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TO THE READER

We occasionally (and deliberately) leave plot elements unresolved in our books, with the intention of taking them up later.  Death at Glamis Castle is a continuation of two previous books:  Death at Whitechapel, which dealt with Prince Albert Victor, Duke of Clarence and Avondale, eldest son of Bertie and Alexandra, and heir presumptive to the throne of Great Britain; and  Death at Rottingdean, in which a German agent, Ludwig von Hauptmann, attempts to smuggle arms into England in preparation for an invasion. In this book, we continue the story of the unfortunate prince for whom the crown was a curse that he could not escape, and his unwitting role in the Great Game.

 

Robin Paige 
Bill and Susan Albert 
Bertram, Texas 
December 2001




CAST OF CHARACTERS * Indicates historical persons

Glamis Castle: Visitors, Residents, Staff

Charles, Lord Sheridan, Baron Somersworth

Lady Kathryn Ardleigh Sheridan, Baroness Somersworth, aka Beryl Bardwell

 

*Prince Albert Victor Christian Edward (Eddy), aka Lord Osborne, Duke of Clarence and Avondale, eldest son of King Edward VII and Queen Alexandra

*Princess Victoria (Toria), daughter of King Edward VII and Queen Alexandra

 

*Lady Glamis (Cecilia Bowes-Lyon), wife of Lord Glamis, eldest son of Claude Bowes-Lyon, thirteenth Earl of Strathmore

*Lady Elizabeth Bowes-Lyon, youngest daughter of Lord and Lady Glamis, afterward wife of King George VI and mother of Queen Elizabeth II, beloved as the Queen Mother

 

Angus Duff, Glamis estate factor

Simpson, house steward

Hilda Memsdorff MacDonald, housemaid (deceased)

Flora MacDonald, housemaid, daughter of Hilda MacDonald

Gladys, housemaid

 

Mrs. Leslie, housekeeper

 

Mrs. Thompson, cook

 

Mrs. Wollie, laundress

Sally, kitchenmaid

Douglas Hamilton, assistant gamekeeper

 

Glamis Village, Residents and Visitors

Doctor Henry Ogilvy, village physician and the King’s Coroner

 

Oliver Graham, village constable

 

Herman Memsdorff, visitor from Edinburgh, nephew of Hilda MacDonald

 

Alan Donovan, visiting collector of Scottish ballads

 

Taiso, itinerant gypsy tinker

 

Military and Diplomatic Personnel

Colonel John Paddington, Coldstream Guards

Captain Andrew Kirk-Smythe, British Intelligence

 

*Friedrich von Holstein, First Counselor, Political Department, German Foreign Ministry

 

Count Ludwig von Hauptmann, German Intelligence




Speed, bonnie boat, like a bird on the wing,
“Onward,” the sailors cry;
Carry the lad that’s born to be king
Over the sea to Skye.


 

“Skye Boat Song”

 

 

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor; and shalt be
What thou art promised.


 

Macbeth
William Shakespeare





PROLOGUE
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Sing me a song of a lad that is gone,
 Say, could that lad be I?
 Merry of soul he sailed on a day
 Over the sea to Skye.
 

Give me again all that was there,
 Give me the sun that shone!
 Give me the eyes, give me the soul,
 Give me the lad that’s gone!


 

“Songs of Travel” Robert Louis Stevenson

 

 

 

 

Huddled in the back of the cold, damp cave, under a heap of loose straw, the man woke with a start. His hands were bound behind him and he was gagged, nor was this the full extent of his discomforts. He couldn’t remember when he had last eaten a full meal, or worn dry clothing, or slept in a dry bed. All he could remember was the cold, wet, unending slog through wild and desolate glens and dismal forests, where he stumbled often, his clothes wet through from falling into rippling burns, his arms and legs scraped and bruised from tumbling down rocky banks. It seemed as  if he had been wandering for centuries; his past life, whatever that may once have been, was now utterly obliterated, and he recalled only that he had been shut up somewhere in a castle, was mindful only that he must reach the Isle of Skye, where there was refuge and safety and a ship that would take him to France.

He closed his eyes, wishing that his head did not hurt, that he could think more clearly, that he knew what day it was. He had been dragged from the castle in the evening—one or two evenings ago?—and had been brought to this cave, and bound and gagged and hidden under the straw. From time to time, when both of the men were there, they’d let him loose to answer the call of nature. Then they’d given him a piece of dry bread and a cup of tea, and tied him up again, heaping straw over him to hide him.

