.


    The next day, the brigadier was strolling along Piccadilly. He stopped to look in the window of Hatchards bookshop. A tall, stately figure emerged. Lady Glensheil! said the brigadier, doffing his silk hat. Lady Glensheil was the daughter of one of his oldest friends. How dye do?


    Very well, I thank you. And you?


    Splendid. Splendid. Oh, I say! For a large tear had escaped from one of Lady Glensheils eyes to cut a wet furrow through the thick powder on her cheeks.


    Its nothing, she said. Her maid stepped forward and handed her a handkerchief and she dabbed her face.


    It must be something, insisted the brigadier. Walk a little with me and tell me about it.


    He proffered his arm. She put the tips of her fingertips on it and they walked slowly along Piccadilly.


    I am ruined, said Lady Glensheil.


    Money?


    Good heavens, no! Lady Glensheil was shocked at the very idea that a lady would even mention such a sordid subject.


    I am here to help you, said the brigadier gallantly.


    I must talk to someone or Ill go mad, she said. But not here. With her eyes she indicated her maid and footman following behind.


    Well go into the Green Park, said the brigadier. Send your servants off when we get there.


    She nodded. The brigadier cast anxious little glances at her as they proceeded on their way. Lady Glensheil in his estimation was a fine figure of a woman. Others might think she had a hatchet-face but the brigadier considered it truly aristocratic. Her heavy silk gown was liberally decorated with fine lace. Her straw hat contained a whole garden of artificial flowers.


    Once they reached the park, Lady Glensheil ordered her servants to walk a distance away and then sat down on a bench with the brigadier.


    Now, he said, what do you mean, youre ruined?


    Its simply terrible. Glensheils up north. He detests the season. Im here to bring Fiona out. My youngest.


    And?


    I commissioned Freddy Hecker to do a portrait of me.


    Who is Freddy Hecker?


    He is an up-and-coming artist. We became friendly  too friendly.


    Ah!


    He is now blackmailing me.


    The scoundrel should be horse-whipped.


    He says unless I pay him one hundred guineas a month, he will tell Glensheil.


    Deny the whole thing!


    I wrote him letters.


    Oh, dear.


    I dont know what to do. I feel sick!


    The brigadier sat in silence. He had promised Hadshire not to mention Cathcart. But still, he could not bear to see her suffer.


    I think I know someone who can help you. He . . . fixes delicate situations.


    Oh, please. Give me his name.


    Theres only one trouble. Hell probably charge steep, about a thousand pounds.


    I have my own money. The reason I did not agree to pay Hecker was I knew he would bleed me dry.


    So it was a money problem after all.


    Certainly not. We never discuss money. You know that.


    The brigadier suppressed a smile. He took out his card-case, extracted a card and wrote Captain Cathcarts name and address on the back. Thats the fellow, he said. Go and see him but go alone.


    I dont know how I can ever thank you.


    Thank me if it works out.


    A lady to see you, sir, said the captains manservant.


    Which lady?


    The lady is heavily veiled and will not give me her card.


    For some reason, Harry had a picture of Rose, her face illuminated with happiness  a happiness all too soon to be snuffed out.


    Send her in, he ordered.


    He experienced a little pang of disappointment as the heavily veiled figure that was ushered in was obviously not that of Lady Rose. This lady had a mature figure and was dressed accordingly.


    Do sit down, said Harry. Something to drink?


    Nothing, I thank you.


    To what do I owe the pleasure of this visit?


    I did not expect you to be a gentleman. I must beg you to be discreet.


    I am always discreet.


    She put back her heavy veil. I am Lady Glensheil.


    She studied the captains face but he expressed no surprise, only continued to look at her inquiringly. Please sit down, he said, and tell me why you have come.


    She sat down opposite him and then looked nervously at the window. It was still daylight.


    Would you be so kind as to draw the curtains? Someone passing in the street might see me.


    Certainly. The captain rang a bell by his chair. Becket, he said, when his manservant appeared, draw the curtains and light the place.


    They waited in silence while Becket drew the curtains closed and then lit the gasolier.


    That will be all, said Harry. Now, Lady Glensheil . . .


    She opened an enormous reticule and after much fumbling produced the brigadiers card and handed it to Harry.


    I may be discreet, thought Harry, but the brigadier most certainly is not.


    And what do you want me to do?


    I am being blackmailed, said Lady Glensheil. She began to cry. Harry rang the bell again and ordered brandy. He waited patiently while Lady Glensheils tears washed a copious amount of white lead make-up and rouge onto a delicate handkerchief. He took out a large one of his own and handed it to her.


    She began to recover and even drank some brandy.


    Its all too, too terrible, she said and then regaled Harry with the story of the blackmailing artist.


    I see, said Harry when she had finished. I suppose the first thing to do is to get the letters back.


    Wild hope shone in her eyes. You could do that?


    I will most certainly try. I will do my best to make sure he never troubles you again.


    Oh, thank you! Again the reticule was snapped open. This time she produced a roll of banknotes and handed them to him. I thought it would be more discreet to pay you in cash.


    Harry hesitated. It was one thing to take cash from the earl, another to take cash from a lady in distress. But the money would set him up very comfortably. He could even rent a carriage. A proportion could go to charity to ease his conscience. Thank you, he said. Would you like a receipt?


    No, please, nothing in writing. No one must hear of this.


    No one will hear a word from me. I do not go around in society much.


    I do not know why. You must come to one of my soires.


    Too kind. But a lot of my lack of a social life is of my own choosing. Please leave this matter with me and you shall hear from me shortly. Please write down this artist, Freddy Heckers, address.


    Again the reticule was snapped open and a small notebook with a silver pencil attached produced from its depths. Lady Glensheil wrote down an address, tore off the page and handed it to him.


    She rose to go. Do you have your carriage? asked the captain.


    Of course not. I came in a hansom.


    Then Becket will find you one to take you home. Ah, how do I contact you? You will not want me to call at your town house in case your husband is there.


    Glensheils in Scotland. Wait, my card. Call on me as soon as you have anything. While she ferreted for her card-case, the captain rang the bell and asked Becket to fetch a cab.


    Soon her majestic figure, once more veiled, had departed and there was only the faint scent of patchouli in the room and a large roll of banknotes as a reminder of her visit.


    
      
    


    CHAPTER THREE


    When leaving town, it is usual to send round cards to all your friends with the letters PPC (pour prendre cong) written in the corner. This obviates the necessity of formal leavetakings.


    Flora Klickman, How to Behave


    The earls well-sprung carriage bore them off to the country. It was a perfect day. Not a cloud in the sky. The striped blinds and awnings on the shops and houses gave the city they were leaving behind a festive air.


    Rose sat in a corner of the carriage, trying to read, trying to escape from the feeling that as much as she had been tricked by Sir Geoffrey, she was as much to blame for her disgrace.


    If only she had cultivated the friendship of the other debutantes, she thought again, she might have picked up useful gossip about the season in general and Sir Geoffrey in particular.


    The fact was she had armoured herself in learning to combat her shy nature. She had felt her superior education had given her the edge over those other silly girls. And yet she was the one being banished from London in disgrace.


    She also felt a slow burning resentment for Captain Harry Cathcart. There was no need for him to have produced such dramatic evidence to overset her. If he had not interfered, then Geoffrey would have propositioned her and her eyes would have been opened to what kind of man he really was.


    If she and the captain ever crossed paths again, she hoped she could think up some way to humiliate him.


    The morning after Lady Glensheils visit, Harry strolled along the Kings Road and found a pub opposite to where the artist, Freddy Hecker, had his studio. Most of the windows were of frosted glass, but one which had been smashed recently had been replaced by plain glass.


    He bought a half pint of ale and positioned himself at a table at the window and began to watch.


    After an hour, a maid opened the door and handed a man his hat and stick. That must be Freddy, thought Harry.


    He waited until the artist had strolled off down the road and then left the pub and went across and knocked on the door.


    The maid, who was buxom and pretty, answered his knock.


    Hecker in? asked the captain languidly.


    I am afraid the master is out, sir.


    When are you expecting him back?


    In about an hour, sir.


    Good, Ill wait.


    The maid hesitated. Would you not like to leave your card, sir, and come back later?


    No, my good girl, I would not. The wretched man is supposed to be painting my portrait. He loomed over her and she nervously stood aside. Where is the studio?


    Upstairs, sir, but


    Ill find my own way.


    Harry went up a narrow staircase. A door on the landing was open, revealing the studio, a vast room made up of two storeys that had been knocked into one.


    May I bring you some refreshment, sir? said the maids voice behind him.


    Nothing, I thank you. Run along. I must figure out which is my best side.


    He closed the door behind her and began to look around. Now where would the wretched man have hidden the letters?


    As he searched around behind easels propped against the wall and through boxes of materials which the artists used as back-cloths, Harry realized that this was where he worked but not where he lived.


    He opened the door and went down the stairs again. The maid was waiting at the bottom.


    Ive made a frightful mistake. I was supposed to call at old Freddys home to make the arrangements. Hell be waiting there for me. Lost the address. Give it to me.


    Its at twenty-two Pont Street, sir. May I have your card?


    Listen, I dont want Freddy to know I was such a chump. Dont tell him I called here first.


    Harry produced a sovereign and held it up. Promise?


    The maid took the sovereign and bobbed a curtsy. Oh, certainly, sir. Most grateful, my lord, she added, elevating him to the peerage.


    Harry hailed a hansom cab in the Kings Road and directed the cabby to Pont Street. He took out a half hunter and checked the time. If Freddy had gone to his home and if he had meant that he really would be back in his studio in an hours time, he should be leaving fairly shortly.


    He strolled from Pont Street to a news vendors kiosk and bought a copy of a newspaper. He strolled back to Pont Street, occasionally stopping to look at the paper as if he had just noticed a fascinating item. At last he was rewarded with the sight of the young artist he recognized as Freddy leaving his house. He certainly was a very handsome young man, with thick curly fair hair and a cherubic face.


    The captain waited until the artist had disappeared down Pont Street. He went up to the door and rang the bell. An imposing manservant opened the door to him. Freddy must be doing well, thought Harry. The tyranny of visiting cards. He wished he had thought to have some fake ones printed.


    The butler inclined his head as Harry cheerfully presented his own card and said he had just met Mr Hecker in Pont Street and Mr Hecker had told him to wait for him.


    He was led upstairs to a drawing-room on the first floor. Harry refused refreshment and said he would sit and read his paper. When the butler had left, he looked around. The furniture and ornaments were expensive. Harry wondered for the first time if Lady Glensheil was the only victim of the artists blackmailing.


    There was no desk in the drawing-room. He reflected that if there was a study it would possibly be on the ground floor.


    He cautiously eased out of the drawing-room and stood on the landing. The house was silent. He went quietly and swiftly down the stairs and listened again. A murmur of voices came up from the basement. He opened doors until he found a study and went over to the desk by the window. He opened drawer after drawer. The bottom left-hand drawer was locked.


    He took out a sturdy Swiss knife and, selecting the tool designed for taking stones out of horses hooves, prised the drawer open. There were bundles of letters. He took them all out, deciding not to risk looking through them in case he was caught. Harry looked around for something to carry them in and finally put them all in a wastepaper basket, then went out to the street door and, after lifting his visiting card from the tray in the hall, let himself out.


    When he had reached the safety of his own home, he went through the letters and put them into neat piles on his desk. Apart from the ones from Lady Glensheil, there were letters from six other members of society.


    He wrote down the six names and asked Becket to find him their addresses, and when his manservant returned with the information, he set out. First he called on Lady Glensheil, who cried this time with gratitude, and then he tracked down the six others, making sure each time to see them on their own and without their husbands. It seemed unfair that the six should get his services for nothing whereas Lady Glensheil had to pay, but he was afraid that if he asked for money, they would assume he was a blackmailer as well.


    When he returned to his home in the evening, it was to find a furious artist on his doorstep. Heckers manservant had remembered Harrys name. I am bringing the police into this, shouted Hecker. You broke into my desk and stole my property.


    I must say you have a bloody nerve, said the captain. Lets both go to Scotland Yard, now. Of course it will come out that you are a blackmailer and you will be ruined.


