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HAMPTON REGIS

Early February, 1920

It was a bitterly cold night of frost, the stars sharp and piercingly
bright overhead.

He pulled the motorcar to the verge and settled to watch the house
that lay directly across the black expanse of water. It stood out against
the sky, amazingly clear. Even from here he could tell there were lamps
burning in three of the rooms. He could picture them in his mind: at
the rear of the house—the sitting room, very likely. In the entry, where
the pattern of the fanlight over the front door shone starkly against the
deep shadows there—behind it the staircase, of course. And one on the
first floor, under the eaves.

Their bedroom, surely.

The sitting room lamp went out after half an hour. He could see, for

an instant, the grotesque silhouette cast for a moment or two against
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the drawn shades as someone reached out to turn down the flame. And
then the silhouette reappeared briefly in the fanlight just as the second
lamp was extinguished.

He leaned forward, his concentration intense, then swore as the
windscreen clouded with his breath.

Were there two people vn the bedroom now?

He couldn’t bear to think about it. He couldn’t bear to picture her
in another man’s arms, wrapped in the warmth of the bedclothes, whis-
pering softly, her hair falling over his shoulder and across his chest. . ..

His fists pounded angrily on the steering wheel as he tried to force
the images out of his mind.

And then the last lamp went out, leaving the house in darkness.
Shutting them ¢n. While he sat there, like a fool, in the windless night,
cold and wretched.

It was the fourth time he’d driven into Hampton Regis. He had
promised the doctor he’d do no such thing. But the temptation was
too strong, overwhelming his better judgment. Haunted by the need to
know, he had told himself that once would do no harm. But once had
become twice. And now here he was again.

Dr. Beatie had said, “Stephen—you aren’t healed yet. Do you un-
derstand? Emotional distress could put you back here, in a worse state
than before!”

Both of them knew it was a lie. There could be no worse state than
the one he’d somehow, miraculously, survived. He had had to kill the
Captain before Dr. Beatie could set him free. He wished now it had
been Matthew Hamilton who had died.

He caught himself, knowing it was wrong to wish such a thing. But
God, he was tired, and alone, and sometimes afraid. He wanted things
the way they had been in 1914. Before the war—the trenches—the
nightmares. Before Matthew Hamilton had walked into the clinic wait-
ing room to comfort Felicity and told her—what? Lies? Or the sordid

truth? That her fiancé was a coward.
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After a time Stephen got out to crank the motorcar, the sound of the
powerful engine roaring into life and filling the cold silence. He would
freeze to death if he sat here, uselessly mourning.

Setting his teeth, he turned the motorcar and without looking again
at the darkened house behind him, drove back the way he’d come.

He couldn’t see behind the silken white curtains that covered the
window under the eaves a pale face staring out into the night, watch-
ing the puff of exhaust whip across the rear light, a wraith shielding its

brightness until it was out of sight.

IF /I atthew Hamilton rose early, quietly throwing back the bed-

clothes and the counterpane that covered him, then tucking the
ends around his wife’s bare shoulder. Looking down at her, he mar-
veled again at his luck. Then reminded himself that it wasn’t his luck
at all, but someone else’s misfortune, that he had married this lovely,
loving woman in his bed.

Wryly turning away, he dressed quickly and then set about making
up the fire so that the room would be warm for her. When it was draw-
ing well, he went down to the kitchen and blew the fire there into life
for the kettle. While he waited for it to boil, he raised the shades and
looked out at the clear, cold morning. The sun was not yet up, but a
pale rose had begun to streak the winter-brown lawns spreading to the
chiff face overlooking the sea. The water beyond was still, waiting for
the sun, and farther out there was a soft mist blanketing it.

To the west, across the harbor below, the land rose up again, run-
ning out to a point a little higher than the one on which his house was
set. The pair of headlands formed two arms embracing the Mole—the
medieval stone pier that jutted out across the shingle to the tideline—
creating a haven for shipping along England’s south coast in an age
when sailing ships made Hampton Regis rich.

There had once been a watchtower on the far headland, built to
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keep an eye on Napoleon. Only ruins stood there now, overgrown at the
base, a few feet of stone still reaching upward like pleading fingers.

Two days ago he’d seen a vixen and her kits romping there, and
he’d been touched by their exuberance, wondering how any man could
hunt them down. Farmers were often a backward lot, though it was an
unkind thing to say. But foxes kept vermin down, and like the old owl
in the belfry at the church, deserved a better character than they’d been
given.

The kettle whistled behind him, startling him, and he moved quickly
to lift it off the plate. He enjoyed these few minutes alone, before the
maid arrived, before the house was a-bustle. He also enjoyed spoiling
his wife, doing such small things for her pleasure. A far cry from his
long years of exile in other countries, alone and often distrusted, the
voice of London when often London had left him to his own devices. It
was over, and he called himself happy.

Felicity was standing by the window when he brought her tea, her
robe belted tightly about her waist.

“Watching for the foxes?” he asked. “They should be active again
this morning.” He handed her a cup as she turned.

But she hadn’t been watching for the foxes. He could see that in
her face. Why was love so perceptive? It would be better off blind, he
thought, pretending not to notice her guilt.

She was saying, “We ought to have a fine day. Just as well—I've a
thousand things to do!” She smiled up at him, then reached out to lay
her free hand against his cheek. “I do love you, Matthew,” she told him
softly.