He groaned despairingly. His men, those faithful Highlanders who had rallied to the Stuart flag of Bonnie Prince Charlie—where were they now? Lost in the forest? Dead on the bloody field at Culloden? Or just as likely waylaid and murdered by Cumberland’s bloody British troops, who had for the past months pursued him through the Highlands like a wounded stag. And it was not only him they were after, but all those who had given him their trust, killing and plundering and burning, even among the peaceful clans who had not joined the Forty-five Rebellion.

And where was Flora, the young woman who had served him so long and so devotedly? If only she were here, all would be well, for she had the strength he seemed now to lack, courage and strength and common sense. If Flora were with him, she would see him to Skye, and safety, and the ship to France.

Even if he could manage to free himself, he knew he would never reach Skye without Flora’s help.

Without Flora, he was lost.




 CHAPTER ONE

Wednesday, 14 August 1901 Housesteads, Northumberland
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We now enter Housesteads, this city of the dead. All is silent; but dead indeed to all human sympathies must the soul of that man be who, in each broken column, each turf-covered mound, each deserted hall, does not recognize a voice telling him, trumpet-tongued, of the rise and fall of empires, of the doom and ultimate destiny of man.

 

The Handbook of the Roman Wall, 1885
J. Collingwood Bruce

 

 

 

 

Finding a comfortable spot among the basalt outcrop-pings, Kate Sheridan set down her camera, dropped her canvas pack, and took several long breaths. Climbing to the top of the craggy peak had not been easy, but her perch afforded a stunning view of the rugged north country.

Below and to the east, she could see the remains of the old Roman Wall erected at the command of the Emperor Hadrian, snaking across the green hills of Northumberland, its spiny ridge lost at last in the late-summer haze and clouds along the distant horizon. Nearer at hand lay what was left of the stone walls of Housesteads, the fortified Roman camp where her husband, Lord Charles Sheridan, was helping to complete the excavation of the main street, the via principalis, in the company of five or six members of the Newcastle Society of Antiquaries, and where Kate had been taking photographs. Earlier in the day, she had walked through the ancient fort with something like awe, treading on the stones that had been worn by the feet of Roman soldiers, tracing with her fingers the Latin words dedicating a stone altar to Jupiter, reflecting on the rise and fall of that long-ago empire and its gods, now all but forgotten in the crusade to build a new British Empire.

Kate picked up her camera—a compact twin-lens model—and looked through the viewfinder. This was a fine vantage point from which to take photographs, and she snapped several, intending to develop them that evening in her new portable developing tent. As she turned to take another, she noticed her husband, who was seated far beneath her on the stones of Hadrian’s Wall, gazing contemplatively over what had once been the home of the fierce and barbaric Picts. Not far away, their Panhard was parked at a precarious angle on the slope beneath Housesteads—the very first automobile, according to the Newcastle group, ever to have jolted its bone-jarring way to this section of the Wall.

When Kate finished taking pictures, she sat down and opened her pack, pulling out the packet of letters she had received that morning at the Princess Lodge in Haydon Bridge, where she and Charles had stayed the night before. The first smelled faintly of lemon furniture polish and was from her housekeeper Amelia, letting her know of the goings-on at Bishop’s Keep, where Kate and Charles lived for much of the year: the cozy, domestic details of kitchen and garden, of household staff and the nearby village of Dedham, that made home seem suddenly sweet and precious to her. They had been away for a fortnight on this trip, and  now that autumn was almost upon them, she was anxious to be back in East Anglia.

The second letter, informative but smelling of Indian cigars, was from Mr. Crombie, the master of Kate’s School for the Useful Arts. The school admitted a dozen women, most of whom came daily from the neighboring villages to study horticulture, dairying, bee-keeping, and orchard management. This ambitious project had been Kate’s dream for several years. If it succeeded, it would give its graduates the skills which would enable them to earn an independent living in rural areas, without the necessity of moving to a city to find work in some factory or sweatshop.

The third letter, much briefer and smelling of typewriter ink, came from her editor, thanking her for the manuscript of Death on the Moor, which she had submitted just before she and Charles had come away on holiday, and promising its publication in the early spring. This was indeed good news, but she had saved the very best letter until last. Chatty and casually affectionate, it was from Patrick, the fifteen-year-old boy whom she and Charles had taken as their own and who was now at Newmarket as an apprentice to George Lambton, one of the country’s leading horse trainers. Newmarket was near enough to Bishop’s Keep for Patrick to come home on the weekends, and she was looking forward with pleasure to seeing him again.