    Heckers bluster left him. No need for that. But I warn you


    No, I will warn you. All the money you blackmailed out of these ladies must be discreetly returned, every penny. In a few days time, I will check to see if you have done so. It would give me great pleasure to ruin you, but in doing so I would ruin your victims reputations as well. He leaned forward on the doorstep and smiled into Heckers face. If you do not do what I say, I will shoot you.


    You cant do that! Hecker turned pale. This is England.


    Marvellous country, isnt it? Now, stop fouling my doorstep and make a noise like a hoop and bowl off. Harry put his hand on the artists face, shoved and sent Hecker flying down the steps to land on the pavement.


    Harry let himself in with his key. He doubted that he would hear from Hecker again.


    High summer spread across the English countryside. Society moved out to Biarritz and Deauville, returning in August for grouse shooting in Scotland. Lady Rose read, walked through the countryside, and sometimes thought she might die from boredom and loneliness.


    As August moved into September, the earl received a visit from Baron Dryfield, who owned one of the neighbouring estates. The little earl was glad to receive him. Because of Roses disgrace, he felt ostracized from local society. The baron was a huge jovial man, a great favourite of King Edwards.


    I need to talk to you privately, said the baron. Lady Polly, who was in the drawing-room with her husband, rose to her feet and left the room.


    What is it? asked the earl, alarmed. What is it that my wife cant hear?


    You will shortly hear from the palace that His Majesty is going to favour you with a visit in September.


    But thats wonderful news. It means the scandal is buried. Great expense, of course.


    Well, the bad news is theres a buzz at court that our king wants to try his luck with Rose. Shes become a sort of challenge, see. They call her The Ice Queen.


    What am I to do? wailed the earl. How can I protect Rose? If he asks, say, to go for a walk with her, I can hardly refuse.


    Bless me, I dont know. But thought Id warn you.


    Captain Harry Cathcart had been busy all summer. Word had got around, and in a society rife with scandal, his services were in demand. There was nothing very dramatic, mostly petty business which could be solved with shrewd advice, but his bank balance was getting fat and he now had a carriage and pair.


    He found to his surprise that he was also much in demand socially. His taciturn manner, damned before as boring, was now considered Byronic. But he accepted few invitations. His experiences in the war seemed to have left a dark, sour patch inside him.


    One morning he received an urgent telegram from the Earl of Hadshire, asking him to travel to the earls home, Stacey Court, as soon as possible.


    The captain packed a suitcase and set out with his man, Becket. They took a hack to Paddington Station and the Great Western Railway train to Oxford, planning to take the local train at Oxford, which would bear them on to Stacey Magna, the nearest station to the earls home, where they would be met.


    Harry was unusual in that he had bought first-class train tickets for himself and Becket. Normally the master travelled first class and the servant in the third-class carriages at the back of the train.


    Half-way to Oxford, Becket fell gently asleep and Harry studied his servants face. After his discharge from the army, Harry had taken to walking around the streets of London to exercise his injured leg. One early morning he had been in Covent Garden market, watching the porters carry in great baskets of vegetables when one of them collapsed and sent the contents of the basket of potatoes he had been carrying spilling across the cobbles.


    Bleedin milksop,jeered one porter. Leave him lie, Bert. Aint nuthin but a shyster.


    Harry had picked Becket up and supported him into a nearby pub and had bought him a brandy. Then, realizing by the mans emaciated form that he was starving, hed ordered him breakfast. Becket had fallen on the food, shovelling it desperately into his mouth.


    Ive been hungry like that, thought Harry with compassion, a picture of lying under the hot sun on the African veld swimming into his mind.


    When the man had finished eating, Harry questioned him. Becket, too, had been a soldier, and having left the army found it hard to get work. He had a thin, sensitive white face, straight brown hair combed severely back, pale grey eyes and a thin mouth. He said hed been in the army since he was a boy but would offer no further clue to his background.


    On impulse, Harry explained that he, too, had recently returned from the wars and was on a small budget, but if Becket liked to follow him home, he would find work for him.


    And so Becket had fallen into the role of manservant. He could read and write and studied books on how to be the perfect gentlemans gentleman. He only spoke when spoken to, never complained, even when his wages were late.


    As Harry did not like people asking him questions, particularly about the Boer War, he respected his servants reticence.


    Although Becket was expected to eat the same food as his master, he was still thin and pale, but apart from that seemed healthy and strong enough.


    Harry, resplendent in new morning dress and silk hat, arrived finally at Stacey Magna, to be met by the earls coachman and two footmen who bore them off in a well-sprung carriage to Stacey Court.


    Stacey Court was a Tudor mansion, built of red brick and with many mullioned windows which flashed and twinkled in the summer sun as the carriage bowled up a long drive under an avenue of lime trees. Harry was surprised to think of Lady Rose in such an antique setting. He had pictured her in a stately Georgian home with portico at the front and long Palladian windows.


    Brum, the butler, was on the steps to meet them. Two footmen followed the butler with the luggage up an old oak staircase and then along a corridor which seemed to be full of steps up and steps down and threatening overhead beams, in places so low that the captain had to duck his head.


    The room Harry was ushered into had a magnificent four-poster bed. A small adjoining room had been allocated to Becket. Somehow Harry was glad that his manservant was to be close at hand and not confined to the servants quarters, although Becket would be expected to take his meals in the servants hall. Harry was told the earl expected him in his study as soon as he had freshened up after the journey. There was a spot of soot on his shirt-front. Becket changed him into a clean shirt and bent down and gave his masters shoes a polish.


    What will you do? asked Harry after he had rung the bell to be conducted to the earls study.


    I will go down to the servants hall, sir.


    Get on all right, will you? I mean, you havent been with other servants before.


    I am sure I shall manage.


    Harry looked at him doubtfully, wondering how his manservant would cope with the rigid class system that existed among servants in large houses.


    A footman appeared and Harry followed him along the corridor and then back down the stairs under the gaze of family portraits to the hall, where Brum was waiting to take over. He led Harry across the hall and into the study on the ground floor.


    There you are again, said the earl gloomily. Im in a fix. Sit down. Have sherry. Help yourself. Have you eaten?


    I had lunch on the train. Lets get to business.


    Right. His Majesty is threatening to come on a visit.


    A great expense.


    Thats not the problem. Its Rose. Ive heard a whisper that His Majesty is going to try his luck with her.


    And you want the visit stopped?


    But how?


    Leave it to me.


    The earl and Lady Polly had intended to keep the news of the captain a secret, but Rose was accompanied on her walks by her maid and a footman. Two days after the captains visit, as she was walking along a country lane, she was only dimly aware of the footman, John, and her maid, Yardley, talking in low voices. But she heard the name Cathcart and swung round.


    What about Cathcart? she demanded.


    I was saying that we did not often get callers, said Yardley, and John here was remarking that the last caller was a certain Captain Cathcart.


    Back to the house, ordered Rose and set off at a great pace.


    She marched into her fathers study as soon as she arrived home. The earl was asleep in an armchair by the window, a newspaper over his face. Rose snatched the newspaper away and shouted, Pa! Wake up!


    Eh, what? The earl struggled awake and looked up into the furious face of his daughter.


    What was that man doing here?


    What man?


    Cathcart.


    Oh, him. Just a social call.


    I dont believe it.


    Dont you dare to question me, my girl! I told him to call if he was ever in the neighbourhood and he did, and thats that. Now run along.


    After a few days, as Rose was being dressed for dinner by Yardley, she heard a carriage arriving and went to the window and looked down. Her mouth tightened into a thin line. Captain Harry Cathcart descended and then helped a woman down from the carriage. He held out his arm to her and they disappeared below the window up the stairs to the main door.


    Hurry up! snapped Rose to her maid. We have visitors.


    She waited impatiently while the maid finished strapping her into a long corset and putting on her stockings and attaching them to the long suspenders. Then came the knickers, several petticoats and a taffeta evening gown. Her hair was then pulled up over the pompadours, or rats, as the pads were commonly called, and pinned in place. Rose snatched up her evening gloves and put them on as she headed rapidly out of the room.


    She made her way down to the drawing-room to find only her mother there. Dinner has been delayed a little, said Lady Polly. You father has business to attend to.


    What business?


    I am afraid I do not know. I never interfere in your fathers business affairs.


    Its something to do with me. I know it. Rose paced up and down.


    The world does not revolve around you, said the countess sententiously. Do sit down.


    But Rose continued to pace.


    The doors were thrown open and the earl appeared, followed by Harry and a cheaply dressed over-made-up girl. She was wearing a tight gown of lavender crpe de Chine. The neckline was very low and the gown appeared to be held up by two strings of beads on the shoulders. Her hair was an improbable shade of gold. Rose thought she must have travelled in evening dress, for there had surely been no time for such a quick change.


    Captain Cathcart, you know, said the earl. May I present Miss Daisy Levine.


    Pleased, Im sure, said Daisy, sinking down into a low curtsy. Her face was covered in white lead with two rouged circles on her cheeks and her long eyelashes were darkened with lampblack. Her large green eyes were slightly protruding.


    Lady Polly stared at her husband with a look of outrage on her face.


    Ive told Brum to lay two more places for dinner, said the earl. Weve got fifteen minutes. I wanted to keep this from you, Rose, but the captain says that for reasons of security you must be told, and all the servants as well.


    Rose sank down into the nearest chair, her legs suddenly weak. From the look of amazement on her mothers face, she realized it was a mystery to her as well.


    Perhaps you will explain, Captain, said the earl.


    The captain courteously helped Miss Levine into a chair and then sat down himself.


    His Majesty plans to come here on a visit, he began.


    But thats wonderful! cried Lady Polly. It means our dear Rose is re-established.


    I am afraid not, said Harry. It appears His Majesty means to try his luck with Lady Rose.


    There was a stunned silence, finally broken by a giggle from Daisy. Wish hed try me. Id be set up for life.


    He must be put off coming but in such a way as not to offend him, Harry went on. Miss Levine is an actress. She will play the part of a servant who has contracted typhoid.


    Is that necessary? asked Rose, finding her voice at last. Could we not just tell him one of our servants has the typhoid?


    I think someone from the royal household will be sent here to confirm the fact. We must be prepared for that. A telegram will be sent off tomorrow.


    The servants will all need to be told of the subterfuge, said Rose. Would it not have been easier to pretend to hire Miss Levine? Then she could have pretended to have contracted typhoid. In that way, none of our servants would need to know.


    Miss Levine will be excellent in the part of someone dying of typhoid, said Harry. I doubt if she would last a day as a servant without being dismissed. Besides, there is not time to find her fake references.


    Im ever such a good actress, mumbled Daisy, beginning to be intimidated by the glacial stare the countess was turning on her.


    Dinner is served, intoned Brum from the doorway.


    The earl and countess went first. Harry offered his arm to Rose. She ignored him and walked alone after her parents, so he offered his arm instead to Daisy.


    Dinner was a nightmare for Rose. She hated Harry. She was sure he must be mistaken.


    The earl was a kindly man, so he courteously asked Daisy about her theatrical career. Daisy, warmed by wine and attention, revealed she was a Gibson girl, one of that famous chorus line. She told several funny stories and the earl and Harry laughed appreciatively while Rose and her mother picked at their food.


    When Lady Polly finally rose as a signal to the ladies to follow her to the drawing-room, Rose pleaded a headache and retired to her room.


    She allowed Yardley to help her out of her dress and to unlace her corset and then dismissed her, saying she would cope with the rest herself. Rose found these days that she craved solitude. She had begun to slip out in the evening after everyone had retired, climb down the tree outside her window and go for a walk in the garden, so that when she did finally go to bed, she would be tired enough not to lie awake, playing her humiliation over and over in her head.


    When the house was finally silent, she put on a divided skirt and jacket, opened the window and began to climb down.


    Harrys room afforded a good view of the moonlight-bathed rose garden underneath. He saw a dark figure slip across the rose garden and disappear through an arch at the end.


    He left his room and went down the staircase. He did not want to go through the process of unlocking the great front door, which had been bolted and locked for the night, so he went into the earls study, opened a window and stepped out onto the terrace.


    He silently made his way round the house to the back where the rose garden lay and walked across it and then through the arch at the end.


    He found himself in a knot garden, laid out in the original Tudor lines, the low box hedges protecting the flower-beds.


    The moon had gone behind the clouds and he could dimly make out a figure seated on a stone bench.


    He went quietly forward. The moon slid out from behind the clouds again and he found himself looking down at Rose. Her head was bent and he wondered whether she was crying.