He covered her fingers with his own. “I’'m glad,” he responded sim-
ply. “I don’t quite know how I managed to live so many years without
you.”

She set down her cup and walked over to the blazing fire. “Shall I
take the dogcart or the motorcar?”

“The motor, of course. It will be warmer.”
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She nodded, thinking about her errands. Then she said, “Must you
call on Miss Trining today? She’ll have something to say about you ar-
riving in a dogcart. Far beneath your dignity.”

He laughed. “Yes, I know. I shall never live up to old Petrie’s stan-
dards. Queen Victoria herself couldn’t have found fault with him.”

“I should hope not. She knighted him,” Felicity answered, laughing
with him. “But just think—the next important man who chooses to
reside here will be held up to your standards.” She lowered her voice.
“Not quite the man Matthew Hamilton was, you know,” she said gruffly
in imitation of Miss Trining. “I don’t know what the Foreign Office is
coming to these days!”

It was perfect mimicry.

“It would never do for you to attend a vestry meeting. I'd see your
face down the table, know what you were thinking, and lose any repu-
tation I ever had for being a sober, God-fearing civil servant. They’d
chuck me out on the spot for unseemly levity.”

“Not you,” she said quickly. “God knows, they’re lucky to have
someone under eighty willing to serve. I on the other hand would be
burned at the stake, before sunrise. Like Guinevere.”

She bit her lip as she spoke the name, wishing she could take it back.
She put her arms around his neck, her eyes closed. “Hold me,” she
begged.

And he did, her tea forgotten.



LONDON

End of February, 1920

Chief Superintendent Bowles sat at his cluttered desk, chewing on
the end of his mustache, staring at his subordinate.

“Time oft?” he said. “What on earth for?”

“A—personal matter,” Inspector Rutledge answered, unforthcoming.

“Indeed!” Bowles continued to stare. The nurse who’d sent him a
copy of this man’s medical file before Rutledge returned to duty last
June must have lied.

Rutledge was still thin for his height, and his face was drawn as if
from lack of sleep. But the eyes, dark and haunted, were intelligent
and alert. So much for cowardice. And he hadn’t shown a yellow
streak in the north, over that nasty business about the child. The
local man had complained of him, of course, and Mickelson had been

angry over the outcome of the case. But the Chief Magistrate had told
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Bowles in no uncertain terms that the investigation had been bril-
liantly handled.

And the Chief Magistrate had Connections. It wouldn’t do to ignore
that.

Rutledge had also done well in Northamptonshire, though it had
been a grave risk sending this man to see to Hensley. But then he’d
trusted Hensley to keep his mouth shut, and it had turned out all right.
There was no proof to be found that he’d known what Hensley was up
to. Or none that he knew of.

His thoughts returned to the letter from the clinic.

Bowles had half a mind to bring that fool nurse up on charges of in-
competence. For the past six months, Rutledge had somehow managed
to turn every test into a small success. What was he to do about this man
who refused to destroy himself? The nurse had sworn she’d overheard
him threatening suicide time and again, she had sworn he wouldn’t
survive the rigors of the Yard for more than a month, two at best. What’s
more, how did Rutledge manage to carry out his duties in such a way
that others protected him? Protectors who were unaware that Rutledge
had come out of the trenches with shell shock and must have killed who
knew how many brave soldiers through his own lack of moral fiber!

Bowles would have given much to know who had pinned medals on
this man’s chest and called him a hero. That officer deserved to be shot,
by God!

Better still, Rutledge ought to have been shot, he thought sourly, and
not for the first time. It was the least the Germans could have done,
after their rampage across Belgium and France. A nice clean bullet to
the heart crossing No Man’s Land. If Rutledge had ever crossed it, of
course—very likely he’d cowered in the trench out of harm’s way while
his men died. And no German fire could reach him there, however hard
the guns had tried.

His already bleak mood was turning into a nasty headache—

Bowles suddenly became aware that he’d been glaring at Rutledge
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in silence. He cleared his throat, shifting in his chair to give the impres-
sion he’d been preoccupied with other issues instead of sitting there
like a fool, daydreaming,.

“There’s the Shepherd’s Market murder still to be solved. Not to
mention that business about the men found dead in Green Park. I don’t
see how I can spare you. Or anyone else for that matter.”

Rutledge said, “It’s rather important.”

“So 1s peace and order!” Bowles snapped. “Or do you think your-
self above the rest of us? Jaunting about the countryside attending to
personal affairs indeed, while there’s work to be done here.”

“Neither of these cases 1s mine,” Rutledge reminded him, his voice
neutral. But something in his eyes warned Bowles that this leave he’d
requested was a more serious business than Rutledge was willing to
admit.

Bowles brought his attention back to his inspector’s face. Was Rut-
ledge on the brink of breaking down? Was that what made him so anx-
10us to get away for a bit?

The more Bowles considered that possibility, the more he began to
believe in it. What else could it be but a recognition on Rutledge’s part
that time was running out?

“You’re to stay in town and work with Phipps, do you hear me?
You’ll help him find out what’s behind the Green Park murders. And
there’s an end to it.”

He sat back in his chair and studied the fountain pen in his fingers.
“An end to 1t!” he repeated forcefully. “Request denied.”

Chief Inspector Phipps was a nervous man whose efficiency was not
in question, but whose personality left much to be desired. He seemed
to feed on his own anxieties to the point of aggravating everyone
around him. Inspector Mickelson had sworn the Chief Inspector could
drive God himself mad.