Kate replaced the letters in her pack and took out a fountain pen and notebook. Under the pseudonym of Beryl Bardwell, she had been a published writer for seven or eight years, first in her native New York (where she lived in a garret and composed penny dreadfuls for a sensation-hungry public), and after ’94 in England, where she had enjoyed a gratifying success as a novelist. Death on the Moor was a  gothic sort of thing, set on the wild, wind-swept reaches of Dartmoor and inspired by an adventure that she and Charles and Conan Doyle had shared earlier in the year. For her next effort, Beryl was thinking of an historical novel in the style of Sir Walter Scott, whose Waverly novels Kate was rereading with great delight. Unfortunately, historical fictions were not quite the thing in these modern days; with the death of the old Queen, the advent of a new King, and the coming of the twentieth century, everyone seemed to want to look into the future, not the past. But the estate bequeathed Kate by her aunts allowed Beryl to write whatever she pleased, and she had been further freed by her marriage to Charles, a landed peer—although his dutiful attendance in the House of Lords took her to London for longer periods than she liked and required her to perform tedious social obligations which she abhorred.

Kate gazed out across the landscape. For a time, she and Beryl had toyed with the idea of writing a novel set during the Roman occupation of Britain, but while they had enjoyed their visit to the Wall and had been impressed no end by the ancient fortifications, they hadn’t been inspired. In fact, Beryl’s well of inspiration seemed to have run entirely dry, and she couldn’t seem to find anything that enticed her. Now, after making a few notes about the landscape, just in case Beryl changed her mind about Roman Britain, Kate put the notebook away and picked up her camera again, thinking to take a photograph of Charles, who was still sitting on the Wall, gazing northward in the direction of Scotland. He did not seem aware that he was being approached from the rear by a man on horseback, in a very great hurry. The hair on the back of Kate’s neck prickled as she recognized the man as the local constable, whom they had met  the week before. She watched for a moment as the constable dismounted from his horse, ran up to Charles, and handed him an envelope.

With a small sigh, she stood up and reached for her pack. She had the feeling that their leisurely holiday was about to be interrupted.




 CHAPTER TWO
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TO LORD CHARLES SHERIDAN HAYDON BRIDGE NORTHUMBERLAND.

 

REQUEST YOU MEET SPECIAL TRAIN ARRIVING HAYDON BRIDGE SHORTLY STOP OUR MUTUAL FRIEND E.R. REQUIRES ASSISTANCE IN MATTER OF GRAVEST IMPORTANCE FOR WHICH YOU ARE UNIQUELY QUALIFIED STOP YR SERVANT ANDREW KIRK-SMYTHE STOP


 

 

 

 

As he sat on Hadrian’s Wall, facing north, Charles was gazing out across Caledonia, the wild land that lay beyond this northernmost border of the Roman Empire. In his imagination, he was seeing the shadowy ghosts of the legions of Roman soldiers and enslaved Britons who, some two millennia before, had labored tirelessly to construct the ancient fortification on which he now sat, block by quarried block. They worked at the order of the Emperor Hadrian, who had conceived the great engineering scheme as much to keep his Roman troops in as to keep the barbarian Picts out. Sensing that his vast territories had reached a size at which their governance was becoming unwieldy and fearing the expansionist passions of his generals, Hadrian had intended the  Wall—which ultimately stretched from Wallsend on the Tyne to Bowness on the Solway—as the edge of empire, the boundary beyond which there would be no more territorial enlargement, no more subjugation of native peoples. For the Romans, this was to be the end of their world.

From somewhere behind and below him, Charles half-heard the sound of hoofbeats, and he shifted his position, still lost in thought. With Britain’s possessions now flung across a quarter of the globe (that the sun never set on the British Empire was not just a figure of speech), Hadrian’s Wall offered a lesson from which the government and the British people might well profit. Whether they would, of course, was doubtful, for the temptation to Empire was as strong at the beginning of this new century as it must have been in Hadrian’s distant day. What would the Romans make of the land they had so arduously occupied, as it had been altered by time and technology, transformed into a world they would scarcely recognize? And what would they say of the British Empire, with its jingoistic fervor, its irrepressible confidence in its own economic and technical superiority, its seemingly-incurable blindness to its many intractable social problems?

“Halloo, m’lord! Halloo!”