    He was about to quietly retreat when she looked up and saw him. Why are you following me? she asked harshly.


    I saw a figure in the gardens and decided to investigate. Are you distressed because of His Majestys proposed visit?


    Of course. Please go away. I hate you.


    But why? Would you rather Blandon had seduced you?


    If you had left things alone, he would have propositioned me, I would have refused, and that would have been that.


    But he did, I gather, and you refused, and yet you made a scene and brought the whole matter to the attention of society!


    She gave a pathetic little shrug. What do I care? The season is a farce. I am better off without a husband. Now, please leave me in peace.


    Harry bowed and walked off. He felt angry. Ungrateful little minx!


    A telegram was sent off the next morning informing the king of the servants illness. Daisy was confined to a servants room in the west wing.


    Despite her distaste for the whole business, Rose found herself becoming curious about the girl. In the first place, to be a Gibson girl at the Gaiety Theatre meant beauty and elegance. Rose had seen postcards of the Gibson girls on sale in the village shop.


    Her curiosity got the better of her and one morning she called on Daisy. The chorus girl was lying listlessly in bed, staring at the ceiling.


    I brought you some books and magazines, said Rose. You must get very bored.


    Daisy yawned and stretched. Without her make-up, she seemed little more than a child. She made an effort to get out of bed, but Rose held up one hand. As we are all in this deception, there is no need to rise for me. Have a look at these books. I do not read much fiction, but there are a few novels there.


    Daisy sat up in bed and took up one of the novels. Looks all right, she said, after apparently scanning a page.


    You are holding the book upside down, said Rose quietly. You cannot read or write, can you?


    No, my lady, said Daisy, hanging her head.


    And you are not a Gibson girl either, are you?


    Daisy mournfully shook her head from side to side. I asked the captain to let me say I was, this place being so grand. He got me from Butlers. Rose looked puzzled. Its a vaudeville place down the East End. Ever so rough, it is.


    Rose drew up a chair to the side of the bed, the light of a crusader in her eyes. If you wish, I can teach you to read and write. You could better yourself. Come along. Think of it. It would pass the days. There is no need for you to lie here. We could use my old schoolroom.


    Anythinks better than this, my lady.


    I will wait outside the door until you are dressed, said Rose firmly.


    King Edward was unusual in that he enjoyed being king. He was not given to either introspection or abstract ideas. Perhaps for that reason, he became easily bored. He was seated at the Duchess of Freemounts dinner table and the duchess recognized with alarm the danger signals coming from the king. His heavy eyelids were falling, his voice was deepening and slowing up, and his podgy fingers were drumming on the arm of his chair.


    I believe you are not going to the Hadshires after all, said the duchess.


    Some servant girls got typhoid. Whole place in quarantine.


    Indeed! Poor Lady Rose must be feeling very bored. Banished from society and then quarantined. Your visit would have restored her. Such a beauty. I am surprised they did not rush the wretched servant to some hospital, fumigate the place, and then go ahead and entertain you.


    A spark of interest lit the kings eyes. He studied the duchess for a long moment and then said, Think Hadshires faking it?


    I never said that, sire. The duchess twinkled at him and gave him a knowing little smile.


    The lessons in the schoolroom were interrupted two days later when a footman burst into the room and shouted, Sir Andrew Fairchild, for the king. Hes here!


    Rose and Daisy rushed back to the west wing. Rose helped Daisy out of her clothes and into a nightgown. Daisy quickly applied a white lead cosmetic to her face. I dont think we need to worry, whispered Rose. He will not dare risk infection. But if he comes, play your part well.


    She shot out of the room, and hearing footsteps ascending the staircase, dived into another servants room and stood with her ear against the door.


    She heard her father protesting, Ill never forgive myself if you catch this awful infection.


    They went on past where she was hiding. In here, she heard her father say. If you dont mind, Sir Andrew, Ill wait downstairs. The footman will bring you back when youre ready.


    Rose waited until her father had left and eased out into the corridor. John, the footman, saw her and Rose held a finger to her lips for silence. They both stood listening.


    They heard Daisy say in a weak voice, The angels are coming for me. I hears the beating of their wings. Is that a light in the sky? Is that you, Mother?


    Oh, Lord, thought Rose bitterly. Shes overdoing it. She put a handkerchief over her face and walked past the footman and into the room. There, now, dear girl, she said firmly. You must not tire yourself by talking. Sleep now. She flashed a warning look at Daisy, who subsided into silence.


    Come away, Sir Andrew, ordered Rose. It is dangerous to be so close to the infection.


    Doesnt seem to bother you, hey?


    It is my Christian duty to do what I can, said Rose firmly. Your arm, sir.


    He reluctantly held out his arm and Rose took it, urging him back along the corridor.


    A week later, the earl was informed by telegram that the king would be visiting him in a months time. Ill send that wretched girl packing. Its her fault the trick didnt work, raged the earl, erupting into the schoolroom.


    A word with you outside, Pa, if you please.


    Father and daughter walked outside and down the corridor a little way. Pa, said Rose firmly, I do not wish Daisy to leave until I have taught her how to read and write.


    Stuff and nonsense. Didnt do you much good, did it?


    I beg you to let her stay. I have nothing else to occupy my time. Unless, of course, I do some work for the suffragette movement.


    Dont you dare! yelled the earl. Oh, keep your latest toy. Im wiring Cathcart.


    
      
    


    CHAPTER FOUR


    As a rule, the men-servants in large houses expect gold. These gratuities are really a great tax on peoples purses; and the question whether to accept an invitation is often decided in the negative by the thought of the expenses entailed, not by railway tickets and cabs, but by the men and the maids.


    Lady Colin Campbell, Etiquette of Good Society (1911)


    I wonder why our king got suspicious, said Harry to his manservant after reading the earls telegram.


    Perhaps one of his servants talked.


    He assured me they were all very loyal.


    A royal visit would mean a great deal of money in tips for the servants, not to mention the prestige of having served His Majesty. They may have felt balked and bitter that such a visit was cancelled.


    Wed better deal with it, anyway. Know anything about dynamite, Becket?


    Nothing, sir.


    Where would I find out?


    I read somewhere, sir, that they were blasting a new railway tunnel on the underground railway at Liverpool Street Station. Perhaps one of the workers there might be able to supply you with some dynamite and instructions as to how to use it, if discreetly bribed.


    Good man, Becket.


    Harry, disguised in clothes purchased at a second-hand clothes store, made his way late in the afternoon to Liverpool Street Station. He located the site of the new tunnel, located the gate where the workers would come out and waited patiently. At seven oclock, dirty, weary men began to file out. Leaning against a hoarding, Harry studied their faces. He at last picked out a man older than the rest. His face was criss-crossed with broken veins and his nose was bulbous, all the signs of a heavy drinker. He followed him as he walked from the station, keeping a steady pace behind him. He was feeling decidedly weary as he trudged along, his bad leg aching, wondering if the man lived at the ends of the earth, but his quarry finally opened the doors of a pub in Limehouse and walked in. Harry gave it a few minutes and then walked in as well.


    The air was full of the smell of pipe smoke and cheap cigarette smoke. The smoke lay in wreaths across the dingy pub, which was lit by flickering gas lamps.


    The smell of unwashed bodies struck him like a blow in the face. He went to the bar and ordered a pint of porter and looked around. The man he was chasing was carrying a full pint to a corner table. Harry picked up his drink, walked over and sat down.


    I want to talk to you, he said.


    What about? The man took a pull at his beer. Who are you? he growled. An evil-looking prostitute with sagging breasts and black teeth leaned against Harrys shoulder. Fancy a good time, guv?


    Shove off, said Harry.


    He waited until she had gone.


    My names Bill Sykes, said Harry.


    Bin reading Dickens, ave you? sneered his companion.


    Harry cursed himself. He should have guessed that a dipsomaniac, like many of his kind, would turn out to have come down in the world.


    My mother did, said Harry. Your name?


    Pat Brian.


    Mr Brian, I have an offer for you. How would you like to earn two hundred guineas?


    Garn.


    The truth.


    What dye want for it?


    A quantity of dynamite, enough to blow up, say, a bridge and a building, and instructionson how to do it.


    How did you know I was a blaster? Come on. Whos bin talking?


    No one. Lucky guess. I am a rank amateur, thought Harry. He could have turned out just to be one of the labourers.


    Two hundred guineas. Whats it for?


    The two hundred guineas are for you to supply the material and instructions, keep your mouth shut and not ask questions.


    Two hundred guineas! Pat stared into his beer and then took a long pull. I could quit. I could get back to Ireland. Buy a bit o land, I could.


    When could you get the stuff?


    Pat finished his drink. Come along o me. Going back to Liverpool Street.


    Have you a key to the site?


    Dont need one, guv. Know a way in. How do I know youll pay?


    Harry slid a wash-leather bag out of his pocket and passed it over. Look in there. Under the table.


    Pat fumbled with the bag under the table. His eyes widened. He stuffed the bag in his jacket pocket. Thanks, he jeered. Youd best walk out of here. One shout from me that youre the perlice, and theyll murder you.


    Harry sighed. He fished in his other pocket and then said levelly, I now have a pistol pointed at your private parts under the table. Give me back the gold or Ill blow your manhood off.


    Pat ducked his head under the table and then straightened up. He shrugged. Worth a try. Cant blame me, now can you, guv?


    Get to your feet and walk to the door. I will follow. You now know too much, so if you attempt to run away, I will shoot you.


    Youre going to force me to get the stuff for nothink, wailed Pat, his accent an odd mixture of Irish and Cockney. Jesus, Mary and Joseph. I have no luck at all, at all.


    Youll get your money. Now, walk!


    ***


    That person is here again, complained Rose.


    If you mean Captain Cathcart, yes, growled her father. And speaking of persons, why hasnt that Daisy creature been sent packing?


    I am teaching her to read and write, Pa. When she has mastered both, she will find a good position, possibly as a clerk, in London. I would like a typewriter.


    There were two reasons why the earl finally capitulated and gave in to his daughters demands. Rose kept busy with her protegee was less likely to get into trouble, and a typewriter was considered to be a womans machine and was designed with scrolls of gold on black to give the machine the feminine touch.


    Rose went immediately to find the earls secretary, Matthew Jarvis, to instruct him to order a typewriter and have it delivered as soon as possible. Matthew nodded and said he would attend to the matter immediately. Matthew was a chubby man whose clothes always seemed too tight for him. He had a round red face, a heavy moustache, and little brown eyes.


    Daisy had been regaling Rose with stories of her sometimes quite horrific childhood in the East End of London. Rose had begun to wonder about people in the household, realizing they had lives and thoughts of which she had hitherto known nothing.


    Are you happy here, Mr Jarvis? Rose asked.


    Yes, my lady.


    You have worked for my father for five years now. Do you sometimes find the job a little tedious?


    Matthew looked shocked. Not in the slightest, my lady.


    Your family, do you visit them?


    Yes, my lady. If you will excuse me, I will continue with my work. I will now be able to telephone to order the typewriter, my lord having recently had that very useful instrument installed.


    Very good. Oh, Mr Jarvis?


    My lady?


    I believe Captain Cathcart is with us, but so far I have not seen him. Where is he?


    To my knowledge, he is working in a downstairs room in the east wing.


    At what?


    I am afraid I could not say.


    Curiosity sent Rose on a search of the east wing. It had been added on to the main Tudor building in the days of Queen Anne. It was usually where the guests were housed when the earl and countess held a party.


    She found the captain in a little-used room at the end of a corridor on the ground floor. Dont you ever knock? he asked angrily, when she walked in on him.


    You forget. This is my home. I have no need to knock. I see you have a quantity of sticks of dynamite. Are you going to blow up the king?


    No, I am going to create a couple of explosions. I have already written several anonymous letters to the newspapers warning them of a Bolshevik plot against the king.


    The Bolsheviks do not advocate terrorism. It was in their manifesto.


    Didnt stop them killing Tsar Alexander the Second.


    That was the last century. That was the Nihilists. The Bolsheviks have eschewed terrorism in their new manifesto.


    Well, according to me, they havent. Now, if there is nothing else . . .


    Just one thing. You should wear gloves.


    I did not know there was a drawing-room etiquette to deal with dynamite.


    You must be careful of sweating.