What would close contact with him do to a man facing a break-

down?



A FALSE MIRROR 9

Satisfied, Bowles picked up a file on his desk and opened it. Rut-

ledge was dismissed.

C hief Inspector Phipps walked into Rutledge’s office without knock-
ing, his fingers beating a ragged tattoo on the back of the file he
was carrying.

Rutledge looked up, his gaze going to the file.

The Green Park murders, so close to Buckingham Palace, had drawn
the attention of the press. Two men had been killed there, a week apart.
So far nothing uncovered in the investigation indicated any connection
between them. But each had been garroted and left in the bushes. An
early riser found the first victim when his dog was drawn to the shrub-
bery and began barking. Children playing hide-and-seek with their
nursemaid had discovered the second victim. Their father—titled and
furious—had appeared at the Yard in person, demanding to know why
his son and daughter had been subjected to such a gruesome experi-
ence. They were distraught, as was his wife, he’d told Phipps in no
uncertain terms. And the Yard was to blame for allowing murderers to
roam unhindered in decent parts of town. No mention was made of any
anguish the nursemaid had suffered.

Phipps set the file on Rutledge’s desk and began to pace the narrow
office as he spoke.

“Bowles has given you to me. Anything in particular on your desk at
the moment?”

Rutledge said, “I've closed the file on George Ferrell. This morn-
ing.

“Good, good!” Phipps wheeled and paced back the other way.

7

“Each of our victims,” Phipps went on, “was found on a Sunday
morning. Tomorrow is Saturday. I want Green Park covered from first
light to first light. You’ll be given a police matron dressed as a nanny.

She’ll be pushing a pram, and you’re her suitor, a young clerk from a
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nearby shop, who urges her to sit and talk for an hour.” He paused to
consider Rutledge. “You don’t really look like a lovesick young clerk.
I’ll ask Constable Bevins to assume that role, instead, and you can walk
Bevins’s dog several times during the day and early evening. I want an
mnspector close by at all times, you see. You’ll have the damned dog
on your hands until Bevins is off duty. See the beast doesn’t annoy the
chief superintendent, if you must bring it back to the Yard.”

“With so many people in the Park, it isn’t likely that another murder
will occur there,” Rutledge pointed out.

“And that’s what I’'m hoping, don’t you see? We throw our man off
balance, make it difficult for him to plan.” Phipps paused long enough
to crack his knuckles, one by one. “Once the killer has lured his target
into the park, it won’t be easy to shift him to another site.”

“What if he’s already killed the two men he’d intended to murder?”

“Oh, I don’t think that’s a very likely possibility! We’ve got our-
selves a trend here, don’t you know. He’ll come to the Park, all right.
Wait and see. And he’ll have told his victim where and when to meet
him, I should think. Safer than arriving together. Someone might see
them and remember.” He was pacing again, rubbing his jaw with the
back of his nails. “Very well, then, we’re looking for two men, arriving
separately, then meeting. They’ll go off together toward the shrub-
bery, for privacy. That’s when we’ll have them. Bevins is to bring his
dog to the Yard at six o’clock tomorrow morning. Be here and make
certain that you have a change of clothes—we shan’t want to be no-
ticed!”

Hamish said, “Aye, but the dog will be the same dog.”

But Rutledge’s mind was elsewhere. It was cold, the trees bare, the
wind brutal coming down the Thames. Huddled in a greatcoat, he
thought, who would know whether he was wearing a blue or a gray suit
beneath it? But a change of hat and shoes might well be in order. . ..

Phipps was at the door, tapping the frame as he changed his mind

again.
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“No, perhaps you ought to be the policeman on foot—"

“I hardly look like a young constable. The dog and I will manage
well enough.”

“Unless he decides to bite you. I've heard that Bevins’s dog has a
nasty disposition.”

And with that he was gone.

Rutledge, leaning back in his chair, wished himself away from this
place, away from London. Away from the wretchedness of torn bodies,
bloody scenes of crimes. Although he suspected Frances, his sister, had
had a hand in it, he’d just been invited to Kent, to stay with Melinda
Crawford, whom he’d known for as long as he was aware of knowing
anyone other than his parents. As a child, Melinda had seen enough
of death herself, in the Great Indian Mutiny. He could depend on her
to keep him amused and to thrust him into her various projects, never
speaking about what had happened in November, not twenty miles
from her. Even a long weekend would be a godsend. But there was

nothing he could do about it.

As it happened, Bevins’s dog was a great, heavy-coated black mon-
ster with more than a little mastiff in him. He slavered heavily as
he greeted Rutledge and then trotted sedately at his side as the two of
them left the Yard and headed for Green Park.

In the back of Rutledge’s mind, Hamish was unsettled this morn-
ing. The voice was just behind his shoulder, clear in spite of the traffic
that moved through the streets even at this early hour or the jostling of
people as they hurried past or stepped aside with a murmured com-
ment about the dog on its leather lead.

“Ugly brute,” one man said, and as if the dog understood, he raised
his massive head and stared back. The man turned into the nearest
shop, out of reach of the strong white teeth grinning malevolently al-

most on a level with his throat.
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Hamish was saying, “Ye’ve been reduced to this, then. A distraction
any green constable on probation could ha’ provided.”

“Not by choice,” Rutledge answered curtly, under his breath.

“Aye, he’s a bad enemy, yon chief superintendent. M’ Granny would
ha’ found him in the bowl of water, and put a curse on him.”