The shout shattered the noon-time silence and jarred Charles from his thoughts. He turned as the hail came again, from the village constable whom he and Kate had met when they arrived the week before at Haydon Bridge, where he had joined several members of the Newcastle Society to undertake another excavation at Housesteads and Kate had taken to photographing the ruins and tramping the ancient hills in search of inspiration for another of Beryl Bardwell’s books.

“Beggin’ yer lordship’s pardon,” the constable said breathlessly, as he dismounted from his horse. “I’ve been instructed t’ locate ye and deliver this telegram.” Reaching into the pocket of his blue tunic, he produced an envelope. “I’m also t’ escort ye to the train.”

“The train?” Charles took the envelope. “What train? Why?”

The constable straightened his shoulders, obviously feeling the gravity of his mission. “A special train, waitin’ fer ye down below, sir.” He puffed out his cheeks and added importantly, “The biggest engine I ever did see. They’ve cleared traffic fer it all th’ way from Newcastle to Carlisle.”

Charles slit the envelope with his pocket knife and scanned the telegram. It had been sent by Andrew Kirk-Smythe, whom he had met half a dozen years before at a house party given by Lady Warwick, where the young man was acting as bodyguard to the Prince of Wales. Charles had quite liked the young lieutenant and knew that he had done well for himself, continuing in the Royal service. The Prince of Wales was now King Edward VII, the “E.R.” of Kirk-Smythe’s telegram, the one man in the British Empire with the temerity to intrude upon Charles’s holiday and expect his instant acquiescence.

Charles frowned. But what was this “matter of gravest importance”? And why all the secrecy? Obviously there was something here that Kirk-Smythe felt he could not trust to the discretion of the local telegraphist. With a sigh, Charles folded the telegram, thinking that it was a good thing that they had packed their baggage into the motorcar that morning. The prospect of returning to the soot and grime of London, only a fortnight after Parliament’s adjournment, did not fill him with enthusiasm. Still, there was nothing for it but to find Kate, tell her the news, and board the train.

The constable was already mounting his horse. “Beg pardon, m’lord, but they’re waitin’ fer ye.” He picked up the reins. “If I may be so bold as t’ ask, sir, wot’s so important that they’re willin’ to block th’ line?”

Charles swung his legs off the wall. “I haven’t the foggiest,” he said.

 

 

A half-hour later, Kate piloting their Panhard through a wretchedly rutted lane, they bounced over a ridge and saw the train waiting for them on the North Eastern Railway line. Charles, still expecting only a rather ordinary locomotive and tender with a single coach, was startled to see a new Big Atlantic, the monster locomotive that was being operated experimentally by the North Eastern line. Its out-sized boiler and firebox dwarfed those of ordinary locomotives, and it hissed steam through the exhaust vents of the piston cylinders like a leaky dragon, impatient to be about its business. To this massive engine and its formidable tender were coupled, not the single passenger coach that Charles had expected, but a Royal Mail coach, two baggage cars, and three large passenger coaches. A motley group of men lounged about the idling train, smoking and talking.

“My goodness,” Kate gasped in dismay. “They’ve sent that behemoth for us? Where in the name of heaven is it taking us, Charles?”

“Not to London,” Charles replied, “unless the engineer plans to run to Newcastle in reverse. The train’s headed west, toward Carlisle.”

“But what about our automobile?” Kate asked uneasily. “We’re not going to leave it here, I hope.”

As she pulled on the brake and brought the motorcar to a stop, a dapper, mustached gentleman in an ulster and felt  hat, stick tucked under one arm, stepped smartly forward and stopped, snapping his heels together, his spine straight as a ramrod. Charles expected him to offer a salute, but after a second’s hesitation, the mustached man extended his hand.

“Lord Sheridan,” he said in clipped tones, “Paddington here. Apologize for the inconvenience. Good of you to break off your holiday and join our little expedition.”

Charles climbed out and shook Paddington’s hand. On the other side of the car, Kate was being helped out by several of the men. They were dressed, Charles saw, in civilian clothing, some of it ill-fitting and worn, although the men themselves were clean-shaven and well-groomed and carried themselves with a wary alertness. At the train windows sat others, similarly attired. Despite their efforts at disguise, they had the look of the military about them. But all available military men of this caliber had long ago been dispatched to fight the Boers, and there were virtually none left in England. None, that is, except—

Charles looked once more at the lounging men. “Household Guards?”