    My dear goose, I am as cool as cucumber sandwiches.


    I didnt mean you. I mean the dynamite. Sweating is a problem with nitroglycerine material. If it gets absorbed through your skin, you will get a nitroglycerine headache.


    Harry, who had been kneeling on the floor beside the cases of dynamite and percussion caps, rose to his feet. Has it never occurred to you, Lady Rose, that your knowledge is unwomanly?


    Not in the least. I see you are as stupid and old-fashioned as the other men in society. You would feel more comfortable were my conversation limited to discussion of the latest Nell Gwyn hat, the Camille Clifford coiffure, the Billie Burke shoes and the Trilby overcoat. Good day to you.


    I hope she never marries, thought Harry savagely, or her husband will wring her neck. But he put on a pair of gloves.


    ***


    He decided to go for a walk in the afternoon. The sound of voices came from the paddock at the back of the stables. He walked over and leaned on the fence. Rose was giving Daisy riding lessons. At first he did not recognize the chorus girl. Her face was free of paint and she was wearing a chic riding outfit which Rose had ordered for her from John Barker of Kensington for the princely sum of one hundred and five shillings. It had a tightly cut bodice, lightly boned to the waist, and the skirt was cut to accommodate the right knee when mounting side-saddle. Over the bodice went a very tight waistcoat.


    Thats right, Rose was saying. Stand on the mounting block. Oh, I nearly forgot. You must unbutton your waistcoat first. Never mount when buttoned up or the buttons will pop and fly all over the place.


    Daisy put a foot in the stirrup, grasped the pommel, heaved herself up and went straight over the other side. Rose gave an exclamation of dismay.


    She rushed to help Daisy up and then both girls burst out laughing. Harry moved away, puzzled. What on earth was that little chorus girl doing with Lady Rose?


    Up until that day, he had dined separately in the quarters he had set up in the east wing. He decided it was time he joined the family, and when he returned to the house he sent a note by a footman to say he would be pleased to join the earl and his family for dinner that evening.


    Because of Roses disgrace, he expected there to be only himself as a guest. But the little earl was popular and had lately found courage to send out a few invitations. There were three guests other than Harry: the Marquess and Marchioness of Hedley, the rector, Mr Busy, and a faded cousin of Lady Pollys.


    The marquess was a jovial man who liked to model himself on King Edward. He was heavy-set and heavy-bearded. His marchioness was a timid, crushed lady, as if her spirit had been borne down by her husbands relentless joviality.


    Rose, reflected Harry, was looking exceptionally beautiful in a white chiffon gown and with white silk roses in her hair. He wondered how Daisy fared in the rigid snobbish hierarchy of the servants hall.


    He tried to engage Lady Hedley, who was seated on his right, in conversation. The weather has been very fine this summer, volunteered the captain.


    Yes, indeed, she said. Strawberries were fine. Yes. Then she relapsed into silence.


    Lady Rose appears to be in full bloom tonight, pursued Harry.


    Yes. Fine. Pity.


    Pity?


    All that beauty. Spinster. Cant be anything else now.


    Society has a short memory.


    Not that short, she said gloomily. She cast a sudden waspish glance in her husbands direction and muttered, Men with beards shouldnt eat soup. Disgusting.


    There seemed to be nothing to reply to that, so Harry turned his attention to the pale cousin on his other side. What was her name? Ah, Miss Durwant-Flint.


    Do you live far away, Miss Durwant-Flint?


    London.


    Ah, where in London?


    Whats it to you?


    I was just making conversation, said Harry.


    I dont like conversing during dinner. No one should have to converse while they are eating. Barbarous.


    Harry gave up and finished his dinner in silence, which took quite a long time because there were eight courses. At last Lady Polly rose and the ladies followed her out. The gentlemen were left alone with the port.


    Mr Busy, the rector, had fallen asleep. His mouth was open. He should have been called Mr Lazy, thought Harry.


    Hedley told several smoking-room anecdotes and laughed immoderately at his own humour. Then he fixed his bloodshot eyes on Harry. Dont say much, do you?


    Dont get much chance, said Harry coldly.


    Youre a young man. You should try to be more cheery, said Hedley, relishing the sound of the latest slang word. Wait a bit. Youre that chap who fixes things.


    The earl looked at Harry and shook his head to convey the message that he had not been indiscreet.


    Harry found he had conceived a strong dislike for Hedley, so he smiled enigmatically and said nothing.


    I asked you a question, said Hedley.


    Harry smiled and poured himself another glass of port. And I didnt answer, he said.


    Hedley gave him a baffled stare and then turned his attention to the earl. Seems a shame you should all be in purdah because of little Rose. Im giving a house party in a months time. Got a few eligibles coming. Young people. Send Rose.


    Thats very kind of you, said the earl. I am sure my wife will be free to chaperone her.


    Dont need a chaperone. Her maid will do. Mwifell look after her.


    Well, I suppose . . .


    Just the thing she needs.


    Oh, all right, then.


    Whats going on here? wondered Harry. Does this jovial marquess really want to do Rose a favour?


    The village of Stacey Magna was one of those places that look so well portrayed on chocolate boxes and were uncomfortable to live in, the thatched cottages being damp and insanitary. The inhabitants lived a quiet rural life, but were saved from the misery of poverty which plagued other agricultural villages in England, for the earl was a generous landlord and made sure everyone had enough food and that there was a school for the children.


    Two evenings later, the inhabitants went to bed soon after the sun had set, to save the expense of candles, and a deep quiet settled over the houses and the surrounding countryside.


    But they were all awakened at midnight by a tremendous explosion. The braver ones rushed out to see what had happened; the others cowered in their beds thinking the Day of Judgement was at hand.


    It transpired that just before the main entrance to the earls estate, where a pretty hump-backed bridge spanned a river, the whole bridge had been blown up. Just as several men from the village were exclaiming over the smoking ruin, there was another huge explosion, bigger this time, from the direction of the railway.


    They set off in that direction, keeping together, looking fearfully to left and right. When they reached Stacey Magna Station, the smoke was just clearing. Great holes had been blasted in the platforms on either side and the railway line was a twisted wreck.


    The blasts were too late to feature in the morning newspapers, but they hit the headlines the day after. The press arrived but were kept firmly outside the gates of the earls estate. Crowds of sightseers came to see the destruction wrought by the Bolsheviks. And, of course, it must have been the Bolsheviks, for all the papers said so, and all claimed to have received anonymous threatening letters. Police combed through the debris and Detective Superintendent Alfred Kerridge was on his way to supervise the search.


    The visitors brought some prosperity to the village, where lemonade stands and pie stands were set up, and the small pub, the Stacey Arms, did a roaring trade.


    In all the fuss, Harry and his manservant, Becket, travelled in one of the earls carriages to a railway station farther up the line and caught a train to London from there.


    Glad thats over, said Harry. I thought I might blow myself up by mistake. I never want to handle dynamite again.


    If I may venture an opinion, sir.


    By all means.


    I was surprised you went to such lengths.


    I had to make sure the palace thought it the work of the Bolsheviks. Anything less, and they might have suspected Lord Hadshire of getting up to tricks. The palace sent a telegram just before we left, cancelling the kings visit for reasons of national security. By the way, I was amazed to see Daisy Levine still in residence. Lady Rose appears to have made a pet of her. Does she eat with the servants?


    Yes, sir.


    They must make life difficult for her.


    On the contrary, sir. Miss Levine is somewhat of a pet in the servants hall as well.


    How did she manage that?


    She sings very prettily and delighted the servants with impersonations of Miss Marie Lloyd.


    Indeed! I trust they treated you well, Becket?


    At first they were hoity-toity, you not being considered a gentleman.


    Good heavens! Why not?


    You are employed by the earl, therefore you work, therefore you are not a gentleman. But thanks to Miss Levine, I became popular.


    How did you manage that?


    I play the concertina, sir. I accompanied Miss Levine. The butler, Brum, declared we were both so talented, we should be on stage at the Gaiety Theatre.


    Amazing. I have never heard you play, Becket.


    I did not wish to disturb you.


    Disturb me now. Got the instrument with you?


    Yes, sir. That round box on the rack.


    Its a wonder you didnt sell it when you were so poor.


    I bought another when you paid me my back wages.


    Lets hear a tune.


    Becket lifted the box down and took out the concertina. He sat down and began to play Goodbye Dolly. Harry leaned back, the Boer War song bringing painful memories. Play something else, he said harshly.


    Becket began to play Down at the Old Bull and Bush while the train rocked and swayed on its way to London.


    At Stacey Court, Brum opened the doors of the drawing-room and intoned in a voice of doom, Detective Superintendent Kerridge, my lord.


    Come in. Sit down, said the earl. Something to drink?


    No, I thank you, my lord. This gentleman with me is Detective Inspector Judd. He will take notes.


    Judd, a tall thin man with a black drooping moustache, carefully placed his bowler hat on a side table and took out a large notebook.


    Apart from yourself and the countess, began Kerridge, who else was there?


    About twenty-five indoor servants.


    Ill get to them later, with your permission. Did you have guests?


    Just my wifes cousin, Miss Durwant-Flint, and Lord and Lady Hedley.


    Anyone else?


    Let me think. The earl screwed up his face like a baby about to cry. Then his face cleared. There was no harm in mentioning the captains name. It would mean nothing to Kerridge.


    Oh, yes, nearly forgot. Captain Harry Cathcart.


    And is the gentleman still in residence?


    No, hes tootled off to London.


    May I trouble you for his address?


    The earl tugged at a bell-rope by the fireplace, and when a footman appeared asked for his secretary to be sent to him. Matthew appeared. Get Cathcarts address for the superintendent, ordered the earl.


    I may have lost it, said Matthew cautiously.


    No, you havent, said the earl, and winked furiously.


    Quite right, I havent, said Matthew. Ill fetch it now.


    What was that all about? wondered Kerridge. He continued the interrogation but the earl said he had been asleep at the time, and as the bridge and station were miles from the house, he hadnt heard a thing.


    Later, Kerridge did not get any further with the servants, thanks, he thought, to the perpetual presence of Brum. He got only one thing. A little scullery maid said that the king was to come on a visit but couldnt now and Brum had snapped at her and sent her from the room.


    Kerridge wondered about the kings proposed visit all the way back to London. Certainly a visit from King Edward, who would arrive with a retinue of servants, guests and hangers-on could mean a crippling amount of money to the unfortunate host, but the earls home and his estates showed no signs of penny-pinching. He shook his grey head. To think that the earl would blow up a railway station and a bridge just to put the king off was ridiculous. All Bolshevik sympathizers in London were being rounded up and interrogated. Still, hed better see this Captain Cathcart and find out what he had to say.


    The first motorized taxi cabs were beginning to appear on the streets of London and were regarded with suspicion by most, who preferred the horse-drawn variety. But as Kerridge was driven in the new Scotland Yard police car to Captain Cathcarts address, he felt like a king. He wished he could take this splendid vehicle home to show his wife.


    He had decided to interview the captain alone. He knew people were often intimidated by the sight of a policeman or a detective in the background, taking notes.


    At the house in Water Street, Becket announced him and led him into the front room, where the captain was sitting at a desk at the window.


    Kerridges first impression of the captain was that he was a dangerous man. His brooding saturnine good looks gave the impression of action and power.


    Harry welcomed the superintendent and then sat staring at him vacantly.


    I have come about the bombing of Stacey Magna, began Kerridge.


    Frightful, what? commented Harry. He took out a monocle, fixed it in one eye and stared at the detective.


    Yes, it was indeed frightful. Now


    Caught any of these Bolshevik chappies yet?


    No, sir, but we will . . . provided it turns out to be the work of the Bolsheviks. Have you known the Earl of Hadshire for long?


    Dont know. People come and go. Harry let the monocle drop and fixed the detective with a vacuous stare.


    His Majesty was supposed to visit Lord Hadshire, but the visit had to be cancelled.


    Pity.


    Have you any reason to suppose the earl did not wish this visit?


    Harry laughed, an insolent braying laugh. Then he said, I say, you think old Hadshire crept out during the night and blew up things to keep kingie away?


    It is a flight of fancy, I admit, said Kerridge. Lets take it further. The earl employed someone to blow up the bridge and the station.


    Harry grinned. Go on. Im enjoying this.