“I wonder what my godfather would have to say to that.”

“He’s no’ a Scot. He wouldna’ be told what went on below the
stairs.”

The voice was not really there—although Rutledge had never dared
to turn his head to see. It was in his own mind, deep-seated since July
1916, when both he and Corporal MacLeod had cracked under the
stress of the ferocious Somme Offensive. But it was Hamish MacLeod,
the good soldier, the caring young Scot putting his men ahead of him-
self, who had faced the hastily collected firing squad intended to keep
order in the midst of the bedlam of battle. The charge was refusing an
order, but the order had been to lead his men back into heavy fire for
one more hopeless attempt to reach the German machine gunners—one
more suicidal command sent up from the rear. Hamish had continued
to refuse, and Rutledge had had no choice but to execute his corpo-
ral. For the greater good, for the men who would have to die anyway,
whether their corporal was with them or not. Military necessity. He
himself had delivered the coup de grace, refusing to leave to any of his
men that last horror—only to be buried alive moments later by a British
shell fired too short.

And Rutledge knew then, and in all his waking moments since that
dreadful half-death, that one more night—one more day—would have
seen him refuse orders as well, refuse to be a party to more ungodly
slaughter. Instead, he’d been patched up at the nearest aid station and
sent back to the trenches, a man emotionally destroyed, trying desper-
ately to protect his men, and all the while, the voice of a dead man ring-
ing in his head and in his dreams and in his ears.

Rutledge said, “There’s the park.” He wasn’t aware that he’d spo-
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ken aloud, but the dog turned its head as if the words were meant for
him. “Good dog,” he said, and then considered Hamish’s remark. Rut-
ledge’s godfather, David Trevor, had shut himself away in his Scottish
hunting lodge after the death of his son Ross at sea. There had been
times when Rutledge had been sorely tempted to confide in Trevor
about his own war, about what he had done, but Scotland held too
many memories now. And however much Trevor had wanted Rutledge
to befriend and guide Fiona, the young woman who was foster mother
to Trevor’s grandson, it was not possible. She was the girl Hamish had
intended to marry after the war, and she still grieved for her dead fi-
ancé. Every time Rutledge looked into her face, his own wretched guilt
closed his throat.

It should have been Hamish, not himself, who had come home at
the end of the war.

He could feel himself losing touch with the present, the London
street he was crossing in the midst of traffic. His surroundings faded
into images of torn and bloody young bodies lying in the mud, and
the sounds of men who screamed in agony as they were mortally hit,
or begged for their wives and mothers to help them. He could hear the
bolts on the rifles of the firing squad as a round was chambered, and see
his men shivering in a trench, deathly afraid of going over the top one
more time, too exhausted to fire their weapons, and yet driven to climb
the ladders out of the greater fear of letting their comrades down.

“"Ware!”

A motorcar’s horn blew 1n his face, jolting him into the realization
that he and the dog were in the middle of the street, vehicles swerving
to miss them.

Rutledge swore, pulled the dog’s lead closer, and managed to get
them to the far side of the road as Hamish told him roundly to mind
what he was about.

And what would Chief Inspector Phipps think of half of London

staring at the madman and dog intent on getting themselves killed on
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The Mall? If that didn’t attract the attention of the murderer, nothing
Phipps had planned would distract him.

But the shock of what had just happened reminded Rutledge that
it was cowardly to ask another man, even his godfather, to hear what
no one should have to hear, just to buy a little peace for himself. He’d
managed on his own thus far. He could manage a little longer. But dear
God, it was lonely!

Round and round it went, the circle that had nowhere to end.

They had reached Green Park, he and the dog, and Rutledge could
see Bevins courting the police matron in her demure nanny’s uniform.
The hardness of her face betrayed her, but Bevins was the epitome of a
lovesick young clerk, leaning earnestly toward the woman, as if plead-
ing with her. His Welsh charm was evident.

Thrusting his wretched mood aside, Rutledge slowly walked the
dog through the park, giving the animal time to explore the smells
frozen in the grass. The very image of a man with time on his hands,
an ex-soldier, perhaps, down on his luck, the greatcoat and an old hat
betraying his reduced circumstances. He made himself stoop a little, to
change his appearance and fit his role.

The dog caught sight of Bevins, but the constable was prepared for
that, leaping to his feet and coming to kneel by the animal, petting it
while looking up at Rutledge, asking questions about the breed. When
Rutledge called the dog to heel, Bevins got to his feet, touched his hat
to Rutledge, and went back to his wooing. A good man.

During the interlude, Rutledge had glimpsed someone entering the
park. It was Phipps, walking too fast for a man strolling, his eyes every-
where. He took in the nanny and the constable, looked across at a cor-
poral who was leaning against a tree, smoking a cigarette, and a heavyset
sergeant in a checked tweed coat, seated on a bench casually reading
the morning papers. But the Chief Inspector passed through without
speaking to anyone. It was clear he had come to judge the authenticity

of his actors, and was satisfied.
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Rutledge finished his tour of the park and returned to the Yard, the
dog thoroughly pleased with its outing.

He met Inspector Mickelson on the stairs, and they passed without
speaking. Mickelson was dressed as a banker, furled umbrella, hat set
squarely on his head, on his way to take his own part in Phipps’s play.