Paddington regarded him with a rueful smile. “Found us out, have you? Coldstream, First Battalion. Colonel Paddington, at your service.” He executed a flourish with his stick.

“I see,” Charles said crossly, not seeing at all. “What the dickens is this all about, Paddington?”

“Afraid I haven’t a clue, sir,” the colonel replied in a brisk, cheerful tone. “Happy to put you in the picture with what little I know, though, once we’re under way. If you’ll board—”

Charles put a hand on the motorcar. “Lady Sheridan is coming with me, of course,” he said. “And the Panhard.”

“Ah,” the colonel said, less cheerfully. He glanced at  Kate and the motorcar. “Afraid my instructions didn’t mention—” He managed a tactful cough. “That you were accompanied.”

Kate raised the veil of her motoring hat and bestowed her most dazzling smile on Paddington. “The Panhard doesn’t take up a great deal of space, Colonel, nor do I. Surely you have room enough for all three of us and our baggage.”

Paddington visibly melted under her charm. “Right you are, your ladyship.” He turned to one of the men. “Jenkins, be a good chap and clear some room among the kit so the motorcar can be loaded. And see to her ladyship’s luggage.”

At Jenkins’s command, the lounging men dropped their cigarettes and sprang into action. The door of one of the baggage cars slid open, and several men leapt in. Bundles, boxes, and bags were shifted out of the way, and in a moment, four stout wooden poles were handed out and slid under the Panhard’s chassis. One man stationed himself at the end of each pole.

“Make ready, men,” Jenkins barked. “On three, now. One, two, three!” The Panhard was raised to shoulder height. “For’ard!”

The eight men stepped forward, and the vehicle was neatly maneuvered into the baggage compartment. When it was inside and secured, the men busied themselves re-packing the boxes and bundles around it. The door slid shut, and without a word, they formed a file and climbed into the nearest passenger coach, just as the engine’s huge brass whistle gave a deafening blast and steam hissed from the massive pistons. The dragon was anxious to get under way.

Colonel Paddington escorted Kate and Charles to the last car, a first-class carriage, and they took their seats. A moment later, a second whistle blast echoed down the green  valley. The car clanked and knocked as the couplings took up the slack, and they were off to points unknown, abandoning the ghosts of Housesteads to the dim and distant past.




 CHAPTER THREE

 Near Kirriemuir, Forfarshire, Scotland
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I wish I lived in a caravan,
 With a horse to drive, like the pedlar-man!
 Where he comes from, nobody knows,
 Or where he goes to, but on he goes!


 

William Brighty Rands 1823-1882

 

 

Feri ando payi sitsholpe te nauyas.
 It is in the water that one learns to swim.


 

Romany saying

 

 

 

 

The small gypsy camp at Roundyhill, on the road between Glamis and Kirriemuir, was a hubbub of activity. A half-dozen raggle-taggle families prepared their dinners over fires on the ground near their tents or compact traveling wagons. Laughing children played among the dogs and cats and ponies, kicking stones, tossing balls, chanting favorite songs. Handsome women in bright-colored dresses and knitted scarves stirred soups and bubbling stews in iron kettles, and the air was rich with the scent of paprika-spiced stews made of rabbit and pheasant, taken from the fields of nearby  estates. Swarthy-skinned men sat on their haunches around the fires, their dark eyes and white teeth and gold earrings flashing. As dinner was handed round by wives and sisters and mothers, they laid aside the odd bits of work that occupied them during the early evening: the mending of pots and pans; the weaving of baskets and repairing of bellows and harness; the whittling of wooden objects. For a little while after dinner, there would be music and lively dancing and stories around the fires, as a velvety darkness fell over the valley and the moon rose above the hills to the east. And then there would be quiet, as everyone retired to beds or blankets on the ground, and a nighttime’s slumber.

The caravan had been at this encampment for several weeks, and all had settled into their routine of work and play. The young men were employed at their usual itinerant labors among the estates and farms in the Strathmore Valley, where their services were in much demand as farmers began the late-summer harvest of grains and vegetables. Old men whittled clothes pegs and skewers from wood gathered by the children, while the young women went into the neighboring villages and hamlets to hawk the hot pies and sweet tarts they baked, and the oldest women, bent and gnarled and wise-looking, told fortunes along the roads. A few of the bolder and more enterprising men did not work in the fields but rather prowled the neighborhood, looking for the odd pony or loose chicken or laundry left on the clothesline. Failing these, there were always rabbits and pheasants to poach, for the manor fields were rich in game, and the gamekeepers were not able to watch every corner.