    It is not a laughing matter, sir, said Kerridge severely. It was just fortunate that there was no one on the bridge at the time or in the station.


    True, true, said Harry. Ask me some more questions.


    During your stay at Stacey Court, did you see any suspicious people lurking around?


    Only that cousin of Lady Pollys. What a bore! I nearly fainted in my soup.


    So you can tell me nothing to help me?


    Im afraid not.


    What was the reason for your visit?


    Harry glared at him. My dear sir, one goes into the country on many visits to many households. Its what one does.


    I forgot, sir. Of course it is what one does when one does not have to work for a living.


    Oh, we arent all lilies of the field, yknow. Viscount Hinton has been wheeling a piano-organette around the streets these many years.


    But he doesnt have to. Hes eccentric


    What about the House of Lords?


    What about it? jeered Kerridge. Waste of time, if you ask me. Half the house is absent and the other half s nearly dead.


    Dear me, Super, youre quite the little Bolshevik yourself.


    I beg your pardon, sir. Kerridge was shocked at his own behaviour. If his injudicious remarks got back to Scotland Yard, he would lose his job. He plodded on with the questioning, reflecting as he did so that the captain was one of the most empty-headed men he had met.


    But when he got back to his desk at Scotland Yard, he turned over his conversation with the captain. He had an obscure feeling that he had somehow been irritated and manipulated into betraying his radical views. And then, there had been that odd business of the earl winking at his secretary.


    That evening, before going home, he dropped in at the pub in the hope that Posh Cyril might be around, but there was no sign of the footman. He took his leave and bumped into Posh Cyril in the street outside.


    I want a word with you, muttered the superintendent.


    Walk away and into the alley along there. Be with you in a mo, whispered the footman. Got a friend in the pub and dont want to be seen with you.


    Kerridge stood impatiently in the alley amongst the dustbins until the footman appeared.


    I need some information, said Kerridge. I want to know about a certain Captain Harry Cathcart. Lives in Water Street, Chelsea.


    Ill find out what I can. Cost you.


    Always does, said Kerridge gloomily.


    Shortly before Rose was due to visit the Marquess of Hedley, her maid, Yardley, gave notice. Ladys maids prided themselves on the appearance of their employers. Yardley felt her position in life had diminished through Roses disgrace. Rose did dress for dinner, but during the day went around in skirts and shirt blouses, or in riding dress.


    Lady Polly felt her daughter was going too far when Rose calmly announced that Daisy would be her new ladys maid.


    That girl is out of the gutter, raged Lady Polly.


    Daisy is bright and intelligent and a quick learner, said Rose. You never talk to her. I will fetch her and you can see for yourself.


    Lady Polly was taken aback when Daisy entered the room. The blonde hair was beginning to grow out and Daisy was dressed neatly and becomingly.


    So you think you can be a ladys maid? demanded the countess.


    Yes, my lady. I have learned a great deal, thanks to Lady Roses kindness.


    Her voice was soft, with only the slightest Cockney edge.


    I do not like to think of a girl of your background chaperoning my daughter, said Lady Polly, who had the staccato speech of her class, an icy stare put into words.


    A girl of my background is wise to the ways of men, my lady. I would have protected Lady Rose better had I been with her in London.


    And do you know how to sew?


    Yes, my lady. I worked as a seamstress in Whitechapel when I wasnt on the boards.


    The countesss own ladys maid, Humphrey, stood behind her mistresss chair, darting jealous looks at Daisy. She gave a little cough. May I suggest a test, my lady? Your blonde straw hat needs retrimming. I suggest it is given to this person to see how she can work.


    Excellent. Fetch it here and give it to the girl.


    ***


    Two days later, the refurbished hat was presented to the countess. It was decorated by beautifully made scarlet silk roses. The countess was immensely pleased with it. But Humphrey snorted and said dresses were another thing. What about my ladys ball-gown, which had a torn hem, and that my lady had said was old-fashioned?


    The dress was returned in another two days. The neckline had been slightly lowered and the shoulders decorated with white silk bows. The train had gone and it was now ankle-length.


    I always have a train, complained the countess.


    Trains are going out of fashion, my lady, said Daisy demurely. I could not help noticing that you have very fine ankles, and if you adopt the new style, you will not need to throw the train over your arm when you are dancing or risk it being torn when you are walking about.


    The countess poked her ankles out from beneath the gown and studied them complacently. Very good, Daisy. But you cannot be called Daisy and you cannot be called Levine because it sounds foreign.You will be called Baxter.


    That means you can go, said Rose when Daisy told her. But I shall not call you Baxter.


    I have made an enemy of Humphrey, said Daisy. What if she finds out you did all the sewing yourself?


    There is no need for her to find out. We have been spending too much time over our books and typing lessons, Daisy. Now you must learn the ways of the ladys maid. When we get to Hedleys, you will dine with the housekeeper. Your behaviour must be precise. I allow you too much laxity. While we are at the Hedleys, you never sit down in my presence or wear a hat in the house. You do not venture an opinion, unless asked for it. And you never even say Good morning or Good night. We have a little time to bring you up to the mark.


    I prefer to dress and undress myself now that Yardley is leaving. But this you must never tell a soul or I shall be damned as middle-class. The ladys maid I had before Yardley left a notebook. I shall find it for you. In it she has written all the recipes for cleaning clothes, hats and shoes. The wash for my hair is quite simple. One pennyworth of borax, half a pint of olive oil and a pint of boiling water.


    She studied Daisy for a moment and then asked, Do you not find your life here dull?


    Oh, no, my lady. I like dull. I cant get enough of dull. And three good meals a day!


    Very well, Daisy. There is one thing more. I have over-prided myself on my intelligence but I lack common sense. I made a bad mistake with Blandon.


    Ill tip you off if theres another masher, said Daisy eagerly. Can tell em a mile off.


    
      
    


    CHAPTER FIVE


    O blind your eyes and break your heart and back your band away,


    And lose your love and shave your head; but do not go to stay


    At the little place in Whatsitsname where folks are rich and clever;


    The golden and the goodly house, where things grow worse for ever;


    There are things you need not know of, though you live and die in vain,


    There are souls more sick of pleasure than you are sick of pain.


    G.K. Chesterton, The Aristocrat


    Rose began to feel apprehensive as her fathers coach bowled along the country roads towards Telby Castle, home of the Marquess of Hedley. Would the other guests shun her? If they do, she thought fiercely, then Daisy and I will simply pack up and go home. There had been no need to buy new clothes for the visit. Lady Polly had pointed out to her daughter that a fortune had already been spent on dresses for the season.


    The sky was a clear hard blue and there was a chill in the air. The leaves on the trees were blazing with autumn colours.


    A new beginning, thought Rose. Perhaps this is a new beginning. And if not, well, there were jobs in London for women who knew how to type. There were lodging houses for businesswomen at reasonable rates. Whatever happened, she was resolved not to rot in the country for the rest of her life.


    She was wearing one of the new corselets which had very slight boning, and had left off the usual padding. She had covered her gown with a heavy cloak before making her goodbyes to her mother, knowing that Lady Polly would have been appalled to learn that her daughter was not steel-corseted into the fashionable hourglass figure and leaning-forward look.


    Under her tailored travelling dress she was wearing a silk petticoat with a frou-frou of ruffles from the knee to the hem. Rose, who had considered her mind above fripperies, nonetheless enjoyed the swishing rustling sound the petticoat made when she moved.


    Daisy was learning to be a ladys maid very quickly, but Rose often sensed a naughtiness in her little maid and often wondered how long Daisy would be content to be a servant.


    Telby Castle had been built in the latter years of the old queens reign. It was a sort of folly with towers and battlements, arrow slits and stained-glass windows. It even had a drawbridge and a moat.


    The new building had replaced a Georgian gem of a house with furniture and rooms designed by Robert Adam.


    Not a good master, volunteered Daisy, who had been told she was allowed to speak freely when she was alone with her mistress.


    Why do you say that? asked Rose.


    Didnt you notice? When we came through Telby Village, it was ever so poor.


    Rose had been brought up like everyone else in England to believe that God put one in ones appointed position, but surely not to abuse that position, she thought, wondering if she might find the courage to tell the marquess he ought to do something about his tenants. Then she sighed. Such a remark would be considered the height of unfeminine insolence.


    She was shown to an apartment in one of the four towers. To her relief, Daisy was allocated a small room off her own bedchamber. When the housekeeper left, Rose said, When you go down to the servants hall, you will need to find out which is my bell. Oh, theres the dressing gong. I wonder who else is of the house party.


    Daisy was rapidly unpacking the trunks. What dress, my lady?


    White, I suppose. The moir with the lace inserts. My pearls, I think. White gloves. The kid shoes with the little bows and those new sequinned evening stockings.


    Daisy helped Rose put her hair up over the pads and fixed it in place after she had dressed. You look really beautiful, my lady. Maybe theres a handsome gentleman in the party.


    After my recent experience, I have no interest in men.


    Garn!


    No, I mean it. Now pick up my stole and fan and follow me to the drawing-room. The second gong has just been sounded. Youd better ring the bell first and get a guide.


    A liveried footmen escorted them down from the tower into an enormous fake baronial hall where fake suits of armour glistened under fake tattered medieval flags.


    A butler took over and led them across the hall, opened a heavy carved door and sonorously announced, Lady Rose Summer.


    It seemed to Rose at first that she had entered a room full of staring eyes. Red light from a large fire flickered on monocles and lorgnettes. Then the marchioness came forward. Nice to see you, dear. Pleasant journey?


    Yes. I


    Good. Let me see. Take you round. Introductions. No, I wont. Youll get to know everybody in good time. Ah, dinner.


    Got the honour, said a young man with patent-leather hair, holding out his arm. Im Freddy Pomfret. Deuced fine place this, what?


    Very fine, yes, said Rose politely and was led into dinner. She wondered briefly whether the marquess would serve roast ox to chime with the surroundings, but the dinner was the usual extravagant fare. A large silver epergne in the centre of the table depicting General Wolfes army scaling the heights of Quebec restricted her view of the guests opposite her. Freddy was on her right and his friend, Tristram Baker-Willis, was on her left.


    The words of Miss Tremp came back to Rose. Ninety men out of every hundred, the governess had said, offer a remark upon the weather, but unless there has been something very extraordinary going on in the meteorological line, it is better to avoid the subject if possible.


    Fortunately for Rose, the bomb explosions near her home fascinated her two dinner companions so much that she was obliged to say little. Freddy ranted about the Bolsheviks and when she eventually turned away to Tristram, he ranted in much the same vein.


    At last the marchioness rose as a signal that the ladies were to follow her to the drawing-room.


    Rose had counted nine men and nine women in the house party, the number not including their hosts.


    The marchioness introduced Rose and she tried to remember all the names. There were two American sisters, Harriet and Deborah Peterson, buxom and healthy-looking but disappointing to Rose because they did not have American accents but the clipped, staccato speech of the others.


    Then there was a thin, waspish girl called Mary Gore-Desmond who said little but kept flashing angry little resentful glances all around her. A Scottish beauty, Frederica Sutherland, was telling them all about the joys of hunting in a voice which could have been heard across two six-acre fields and three spinneys.


    Mrs Jerry Trumpington, ensconced in an armchair by the fire, was a toad of a woman with a fat lascivious face and very thick lips. She was talking about food to a dark, elegant woman, Margaret Bryce-Cuddlestone.


    Standing together in a corner: mousy Maisie Chatterton, and a tall, pseudo-theatrical lady called Lady Sarah Trenton.


    After the introductions, it looked as if Rose was going to be ignored, but Margaret Bryce-Cuddlestone approached her and said with a smile, Are you getting over your terrible treatment at the hands of that cad, Blandon?


    Im getting over it, said Rose ruefully, but I dont think anyone else is.


    Walk with me a little, urged Margaret. That awful Trumpington woman is about to heave herself to her feet. Shes just been watching you as if you are a particularly succulent lamb chop. If we engage in deep conversation, shell hopefully leave us alone. This party does seem like a bore and Ive only just arrived. Still, weve all got to find husbands.


    Have you had a season? asked Rose.


    Yes, and I failed. Ma and Pa got two offers for my hand and I turned both down, so Im in disgrace. I was let out of my cage to go to this house party and more or less ordered to come back with a husband.


    Is there anyone you find attractive? Who are they all?