The dog growled deep in his throat as Mickelson went by, and Rut-
ledge patted the massive head. Mickelson was a stickler for the rules,
and one of Bowles’s favorites. He had also nearly got Rutledge killed in
Westmorland. It was with some satisfaction that Rutledge accepted the
dog’s judgment corroborating his own.

After half an hour, Bevins also returned, his face flushed with the
cold wind.

“Any luck?” Rutledge asked, meeting him in the corridor.

“No, sir.”” Then he grinned. “I’'m a chimney sweep next. Got the
clothes off a man we took up for housebreaking last week. Pray God
there’s no lice in them.”

Rutledge had walked the dog the third time, glimpsing the sweep
working on his brushes as if something about them troubled him. The
nanny was now unrecognizable as a shopgirl flirting with a young army
private. Another man was arguing with a friend, and Rutledge caught
part of what Sergeant Gibson was saying so earnestly—his views on the
Labor Party and what the government ought to do about people out of
work.

We’ve got the same number of actors—Rutledge thought, bringing
the dog to heel again after allowing it to explore among the trees along
the edge of the grass. It doesn’t vary.

No murderer worth his salt would walk into such a carefully man-
aged trap.

And then Phipps was there again, carrying his umbrella, a folded
copy of The Times under his arm. He looked like a retired solicitor, his
nose red from the cold, his attention fixed on the distant traffic, just

barely heard here in the park.
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It was a waste of time, Hamish was saying.

Rutledge answered, “One of the murder victims sold pipes in a
shop. The other was a conductor on an omnibus. What did they have
in common, that made them a target?”

“It wilna’ be how they earned their living.”

“True enough.” Rutledge let the dog walk ahead to the base of one
of the great trees that had given the park its name. “This was a place
where men dueled, once. A long time ago.”

“Oh, aye? But to use a garrote properly, you must come from be-
hind. No’ face-to-face. It’s no’ an honorable encounter!”

“A woman, then?”

Hamish answered, thoughtful. “There’s no woman, else yon Chief
Inspector would ha’ had her name by now fra’ someone eager to turn
her in for prostitution.”

“A gaming debt?”

“A warning,” Hamish countered.

And that, thought Rutledge, was very likely the case. A warning to
stay in line—or die.

But for what? From whom?

He had come to the end of the park, Buckingham Palace gleaming
in soot-streaked glory in the late-afternoon sun. His father had brought
him here as a child to watch the Changing of the Guard. The ceremony
had impressed him, and for a week he’d wanted nothing more than to
be a soldier, with a bearskin hat. He smiled at the memory. He’d fallen
in love with pageantry, not war. Just as so many young men had done
in August 1914. And they’d learned the difference soon enough in
France.

There was a man leaning against a lamppost, his face shadowed
by his hat. Rutledge saw him but kept walking. From where this man
stood, he could watch the comings and goings in Green Park, the bare
limbs of the trees offering none of the protection of summer’s shade.

Rutledge passed him by, ignoring him. A hundred yards farther on,
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he found a constable and surprised him by handing over the dog to
him. And then Rutledge cut through St. James’s Park, made his way
back again to The Mall, and found a bench from which he could watch
the man still leaning against the lamppost.

A low profile.

The wind was cold, and he could feel his feet growing numb, but he
sat still, his hat tilted over his eyes as if asleep.

When the man finally left his post and turned away, Rutledge fol-

lowed at a discreet distance.



Felicity never discovered why Matthew went to walk on the shale
beach below the breakwater that morning. He enjoyed strolling by
the sea. It was, he’d often said, a way of clearing his mind. The fact that
he’d made it a habit of late had begun to worry her.

She’d heard nothing by breakfast, and ate her meal in anxious si-
lence, pretending that it was normal for her husband not to join her
when he had business of his own in the town. By ten o’clock when
there was no word, she began to grow uneasy. She went to find his diary
to be certain he’d had nothing scheduled for the day. She couldn’t settle
to anything, moving from task to task, humming to herself to pretend all
was well. But it was a farce, and failed to comfort her.

While Nan, the maid, was dusting the stairs, Felicity slipped out to
look for the motorcar, and saw it was still in its shed. The horse that
drew the dogcart had been fed, the stable mucked out, chores Matthew
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always dealt with before breakfast. The cart was there where it always
was. Nothing had changed.

He couldn’t have returned from his walk. If there’d been someone at
the door, she’d have heard it.

Matthew wasn’t in the gardens. He wasn’t in the house. A mist still
concealed the Mole from view but she thought it was beginning to lift.

And no one had come to tell her that something had happened to him.

He couldn’t simply disappear—could he? She remembered those
frightful landslips that occurred from time to time along the coast just
west of here, when an entire cliff face could vanish into the sea. She
shivered at the thought of never knowing what had become of him.
Then scolded herself for letting her imagination exaggerate her fear.

By eleven, she was verging on real anxiety, pacing the floor, listening
for the sound of the latch lifting or a familiar footfall in the hall. Listen-
ing for the knocker to sound.

Where was Matthew?

She had just gone up to her room for her coat and hat when she
heard the knocker clanging hard against the plate on the door.

Felicity stood still for a moment, her heart thudding. And then, call-
ing to Nan that she’d see to it, she flew down the stairs, almost flinging
herself at the door, pulling it open with such force it startled the con-
stable standing there.

“Mrs. Hamilton?” he said, as if he didn’t know her at all.

“Yes, Constable Jordan, what 1s it? I was just on the point of going
out—"

He cut across her words. “It’s your husband, Mrs. Hamilton.”