These particular gypsies were regular visitors to this area of Scotland, usually appearing in late summer and lingering through the harvest, then moving south as winter approached. They had traveled together for years, most of  them, although there were a few new additions to the group: a family of knife grinders from Surrey, driving a small cart ingeniously fitted up with a forge; and a ragged tinker with raven-black hair who had joined the group just a few days ago, coming from Arbroath, a small fishing town on the coast.

The tinker, who went by the name of Taiso, was new to gypsy life and had acquired his fitted-out wagon, pony, and tin tinker’s pig from an old man who could no longer make use of it. Now, his simple meal of rabbit stew simmering in a pot slung over the fire, Taiso sat smoking his pipe on the top step of his caravan, surveying the camp. His hair was dark and rough-cut, like the others, although his skin was several shades lighter, his eyes an almost glacial blue, and his nose patrician, in a narrow, aristocratic face. His features did not surprise the gypsies, for many of them counted middle-European nobility among their ancestors, and his proficiency in Romany was a passport to easy acceptance. They were an hospitable lot and accustomed to welcoming other gypsies without asking where they came from or who they might be, requiring only that they do their share of the communal work and not interfere with the camp’s usual activities.

This lack of curiosity suited Taiso very well. Even had he wished, he might not have been able to answer their questions truthfully, having very nearly forgotten who he was and what part of Europe he called home. Over the twenty-five years he had moved from country to country in pursuit of his profession, he had perfected the useful art of submerging himself in his current identity, to the point where he always became the man he pretended to be. Like an actor, he had developed an enormous repertoire of roles and moved so easily and skillfully from one to another that  he felt perfectly confident in his ability to become anyone he wished. Si khohaimo may pachivalo sar o chachimo. There are lies more believable than truth, it was said among the gypsies, and Taiso knew precisely how to create them.

But the fact that his past lives were a tissue of lies was of no particular concern to Taiso, for his attention was now fully focussed on his present mission and the scheme to which he and Firefly had agreed some months before. This plan was very much in his mind as Taiso leaned back, drawing on his pipe and considering the events of the day. They had not developed satisfactorily, for Firefly had reported an unexpected and unwelcome difficulty in carrying out the agreed-upon tasks according to schedule. Taiso did not like this at all, for he was the kind of man who preferred to control circumstances, rather than be forced to develop an unplanned response to an unpredictable event.

But it is in the water that one learns to swim, as the gypsies say, and Taiso was an eminently resourceful man who could respond quickly when necessary to shape events toward the desired outcome. Having received Firefly’s report, Taiso had seen immediately what must be done. The plan had been prematurely executed, and the ship he was expecting would not arrive off the coast at Arbroath until the end of the week. They would leave their charge in safe-keeping for the time being, maintaining a close guard over him, while they waited to see what would develop.

But this was a barely-acceptable alternative, Taiso felt, and his instincts, honed over the course of a great many other dangerous operations, told him that all was not as well as might be. He was puzzled, although not particularly alarmed, by the unexpected appearance of a man along the road, just above Wester Logie, who had stopped him and questioned him pointedly before allowing him to proceed.  Of course, his business was perfectly evident from the charcoal brazier on his back and the tinker’s pig—outfitted with hammers and tongs, tin snips and vises and soldering irons, solder and rivets—over his shoulder. The man who stopped him, a forester from the estate of Lord Strathmore, had been more than happy to send him on his way. If it were not for the traveling tinker, who would plug the family’s leaky basin, or put a new handle on the old dipper, or recast the broken pewter spoons?

But the traveling tinker had other business to attend to, important, secret business that could not be educed from the gear he carried, and there had been no basins or dippers or spoons mended in Glamis Village that day. Now, as Taiso dipped rabbit stew out of the pot and into an enamel dish, another thought came to him, another piece of a plan. He entertained it as he ate and washed the few dishes and utensils he had used. Then he climbed the steps to his wagon and went inside, drawing the hopsacking curtain over the door behind him. A change of clothing—another identity, as it were—hung in the cupboard. When dark began to fall and the gypsies took to their beds, he would change and go into Glamis Village, to the hotel pub. A gypsy would not be welcomed there, but a gentleman would, and Taiso knew how to play a gentleman.

Si khohaimo may pachivalo sar o chachimo. There are lies more believable than truth.
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