    Well, therere your dinner companions, Freddy and Tristram. Need I say more? The Honourable Clive Fraser is handsome and rich, but dull, very dull. Sir Gerald Burke is terribly amusing. Quite the rattle. But no money and there are rumours that he was, well, a friend of Oscar Wilde.


    Is he a playwright as well?


    Not quite. Harry Trenton is so-so  hunts, shoots and kills everything that moves, ideal for the Scottish female over there. Jerry Trumpington is married to the awful Mrs Trumpington. And then there is Neddie Freemantle. Hes called Neddie because he laughs like a donkey, haw, haw, haw. And finally Bertram Brookes, quiet and acidulous.


    It was very kind of Lord Hedley to invite me, said Rose. As you will understand, I have not been in the way of getting any invitations at all.


    Itll pass. You are not what I expected. The rumour was you didnt like anyone and talked like an encyclopaedia.


    I wanted to find an intelligent husband, mourned Rose.


    Margaret gave an elegant little shrug. You will have to forget that. They do not exist in our class. Did you not meet young men before your come-out? There must have been the local hunt balls and parties, dinners and so on.


    My parents really thought I was a schoolgirl and I am afraid my governess did not remind them of my age. It was only on my seventeenth birthday when they asked how old I was that they realized they would need to prepare me for a season. So I was trained in etiquette and dancing by various ladies. I first attended a few parties, just before the start of the season in London, but it was at one of those parties that I met Sir Geoffrey.


    Margaret nodded in understanding. Parents of their class quite often saw little of their children.


    They were then joined by the gentlemen. Freddy and Tristram bore down on Rose and began to pay her extravagant compliments until she felt she couldnt bear their company any longer. She excused herself and went to her hostess and pleaded she had a headache. The marchioness summoned Daisy, and, followed by her maid, Rose escaped.


    Once in her room, she confided in Daisy. I had to get away. There were two young men praising my appearance in a very warm way which I felt was not at all the thing.


    Who were they? asked Daisy, taking the bone pins out of Roses hair.


    Freddy Pomfret and Tristram Baker-Willis.


    What do they look like?


    In a way, almost alike. They both have short dark hair smeared down with grease and very white faces and rather thick white lips. Both very slim. Freddy has a small moustache and Tristram is clean-shaven. Its all right, Daisy, you can go to bed. If you just help me out of my gown and unfasten my stays, I can do the rest.


    Daisy lifted the gown over Roses head and then untied the ribbons of the corselet.


    I really do feel a fish out of water, mourned Rose as Daisy stooped and unclipped the long suspenders. But theres something odd about this house party. Or maybe it is just me and theres nothing odd at all.


    Never mind, my lady. Its the first day. Would you like me to fetch you a cup of Bournville cocoa?


    That would be very welcome. Press the bell.


    Its all right, my lady. Ill go to the kitchens myself. Got to find my way around.


    Daisy left and went down the stairs. Once in the hall, she could hear one of the ladies singing in a high reedy voice while someone accompanied her on the piano.


    She went straight to the dark recesses at the back of the hall and pushed open a green baize door. Then she moved down the winding stone staircase and into the vast kitchen, where plates of sandwiches were being piled up. Not more food, surely, said Daisy.


    The butler looked across at her in surprise. Our guests always have sandwiches before they go to bed.


    I came to get a cup of cocoa for my lady, said Daisy.


    Ill fix it for you, grumbled the cook.


    Just give me the tin and show me where the milk is and Ill do it myself, said Daisy.


    The butler, Curzon, had heavy eyebrows and they nearly disappeared under his hair-line. You are ladys maid to Lady Rose Summer, are you not?


    Yes.


    And you are?


    Daisy Levine.


    Levine, I suggest in future you remember your place. You should have rung the bell.


    Now Im here, I may as well get it, said Daisy pertly.


    Oh, let her get it, snapped the cook. Were all exhausted.


    She took down a tin of Bournville cocoa and placed it with a jug of milk on the table, along with a small pan.


    Ta, said Daisy.


    Curzon headed off out of the kitchen, followed by three footmen carrying trays of drinks and sandwiches.


    You got on the wrong side of him, said the cook.


    Dont care. Dont live here, thank God, said Daisy. Youd think theyd have built a modern house instead of this castle.


    Its not bad. Theres a lot of help and the stoves gas. The last place I worked they hadnt changed anything in the kitchen since the eighteenth century. And gaslight everywhere here. No need for oil lamps.


    Some houses in London have electricity, said Daisy.


    Im Mrs Mason, volunteered the cook. Your young lady got herself a bit of a reputation.


    Wasnt her fault, said Daisy.


    Lady Rose should be careful. Some of these young men like to roam the corridors when theyve had too much to drink.


    Daisy carefully measured cocoa into a cup, lifted the pan from the stove, and carefully filled a cup.


    Thanks, said Daisy, heading for the door.


    Ring the bell next time, said Mrs Mason. Old Curzon is a stickler for etiquette.


    Daisy made her way rapidly back up to the tower. But when she entered Roses room, it was to find her mistress was fast asleep. Daisy turned off the gaslight and sat down in a corner and sipped the cocoa.


    It would be the way of the world, she thought, if Rose were regarded as some sort of fallen woman. Men never got the blame. She finished the cocoa and went out again and listened. The guests were beginning to retire for the night. Daisy sat and waited and waited. It might be as well to take precautions.


    Jolly useful having cards on the doors, whispered Freddy to Tristram an hour later. The bed candle he was holding dripped hot wax on his hand and he swore. All the gaslight had been turned off for the night.


    I say, said Tristram, staggering and holding on to the wall for support, we wont go too far, will we?


    Bit of a kiss and a cuddle. Say she asked us to call. With her reputation, whos going to believe her? Freddy giggled and hiccupped. Hold the candle up so as I can read the card on the door. I thought this was her room.


    No, its that old fright, Mrs Jerry Trumpington. Try the one below.


    They staggered together back down the staircase. Here, lets try this door, said Freddy. Ah, got it. Here we go.


    He opened the door gently and they both approached the bed on which a silent figure lay asleep.


    Freddy lay down on one side of the figure and Tristram on the other.


    Now, whispered Freddy. He grabbed the sleeping figure.


    Which shot up and screamed and screamed. A shaft of moonlight fell on the terrified features of Mrs Jerry Trumpington.


    Sorry, babbled Freddy. Thought it was my room.


    Mrs Trumpingtons ladys maid rushed in and began to scream as well. Sir Gerald Burke appeared in the doorway. Freddy and Tristram tried to get past him but he blocked the way. More guests began to appear carrying bed candles.


    Daisy joined the crowd. When all attention was focused on the guilty pair, she slid Roses card neatly out of the holder and put back Mrs Trumpingtons card.


    What is going on here? demanded Lord Hedley.


    Frightfully sorry, wrong room, pleaded Freddy.


    But Mrs Trumpington had recovered from her fright. As her maid lit the gaslight, a distinctly salacious look began to appear in her small eyes.


    Two of you got into my bed. Why was that?


    Two much to drink, said Tristram desperately.


    Oh, you naughty, naughty boys, said Mrs Trumpington.


    Whats the matter? Mr Trumpington, a small man with a beaten air, shuffled to the front of the crowd wrapped in a violently coloured silk dressing-gown.


    Mrs Trumpington laughed. I do believe these wicked, wicked boys were trying to seduce me.


    Cant be true, said her husband. I mean, why?


    Downstairs, you two, said the marquess to Freddy and Tristram. The rest of you go to bed.


    Daisy slipped quietly back up to Roses room. Rose was fast asleep. She had not awakened during the whole commotion.


    Rose entered the breakfast room the following morning still blissfully unaware of the happenings of the night before. One long sideboard was laden with a row of silver dishes kept hot by spirit lamps. There was a choice of poached or scrambled eggs, bacon, ham, sausages, devilled kidneys, haddock and kedgeree. An even larger sideboard offered pressed beef, ham, tongue, galantines, cold roast pheasant, grouse, partridge and ptarmigan. A side table was heaped with fruit: melons, peaches, nectarines and raspberries. And in case anyone should prove to be still hungry  scones and toast and marmalade and honey and specially imported jams.


    Rose, an early riser, was relieved to see there was only one other guest in the breakfast room, Margaret Bryce-Cuddlestone.


    You look very bright and fresh, commented Margaret. Never tell me you slept through the whole thing.


    What whole thing?


    So Margaret told her. This is outrageous, exclaimed Rose when she had finished. Id better go home.


    These things happen. No one else will mention it to you and the two culprits will never dare even approach you again. It is my belief that someone took the card from your door and put it on Mrs Trumpingtons door. Mr Pomfret and Tristram Baker-Willis were so fuddled with drink that they had lost their minds.


    Rose still looked distressed, so Margaret said, Just think of it. The awful Mrs Trumpington remains convinced it was her favours they were after.


    Rose began to laugh. Thats better, said Margaret. Lets go for a walk after breakfast.


    I suppose Id better get Daisy to accompany me.


    Daisy?


    My ladys maid.


    You call her Daisy?


    Her surname is Levine and my mother wanted me to rename her Baxter, but I didnt like that so I compromise by using her Christian name.


    Yes, bring her along. I call mine by her first name. She is Colette Bougier and she complained that the English servants called her Booger. As she is a very good ladys maid I capitulated and now I call her Colette.


    The castle gardens lay outside the walls. The ladys maids walked behind their mistresses, who had both changed into walking clothes after breakfast.


    Colette put her hand on Daisys arm, causing her to stop until Margaret and Rose had moved out of earshot. Terrible last night, was it not? she whispered. The way they do go on. In France one keeps the mistress discreetly hidden.


    My lady is nobodys mistress, said Daisy hotly.


    I did not mean that. I mean, they say they put the cards on the bedroom doors so everyone can know which is their room, yes?


    Yes, surely


    No, it is because perhaps some gentleman is protected from making the dreadful mistake of sleeping with his wife instead of his mistress.


    You mean they aint got no morals, said Daisy and quickly corrected herself, ever mindful of Roses teaching. They havent any morals?


    Only the young ladies go on as if they are in the convent


    Going to be a dull party, then, said Daisy cheerfully. Mostly young ladies.


    Ah, but even they can fall. I know . . .


    Colette! My shawl, called Margaret, And do keep up with us.


    Colette ran forward and wrapped the Paisley shawl she had been carrying around her mistresss shoulders.


    Rose had been telling Margaret all about Sir Geoffrey Blandon and how her father had hired a certain Captain Cathcart to find out about him.


    Ive heard a rumour about a certain captain who fixes things, covers up scandals, things like that. Whats he like?


    Nothing out of the common way, said Rose stiffly. Quite rude, in fact.


    Has he done any more work for your father?


    Rose longed to tell her new friend all about the kings aborted visit but decided that it was something she could never talk about. No, and I hope I never see Captain Cathcart again.


    The house party settled down to a routine of shooting and hunting for the men in the afternoons while the ladies read or sewed or played croquet. Then, after another long boring dinner, there were charades or cards. Rose found the company of Sir Gerald Burke amusing and her new friendship with Margaret enjoyable, and yet she longed to go home.


    There was an atmosphere in the castle she did not like  almost at times a feeling of menace.


    And yet the marquess paid her a great deal of fatherly attention. Finding out she liked to read, he took her on a tour of his library, proudly showing off leather-bound books bought by the yard from the bookseller, with little attention to content.


    The weather had turned dark and stormy and the folly of having arrow slits in the walls of the towers was soon revealed as the wind screeched through them like so many banshees.


    One particularly vile night, Rose sat up in bed reading a novel by H.G. Wells, unable to sleep because of the noise of the wind. Draughts were everywhere, seeping through the windows and under the doors, causing the flames of the candles to flicker.


    And then she thought she heard a voice calling, Fetch the doctor.


    She got out of bed just as Daisy came into the room. I heard something, my lady. Did you hear it?


    It sounded like someone calling for a doctor. I hope nothing has happened to Miss Bryce-Cuddlestone. Pass me my dressing-gown, Daisy.


    Im coming with you, said Daisy.


    Wrapped in dressing-gowns, they opened the door. There were faint sounds coming from downstairs on the left.


    They went down the stairs, the light from their bed candles throwing up great shadows on the stone walls. Then there was a scream.


    I think its from the other tower. Its along this corridor here, whispered Daisy.