His tone of voice as much as Matthew’s name stopped her in her
tracks, one hand outstretched as if to ward off the blow that was coming,.

“He’s dead.” She said it so flatly that Constable Jordan stared at her.

“No, madam—"

The relief was almost more than she could bear. “No,” she repeated.

“Here!” For an instant he thought she was going to faint before his
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eyes, and he reached out for her arm. “Steady on! He’s badly injured,
but he’s not dead.” ¥e¢, he added to himself. “They’ve sent me to take
you to him, I can drive if you like.”

“Drive. Yes, he doesn’t have the car, does he?” She was bewildered,
trying to understand. “Where is he? At Dr. Granville’s surgery?”

“Yes, madam.”

“Stop calling me madam!” she told him irritably. “You know my
name, I’'m not a stranger! Wait, I was just getting my coat—"

“Where were you going, if I may ask?”

“To look for him, of course. He hasn’t been home since early morn-
ing.” And she was already on her way up the stairs, ignoring what
Jordan was saying to her back. In a flash she was back with her coat,
and it wasn’t until she stepped into the motorcar that she realized she’d

forgotten her hat.

Inspector Bennett knocked on the door of the house that was set
above the little stream meandering down to the town through a
broad valley. It had once been a major river, this forlorn little stream,
but over the centuries it had silted up, and farmers had taken advantage
of the fertile soil to carve out pasture and tillage. More a pretty cottage
than a house, really, Bennett found himself thinking as he stood there,
left behind when one of the more prosperous farmers had built his fam-
ily a grander home upstream. Restored in the 1890s by a man retiring
from service in India, it was what all ex-patriots seemed to dream of:
wisteria-covered doorway, sweetly blooming in the spring, thatched
roof hanging low, whitewashed stucco over stone, and behind a white
fence, a front garden that in summer was filled with flowers that loved
the cooler English weather—lupine and roses and sweet william and
larkspur, with hollyhocks towering over the lot. The kind of garden his
own grandmother had had, come to that.

There was no answer to his knock, and he tried again.
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The cottage was actually outside Bennett’s jurisdiction, set a good
half mile from the town’s inland boundaries. He was within his rights
to be here, due to the nature of events, and the charge would be murder
soon enough.

The door seemed to open reluctantly, and Stephen Mallory stuck
his head out. He was unshaven, and smelled of whiskey. Bennett made
a mental note of that, examining Mallory’s eyes. They were bloodshot,
and there was a cut on his cheekbone under the left one. But Mallory
was fully dressed.

“That’s a nasty cut, sir. How did you come by it?”

“I don’t know. I think I fell out of bed. What do you want?”

“It’s in connection with a body we found this morning. Might I
come in, sir?”

“A body?” Mallory seemed to gather his wits. “Here? You mean in
Hampton Regis?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Not the war, then . . .” He wiped a hand across his mouth, relief
evident. He’d dreamed—Dbut let it go.

“No, sir.”

Mallory stepped out onto the vine-covered porch, his eyes wary
now. “What body?”

“I’d rather talk inside, if you don’t mind, sir.”

“Why? There’s no one here to listen, saving the occasional sparrow.
What body?”

It was Bennett’s turn to feel reluctance. “An early riser found the
body of a man down by the breakwater.”

Mallory seemed to relax. “Washed ashore, you mean?”

“No, sir, though the tide had nearly taken him. He hadn’t been in
the water long, as far as we could tell.”

“What’s it to do with me, then?”

“You sometimes take an early walk along the water or the cliffs. Did

you do either today?”
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“You mean, did I see the body and not report it. No, I didn’t walk
this morning. I was—under the weather. Does this body have a name?
Or do you want me to identify him, if I can? Is that why you’re here?”

Standing face-to-face with Mallory, Bennett found it difficult to
measure his man. It would have been more useful—and more comfort-
able—inside, where he could have sat across the room and watched the
play of emotions.

“We’ve 1dentified the victim, sir. But I'd like to ask you a few ques-
tions first, if I may. Can you tell me where you were last evening and
early this morning?”

Mallory was nothing if not quick. The truth began to dawn on him,
and there was something in his eyes that startled the inspector. Relief?
Anger, certainly, and then something else. A very real fear.

“He’s dead, you say?”

“I haven’t said,” Bennett responded. “If you’ll just answer my ques-
tions—"

“It’s Matthew Hamilton they’ve found, isn’t it?” For an instant Ben-
nett thought Mallory was going to take the lapels of his coat and shake
the answer out of him. “Isn’t it!”

“Why should you think that, sir?” Bennett asked, keeping his tone
level, unchallenging.

But Stephen Mallory was already out the door, shoving him aside
and racing toward the bicycle that Bennett had left against the gatepost.

He caught the handlebars, dragged the bicycle with him, and
opening the door, tossed it high and into the rear of his motorcar. He
wheeled to reach the crank, but Bennett was there, trying to catch him
around the shoulders and wrestle him to the ground. Mallory threw
him off with the strength of a madman, Bennett thought, as he found
himself hitting a fence post with a crack that made his head swim.

It was all the time Mallory needed. He’d brought the engine to life
with the crank and was already stepping into the motorcar when Ben-

nett charged him again, tackling him around the hips. Mallory kicked
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out with his free leg, bracing himself with the frame of the door and the
steering wheel. Bennett’s breath came out in a long whoosh! Then Mal-
lory was free and throwing himself into the driver’s seat, reaching for
the gears.