    They made their way along the long corridor which connected the towers. Lady Hedley appeared from a room at the end of the corridor. Her face was chalk-white and she had a handkerchief pressed to her lips.


    Go back to your room, Lady Rose, she said. We are waiting for the doctor. Miss Gore-Desmond is . . . has been . . . is ill.


    But other guests appeared behind Rose and they all clustered forward despite the marchionesss protests.


    The gaslight was flaring in Mary Gore-Desmonds room. Rose had a brief glimpse of a still figure on the bed, the marquess, the butler, the housekeeper, and Mr Jerry Trumpington, when the marquess turned round and with his face red with anger shouted at them to go away.


    I wonder if theyll manage to get a doctor on a night like this, whispered Daisy. I think shes dead.


    
      
    


    CHAPTER SIX


    We are at the cross-ways. If we stand on in the old happy-go-lucky way, the richer classes ever growing in wealth and in number, and ever declining in responsibility, the very poor remaining plunged or plunging even deeper into helpless, hopeless misery, then I think there is nothing before us but savage strife between class and class.


    Winston Churchill, speech at Leicester, 1909


    Daisy! What are you doing?


    Rose had just come down to the main hall on her way to breakfast the following morning to find Daisy standing with her ear pressed against the door of the earls study.


    Sorry, said Daisy, darting guiltily away from the door and joining her mistress. But its ever so interesting.


    Dont say ever so, Rose corrected automatically. You should not listen at doors. Its vulgar.


    Lord Hedley is in a right rage. Seems its not the usual doctor but a new one, the old one having popped his clogs last week.


    Daisy!


    And he wont sign the death certificate!


    Now Daisy had Roses full attention. Why not?


    Seems like this new doctor, a Dr Perriman, well, he says its arsenic poisoning, of that hes sure. Lord Hedley, he says, So what? He says a lot of ladies take arsenic to clear the skin and shes overdone it. Dr Perriman says hes already phoned the police and Lord Hedley is raging and saying hell have him drummed out of the medical profession.


    There was a thunderous knocking at the door and both women jumped nervously.


    The hallboy, who had been slumbering in a chair near the door, awoke with a start and rushed to open it.


    A police sergeant stood there, with a constable at his side. The butler, Curzon, appeared in the hall.


    The police sergeant said something in a low voice and then both policemen were led off to the study.


    The castle was hushed and sombre. The wind had died down but great black clouds still tore across the sky.


    Rose was once more on her way downstairs for afternoon tea when she heard Curzon announcing in tones of doom, Detective Superintendent Kerridge.


    The superintendent and another detective vanished into the marquesss study. Rose joined Margaret and the others in the drawing-room where a lavish afternoon tea was being served.


    The American twins, Harriet and Deborah Peterson, were whispering together. The rest were moodily silent until Mrs Trumpington raised her voice. Who just arrived? I heard a carriage. Curzon?


    The butler, who had entered the room after Rose, said, Persons from Scotland Yard have arrived, madam.


    Oh, this is ridiculous. Mrs Trumpington selected a large slice of Madeira cake, scoffed it down, brushed off the crumbs which decorated her jet-embroidered gown, and declared, I mean, the silly girl obviously took arsenic for her skin. Took too much, thats all. And anyway, that doctor had no right to jump to the conclusion that it was poisoning. And how does he even know it was arsenic?


    He says she smelled of garlic, said Sir Gerald Burke.


    So?


    Evidently a sign of arsenic poisoning. Then she vomited all over the place and


    Ladies present. I say, interrupted Harry Trenton.


    You did ask, remarked Gerald languidly. Its all such a bore. I suppose we will all have to be interviewed by the police.


    Lady Sarah Trenton gasped and fell back in her chair with her eyes closed.


    Has she fainted? asked Neddie Freemantle.


    Acting as usual, said Frederica Sutherland roundly. Shes always acting and posing.


    Sarah opened her eyes and glared at them all. I have delicate sensibilities which the rest of you seem to lack.


    Did they find arsenic in her room among her cosmetics? asked Margaret.


    I dont know, said Mrs Trumpington. Ask the maids. Theres been an army of them in there cleaning up and laying her out.


    Thats destroying evidence, gasped Rose.


    They all stared at her and she flushed at being suddenly the centre of so much attention. Its just that Scotland Yard has recently opened a fingerprint bureau. If the room had not been cleaned, they could have taken all our fingerprints and discovered if there was anyone who had been in her room.


    Trust our walking encyclopaedia to know that, said Gerald waspishly, and Rose, who had begun to regard him as a friend, gave him a hurt look.


    The door opened and Lord Hedley came in. The police want to interview you one at a time. Sorry about this. Its all the fault of that doctor, Perriman. First its the working classes getting uppity; now its the middle classes. They make trouble to get their revenge on us.


    Why would they want to do that? asked Rose.


    Envy. Pure envy, said the marquess. Your parents phoned, young lady. I told them there was no need to travel here. Once this trivial matter has been resolved, we can all relax and enjoy ourselves. Now, the police will begin with the ladies. Lady Rose? Perhaps you should go first.


    Why? Rose wanted to ask. But she got up and followed the marquess through a door in the hall and along a corridor. Ive put him in the estate office, said the marquess. He ushered Rose in and closed the door.


    Rose and Kerridge took stock of each other. Kerridge saw a very beautiful girl in high-boned white lace blouse and tailored skirt. Rose saw a thickset grey-haired man, with calm grey eyes and a thick grey moustache, standing behind a desk.


    Please be seated, my lady, said Kerridge. Another detective sat a little away from Kerridge and a policeman with a large notebook was perched on a hard chair in a corner of the room. A stuffed fox glared down from the wall behind the desk, its mouth open in a snarl.


    Now, Lady Rose, said Kerridge, where were you on the night Miss Gore-Desmond died?


    I was in my room and I heard someone shouting  I think shouting, Get a doctor. My maid and I put on our dressing-gowns and followed the sound of the voices. Lady Hedley came out of what I now know to have been Miss Gore-Desmonds room. She said Miss Gore-Desmond had been taken ill. I had a glimpse inside the room of Lord Hedley, the butler and housekeeper, and, I think, Mr Trumpington. I am afraid that is all I can tell you.


    What kind of lady was Miss Gore-Desmond?


    I didnt really get to know her. She seemed  well, prickly, as if she despised us all.


    Did she favour any gentleman in particular?


    Not that I noticed. She sewed a lot. Petit point. She did not converse much, or if she did, I did not notice. Will that be all?


    Just one other thing. Do you know a certain Captain Harry Cathcart?


    High colour stained Roses cheeks. I believe he is an acquaintance of my father.


    The bridge and the station at Stacey Magna were blown up.


    Yes, but what has that to do with the death of Miss Gore-Desmond?


    Just curious. Have you any idea who was responsible?


    The Bolsheviks, of course. Everyone knows that.


    Rose thought she heard him mutter, Except me, but could not be sure.


    That will be all for now. Shall I ring for a footman?


    I can find my own way back, thank you.


    He consulted a list. Would you be so kind as to ask the Misses Harriet and Deborah Peterson to step along?


    Certainly.


    Why did you ask her about that business at Stacey Magna? asked Inspector Judd.


    Because I have a nagging feeling that it had more to do with stopping the king visiting than any plot by Bolsheviks. But wed better stick to this business here. Whats worrying you, Judd? Youve a face like a fiddle.


    You say this Lord Hedley is rich.


    Yes, very.


    And yet you say those suits of armour are fake? Why didnt he have real ones?


    No feel for history. I was reading up on this place. There used to be a beautiful house here and Lord Hedleys father tore it down and took out all the Adam furniture and burnt it all. He built this about thirty years ago, when everyone wanted everything to look like something out of the Knights of the Round Table.


    The American sisters entered the room and Kerridge began to question them. After they had left he worked his way through all the guests, ending up with the Marchioness of Hedley.


    Are you going to be long? she asked.


    No, my lady, said Kerridge soothingly. Just a few questions.


    No. Meant are you going to be long here? Tiresome. Cant abide policemen.


    This may be a case of murder, said Kerridge severely.


    Tish, tosh! Silly girl used the stuff as a cosmetic. Thats all.


    Did she have any enemies? pursued Kerridge doggedly.


    Well, nobody liked her. I didnt.


    Why, my lady?


    Why what?


    Why did you not like her?


    No grace. No manners. Ferrety little thing.


    Why did you invite her?


    Hedleys idea. Well have a seasons-failures party. Thats what he said.


    But the Misses Peterson, the Americans, have not yet had a season.


    Them? Theyre foreigners. Need all the help they can get.


    Was Miss Gore-Desmond romantically involved with any of the gentleman?


    Not that I noticed. My husband will speak to your superiors. And the


    Prime Minister, Kerridge finished for her.


    Him, too. Now bustle along. Silly doctor. Not one of us.


    After she had left, Kerridge heaved a sigh. Better start on the servants. I hear someone arriving. He walked to the window and looked down into the courtyard. A smart new motor car had just pulled up. Getting out of it was a tall man accompanied by a servant.


    Kerridge rang the bell and waited until a footman appeared. Who is the new arrival? he asked.


    I believe a Captain Harry Cathcart has arrived, sir.


    Indeed, said the superintendent thoughtfully. Now I wonder what hes doing here.


    Where are you to be lodged? the captain asked his manservant.


    With all the valets and ladys maids, accommodation is limited. I am to share a room with Freddy Pomfrets valet.


    Find out what the servants are saying about this mysterious death.


    Of course.


    Im uneasy about this one, said Harry. Hedley wants me to fix things so that it will appear as an accidental death. But I dont see myself covering up for a murder.


    I will find out what I can, sir. The dressing bell has just gone. We have our new tailored suit.


    We, Becket?


    I understand that is the way menservants talk, sir.


    Dont do it. It reminds me of the nursery.


    Very good, sir.


    At the dinner table, Harry covertly studied the other guests. Rose was looking beautiful in a creamy-white evening dress trimmed with spotted net frills and baby ribbon. She caught him looking at her and gave him a hard stare before turning to Freddy Pomfret on her right.


    Harry gave a mental shrug and addressed Mrs Jerry Trumpington, seated on his left. Bad business, he began.


    Oh, itll be over soon, said Mrs Trumpington indistinctly through a mouthful of quail. Fuss about nothing.


    So you think it was an accident?


    Of course. Parents are abroad but heading back fast. Pity for them. Still, it couldnt be anything else. Unless you can be murdered for being a dismal failure at your first season. Which is exactly what all these girls were  except the Americans. Great dowries. Theyll go fast. And Hedley will have made bit of money out of it.


    Money? How?


    Yes, but more, more. Mrs Trumpington broke off to address a footman serving fish.


    Ah, where was I? Ah, yes, the men are paying for a chance at the Americans and the gels parents are paying in the hope that their daughters will make a match.


    I would not have thought our host needed the money.


    Greedy. Thats what he is. Mrs Trumpington filled her mouth with fish.


    Harry turned to Miss Maisie Chatterton on his other side. Are you bearing up? he asked her.


    Yeth, whispered Maisie. I telephoned Mama and told her to come and get me and she wouldnt cos she thaid that a drama like this would bring out the knight errant in the gentlemen and get me a proposal.


    And has it?


    No, theyre all after the Americans. Snot fair. Theyre not Bwitish.


    Did you know Miss Gore-Desmond well?


    No.


    Was she hoping for a husband?


    Odd. She said she didnt need to look. Was already spoken for.


    By whom?


    Dont know. Youre as bad as the police. All these questions. Maisie giggled and rapped him on the arm with her fan.


    Dinner was a shorter affair than usual. The men spent very little time over their port and cigars before joining the ladies in the drawing-room.


    Harry found himself drawn to Roses side. Captain Cathcart, she said coldly, why are you here?


    Late guest.


    I do not believe it. I believe Hedley wants you to use your grubby skills to get rid of the police. What are you going to do? Blow up the castle?


    I hadnt thought of that. Do you think it murder?


    I dont know. When did you arrive?


    This afternoon. I have a splendid new motor car, a Lanchester.


    Nasty, smelly things. Its a fad. Itll never catch on.


    Lady Rose, the horse is a thing of the past. Some of the cabs in London are already motorized.


    Of almost twenty-five thousand vehicles which passed along Piccadilly in one day of this year, said Rose, less than four hundred were motor cars. Now what does that tell you?