He had just time enough to swing the door shut when Bennett, still
game, though breathing hard and struggling to keep on his feet, leaped
for the door.

Mallory gunned the motor, shifted into first and then as fast as he
dared into second, dragging Inspector Bennett with him as the motor-
car jumped forward like a horse under the whip. Fighting for control of
the wheel, Mallory drove on, weaving at first and then more smoothly
as his tires hit the lane and caught.

Bennett, holding on for dear life, was being dragged, his grunts of
pain and anger jerked from his body as he bounced beside the car. But
then his grip slipped and Mallory hammered with his fist on the other
hand still clinging to the door.

Bennett fell off with a wild yell, and then screamed as the rear tire
bumped over his foot.

Mallory didn’t stop. There was only one thought in his head now.

Reaching Felicity before she could hear the news from anyone else.



Felicity sat by her husband’s bed in the small examining room near
the garden door of the surgery, where Dr. Granville treated his
more serious cases.

Next to the bed were rolls of bandaging and a pan filled with bloody
water, a sponge on the floor beside it and a pair of scissors next to that.

Matthew Hamilton, lying naked on the sheet, seemed to be wrapped
in gauze and tape. His face was covered, although she could just see
the cut lip and the thickening bruise on his chin. One arm was entirely
swathed, and there was more bandaging around his chest and on one
thigh.

His color was ghastly, she thought, catching his good hand in hers
and holding it tight.

“Matthew,” she whispered, trying to keep her voice steady against
the shock of seeing him like this. “Matthew, it’s me. Can you hear me?

Oh, darling, can you hear me!”
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But there was only silence from the quiet figure on the bed. Dr.
Granville, behind her, said impatiently, “I told you not to come in—”

She whirled on him, her face twisting with fear and anger. “He’s my
husband!”

As ifit explained anything. Anything at all.

“Come sit in my office.” Granville was trying persuasion now. “Until
I’'ve had a chance to finish my examination. You mustn’t interfere.
There could be internal bleeding, for one thing—” He caught himself
before he added brain damage.

“Why can’t he hear me? God in heaven, you’d think he would know
my voice, no matter how hurt he 1s!”

“He’s not conscious, Mrs. Hamilton. I've tried to explain—it was
a severe beating about the head. One arm is broken. There’s a deep
bruise on his thigh. At least two ribs cracked as well. That’s as far as
I’ve got. For his sake, he’s better off out of his pain just now. I can’t ad-
minister any other relief until I know how his brain is affected. If you’ll
Jjust sit there in my office . ..”

She held on to Hamilton’s hand as if it were a lifeline. “I want to
be here, not somewhere else. He’s going to be all right, isn’t he? And I
want to be here when he wakes up.”

Granville thought, She’s hardly heard a word I've said to her. Aloud,
he went on, “I don’t need two patients on my hands, Mrs. Hamilton.
Think what’s best for your husband.”

Still she refused to let go.

He ignored her then, concentrating on running his hands over the
broken body in front of him, watching the thin trickle of blood that had
begun to appear at the corner of Hamilton’s mouth.

There was a commotion out front, and Mrs. Granville came to the
door. “Doctor. Inspector Bennett is here. I think you ought to have a
look at his foot—"

Granville glanced at her. “I’'m busy!” he snapped.

“All the same,” she answered, and was gone.
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After a moment, he sighed and walked quietly out the door. When
his wife insisted, he had learned to pay heed.

In the examining room behind his office Granville found Inspector
Bennett hunched in a chair, his face gray with pain, his eyes blazing
with what appeared to be impotent fury.

Dr. Granville looked down at the man’s foot, and his attention
sharpened. His wife had removed Bennett’s boot, and the stocking was
humped with the swelling. Broken—

He knelt by the inspector and his wife handed him a pair of scissors
to cut away the policeman’s stocking. Bennett was biting his lip, forcing
down a groan of pain. “Had to drag the bloody thing half a mile before
I could find help,” he managed at last, then glanced at the doctor’s wife.
“Begging your pardon, ma’am.”

“What happened?” Granville asked, looking at the discolored ankle
and twisted metatarsals.

The constable standing woodenly beside the inspector, his face
without expression, waited.

Bennett said in a growl, “That bast— That devil ran over me!”

“Motorcar?” The inspector nodded, and Granville went on, “It will
hurt, but I need to run my hands here—and there.” He began gently,
and Bennett all but screamed when the doctor pressed on the raised
area just ahead of the big, calloused toes.

“Dislocated, I think. Your foot must have been on its side when the
tire compressed it. Into sand, I would guess—any harder surface and
the entire foot would have been crushed.”

“Yes, sand,” Bennett answered between clenched teeth.

“And I think #4us bone took the brunt and is probably broken.” He
looked up, nodding at his wife, and she disappeared into the back, re-
appearing almost immediately with a basin of soapy water and a cloth.

Dr. Granville began to bathe the injured area, keeping his hands
away from the part that hurt the most. Then he proceeded to bandage

the entire foot, glancing again at his wife as he worked.
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“For right now, swollen as it is—and will be—it’s most important to
stay off your feet entirely. But if you can’t—" He turned, and his wife set
a pair of crutches into his hands. “If you can’t, then use these. Don’t
walk at all until the swelling 1s down. I'm quite serious. Elevate your
foot on a stool, and soak it in this—" His wife passed him a small packet
of crystals. “Bandages and all, every two hours and again before you go
to bed. After that we’ll see. I'll come round to the house after my dinner
and have another look at that bone.”