    It tells me that you have a fantastic memory for facts, and that memory of yours has led you to believe your intelligence superior. I think you are showing off I think that desire to show off has blinded you to the obvious fact that the motor vehicle is here to stay.


    Rose walked away from him, her face flaming. Margaret came to join her. The handsome captain appears to have insulted you.


    Hes insufferable, hissed Rose.


    What did he say?


    He insists the motor car is here to stay.


    Hes quite right. Was that all?


    Rose suddenly felt she had made a fool of herself Oh, he said other things. How are you?


    Worried. I cannot find Colette. I had to dress myself for dinner. Do you think your maid might know where she is?


    Ill find out, said Rose. She summoned a footman and told him to fetch Daisy.


    She waited until Daisy entered the drawing-room and she and Margaret went up to her.


    Colette is missing, said Margaret. Do you know where she is?


    Colette didnt appear for dinner in the housekeepers room, said Daisy. So the housekeeper sent one of the maids to her room but she wasnt there.


    Does she have a room off yours? Rose asked Margaret.


    No, you were favoured.


    I know where it is, said Daisy.


    Would you please go there and find out if her belongings are still there?


    Daisy bobbed a curtsy and left the room.


    Has she ever disappeared before? Rose asked Margaret.


    Never.


    They waited impatiently until Daisy reappeared. Her clothes are gone and her suitcase, she said. Why would she go like that?


    Margaret sighed. Ill need to engage another. May I share Daisy with you?


    Daisy and Rose exchanged startled looks. Daisy had learned a great deal quickly but was far from being a perfect ladys maid, but Rose did not know how she could possibly refuse her new friend.


    Of course, she said. You may go, Daisy.


    Daisy had just left the room when she heard a voice behind her, calling her name. She turned round and saw the tall figure of Harry Cathcart, who had just emerged from the drawing-room.


    She bobbed a curtsy. Sir?


    I overheard something about a missing ladys maid.


    Thats Colette, Miss Bryce-Cuddlestones maid.


    When did she disappear?


    Today, sometime or another, sir.


    Would you please take me to her room?


    Follow me, sir.


    Daisy, who knew that the captain had been brought to Stacey Court to deter the kings visit, having been part of the plot herself, shrewdly guessed he had been summoned by the marquess to help to subdue any scandal. Servants gossip had also informed her that it was Captain Cathcart who had found out what a cad Blandon was.


    They reached the servants quarters at the top of the castle, stopping on a landing to pick up and light candles, gaslight not extending to the servants rooms. Daisy led the way along an uncarpeted corridor and pushed open a door.


    Why did she have a room of her own? asked Harry. There are so many visiting servants.


    This is one of the smallest and her mistress was one of the first arrivals.


    Harry looked around  a cupboard with a curtain over it to serve as a wardrobe, a chest of drawers, a narrow bed, a table and chair, and a hooked rug beside the bed on bare floorboards.


    Daisy held back the curtain over the cupboard. See! All her clothes have gone.


    Harry set his candle in its flat stick on the table. He opened the top drawer of the chest of drawers and then the lower ones.


    He turned again and surveyed the room. Then he went over to the bed, stripped off the covers and threw them on the floor, and then pulled up the thin mattress. Bring the candle over here, he ordered.


    Daisy held her candle high as she joined him. Lying under the mattress was a silver locket, a cigarette case, and a piece of fine lace.


    Do you think she stole those items?


    I think she put them there for safe-keeping, said Daisy. Lady Rose gave me a bracelet and I keep it under my mattress here in case anyone tries to steal it.


    Odd, said Harry. Did you ever talk to her?


    Only a little when our ladies were out for a walk. She was talking about morals and saying about the cards on the bedroom doors being there so that the gentlemen would know which room to visit during the night. But she said young ladies were strictly protected. I said that since the party was mostly young ladies, thered be no goings-on. Something like that. And she said, But some of them can fall. I know . . . And then Miss Bryce-Cuddlestone called for her shawl, so I never did find out what she was talking about.


    Harry stood still for a moment. Then he replaced the mattress and the bedclothes. Youd best keep quiet about this for the moment, he said.


    If Miss Gore-Desmond was murdered and Colette knew something and was maybe paid to go away, said Daisy, you wouldnt cover up something like that, sir?


    No, I couldnt. Is the superintendent resident in the castle?


    No, sir, hes at the Telby Arms.


    Id better see him sometime early tomorrow morning, said Harry, half to himself. That will be all, Daisy. Lets go.


    They left the room and began to walk back along the corridor and downstairs.


    Why did you decide to become a ladys maid? asked Harry.


    Lady Rose offered me the job.


    And do you like it?


    Yes. Ever so.


    Is anyone courting Lady Rose?


    Not yet. But they will.


    Yes, I suppose she will not stay single for long. Society has short memories.


    Although Daisy had promised not to say anything, she thought that promise only concerned the other servants and so told Rose what had happened.


    This is fascinating, said Rose when she had finished. Do you know what time Captain Cathcart plans to leave in the morning?


    I could find out from Becket, his manservant.


    Would you do that, Daisy?


    Ill try. But if hes retired for the night, I cant go to the mens quarters.


    See if you can find him.


    Daisy went downstairs to the kitchens where the staff were preparing dishes of sandwiches. Has anyone seen Becket? Captain Cathcarts man?


    His master has just rung for him, said the butler.


    Daisy went back upstairs from tower to tower, studying the names on the doors until she found the right one. She retreated a little way and hid in an alcove. At last, she heard the door opening and Beckets voice saying, Seven in the morning. Certainly, sir.


    Daisy moved out of the alcove. Mr Becket, she whispered. I need to talk to you.


    Harry stood in the courtyard in the morning, waiting for Becket to bring the motor car round.


    Good morning, Captain Cathcart.


    He started and turned round. Rose was standing there, heavily veiled, accompanied by Daisy.


    Why are you about so early, Lady Rose? he asked.


    To accompany you to see the superintendent.


    Harry glared at Daisy, who blushed and muttered, I only told my lady.


    And why should you want to see the superintendent?


    Because I can be of help, said Rose. Although outwardly calm, Rose was inwardly frightened he would refuse. She was sure he had been invited to try to hush things up and she was determined to see that he did not do so.


    He stood looking at her thoughtfully. Then he said, You may be of use. But do not interrupt when I am talking to the superintendent.


    Superintendent Kerridge was just sitting down to a breakfast of black pudding, kidneys, and bacon and eggs when the landlord informed him that there was a party from the castle to see him.


    Send them in, ordered Kerridge.


    He stood up as Harry and Rose entered the room. May I offer you something? asked Kerridge.


    No, we will breakfast later, said Harry.


    Kerridge waited until they had seated themselves at the table. He studied the captain. Where was the silly ass he had interviewed in Chelsea? This version of Harry Cathcart looked hard and intelligent. He was determined to go on eating. I mean, he thought bitterly, that was the upper classes for you. Drop in and interrupt a good breakfast when it suited them. Well, come the revolution, theyd be singing a different tune. Did they ever stop to think that the food that was no doubt being laid out in the breakfast room of the castle would be enough to feed the poor of this village for months? No, not them.


    You are sneering, Mr Kerridge, commented Rose.


    Kerridge flushed a guilty red. Bad tooth, my lady. Now, what is the reason for your visit?


    Harry told him about the disappearing ladys maid and of Daisys brief conversation with her.


    Servants disappear the whole time, said Kerridge.


    Harry then told him about the items hidden under the mattress.


    The thing is, said Kerridge after he had defiantly munched a kidney, I do not understand your interest in this. It is not your ladys maid, Lady Rose.


    I think she has been murdered because of what she knew, said Rose. I think you should get men from the new fingerprint bureau down here to dust Colettes room. Then you can fingerprint everyone in the castle. The captains fingerprints will be there, of course, as will those of my maid, but you can eliminate them.


    My lady, I am charmed by your interest in modern police methods, said Kerridge, pointing a sausage impaled on a fork at her, but what will happen is this. Lord Hedley, I am sure, has phoned several people in high places. Later today, I will be told to close the case.


    But the doctor will not sign the death certificate! exclaimed Rose.


    No doubt, given the right pressure, the police pathologist will. Deaths from cosmetic arsenic are quite common.


    But Colette . . .?


    A ladys maid? A foreign ladys maid? A French ladys maid?


    I will be open with you, Superintendent, said Harry.


    About time, if I may say so, sir. You played the fool very well when I saw you before about the bombs at Stacey Magna.


    Oh, that, said Harry with a dismissive wave of his hand. Forget that. This is important. I have been summoned here by Hedley to hush this up.


    Why you?


    I am considered diplomatic


    So why didnt you keep the maids disappearance to yourself?


    I cannot condone murder, Mr Kerridge.


    Kerridge sighed. I will do my best in the short time I am sure I have got left. But you can forget about fingerprinting the guests, Lady Rose. Can you imagine the outcry? I wish to keep my job.


    I would have thought a desire to right a wrong and bring a criminal to justice would be more important than your job, snapped Rose.


    Oh, really? And then what? You lot dont live in the real world. While youre up there stuffing your faces, people in this village are starving.


    You forget yourself, admonished Harry.


    He is quite right, said Rose. The superintendent shall have our help. I shall find out what I can from the female guests, and you, Captain, can concentrate on the men. Daisy and Becket can find out what they can from the servants.


    We will do what we can, said Harry with a note of irritation in his voice, for he felt Rose was being downright unwomanly. I would advise you to keep your radical views to yourself in future, Superintendent, particularly in the presence of ladies.


    Oh, tish, said Rose with a dismissive wave of her hand.


    Theyre up there a long time, said Daisy to Becket as they sat in the empty taproom.


    How do you like being a ladys maid? asked Becket.


    Its all right. But so much to learn. Ive got to wash my ladys silk stockings and Im frightened Ill damage them.


    You wash them with soap and water and simmer them gently. For a blue shade, put a drop of liquid blue in a pan of cold spring water and run the stockings through this for a minute or two, and dry them. For a pink dye, same process but with one or two drops of pink dye. For a flesh colour, add a little rose-pink in a thin soap liquor, rub them with a clean flannel and mangle them.


    Ere! cried Daisy, her Cockney accent to the fore. I didnt think I needed to colour them. And how do you know all this?


    I had never been a gentlemans gentleman before, so I read a great deal on the subject. I often found myself reading advice to ladys maids as well.


    What about corsets?


    You take out the steels in front and sides, lay them on a flat surface and use a small brush and a lather of white Castile soap to scrub the corsets. Run under cold water and leave to dry. Dont iron.


    Youre a mine of information. Do you think Colette was murdered?


    If she knew something, someone might have paid her to go away, said Becket.


    After Harry had driven them back to the castle, he helped Rose to alight and asked curiously, Do you think you will like detective work?


    Perhaps.


    He smiled down at her, a smile which illuminated his normally harsh face. Why are you so interested in helping me?


    I would like to give you a worthy motive, said Rose. It is simply because I am bored.


    The light went out from his face and his eyes had the old shuttered look.


    Daisy followed Rose up the stairs to their room. My lady, said Daisy, it may not be my place to say so, but you must learn to flirt.


    Why?


    Because one day a handsome mans going to come along and someone else is going to snap him up.


    Rose looked amused. Why are you so suddenly interested in my lack of flirting?


    It was when the captain asked you why you were helping him and he had ever such a nice smile, my lady, and you said it was because you was bored.


    What should I have said?


    You could have said it in a jokey sort of voice and dropped your eyelashes like this and then given a little smile.


    I am not romantically interested in Captain Cathcart.


    Would do to practise on.


    Rose sat down in front of the dressing-table mirror and stared moodily at her reflection while Daisy took the pins out of her hat and removed it.


    You know, Daisy, it is this pressure of marriage which annoys and depresses me. There are women in London earning their living.


    Not ladies.


    There are respectable middle-class ladies working in offices. There is nothing up the middle classes. They have sound moral values, said Rose as if commenting on some obscure tribe of Amazonian Indians.


    If you say so, my lady.


    I will now go down to breakfast and see what I can find out. I will start with my new friend, Miss Bryce-Cuddlestone.


    Dont get too friendly, my lady. She could have murdered that Gore-Desmond woman herself.


    Nonsense.


    Poisonings a womans game.
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