Mrs. Granville stood smiling at her husband’s back, as if he’d worked
a miracle for the inspector.

“Crutches?” Bennett demanded. “Can’t you just set it, put some
plaster over it, and let me be about my business?”

“You’re not to put your weight on that foot, Bennett. Do you hear me?
Not until I can look at it again. Who did this to you? Mrs. Blackwood?”

Mrs. Blackwood had learned to drive her husband’s motorcar when
he hadn’t come home from France. She was a terror on the roadway, her
control minimal and her attention seldom on the mechanics of driving.

The silent constable smothered a grin.

“Mrs. Blackwood?” Bennett said, almost snarling. “What has she
to do with it? No, it was that—that—" Words failed him. “I was trying
to bring in Mallory, in connection with Mr. Hamilton’s thrashing. Mrs.
Granville tells me Hamilton’s still alive but not speaking. More’s the
pity. All he has to do is nod his head to a question or two, and I'll have
my man.”

Granville said sharply, “You think Stephen Mallory is behind this
beating? Surely not!”

“Then why did he nearly break my neck, and run over my foot in his
hurry to get away from me? When I set eyes on him again, it’s charges
he’ll be hearing, assaulting a police officer with intent to do bodily
harm, suspicion of attempted murder, and anything else I can think of.
I’d almost wish Hamilton dead, to make it murder.”

“You don’t believe that!” Granville answered him, indignant. “Why
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should Mallory want to kill Hamilton—I understood they were friends.”

“Because,” Bennett exclaimed, his voice raised in fury, “he covets
Hamilton’s wife. Didn’t you know? It’s the gossip all over town.”

Granville saw the inspector, hobbling unsteadily on his crutches
and in a foul temper, out of the surgery. For a moment he watched the
man down the walk, then cautioned the hovering constable to keep out
of Bennett’s way. His face thoughtful, the doctor turned and strode
back to Hamilton’s room.

He stepped across the threshold, an apology for the delay on his
lips. And found his patient alone.

Mrs. Hamilton had gone out through the garden door, leaving it half
ajar.

Granville bent over Matthew Hamilton’s broken body, listening to
his uneasy breathing. To the doctor’s practiced eye, his patient’s condi-
tion remained unchanged. And if his wife’s voice hadn’t roused him,
it was safe to say that no one could, for several more hours at the very
least. The body found its own methods of healing, often enough, and
a wise medical man learned to leave it to work its own miracle. He was
almost grateful for Bennett’s injury, to keep the man out of the sickroom
with his loud, badgering demands for answers and information.

“You have twenty-four hours of peace. Make the most of them,” he
added softly to the silent, bandaged man. “After that, I shall have to find
another way of keeping the inspector at bay.”

Straightening, Granville looked toward the open door just behind
him. Bits of conversation reached him down the passage. Two women
in the midst of what must have been a lively discussion in one of the
other rooms. His wife speaking to someone in his office, though he
could only make out every other word. There was a rumble of a reply,
then as the man raised his voice, Granville caught the end of the sen-
tence. “. . . if you wouldn’t mind, Missus.”

Had Mrs. Hamilton overheard any of his exchange with Inspector

Bennett? The man had all but shouted at times, his anger getting the
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better of him. Had she heard Bennett accuse Stephen Mallory of trying
to murder her husband? Was that why she left so abruptly, after hover-
ing over Hamilton, nearly in tears?

He silently repeated Bennett’s last comment. He covets Hamilton’s
wife. Didn’t you know? It’s the gossvp all over town!

Dr. Granville found himself wondering how much of that was true.

Felicity Hamilton walked quickly through the streets without taking
any notice of where she was going. First one shock and then the
other. She wasn’t sure she could deal with either of them. She couldn’t
stop thinking about Matthew lying there on the narrow bed of the
doctor’s surgery, looking like a dead man. Bruised, battered, his bones
broken—it hurt to imagine what he’d endured.

She hadn’t thought to ask who had discovered him lying on the
strand. Why hadn’t she gone searching for him herself? Everyone
knew he enjoyed walking along the tideline after a storm, looking for
treasures washed ashore. Not that he ever found many—but he’d bring
home a bit of driftwood or a smoothed shard of brown glass with the
wide grin of a boy who had been out without leave, offering his tokens
in the hope of avoiding a scolding. Wrapped in a sea mist, he particu-
larly liked to stand at the edge of the sea listening to the waves break
and roll toward him. And there had been a sea mist this morning, filling
the gardens with a soft white veil, smothering all sound as it swathed
trees and walls with a pale dampness.

People would say she ought to have known—

Tears ran down her face. She loved him more than she’d ever told
him. And if he died, and didn’t know, it was her fault.

She refused to consider Bennett’s claim that Stephen had attacked
him. It was too bizarre, too unbelievable. And yet she had almost be-
lieved it, in the first shock of hearing Inspector Bennett’s bold accusa-

tion. It had torn at her heart and the icy truth of guilt had swept her.
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You can’t love two men. Not in the same way. For God’s sake, it’s not
possible!

The gates to the drive loomed ahead, small things, decorative, hardly
intended to keep intruders out or love inside. She had no recollection
of how she had got this far, or how long it had taken her. Her feet had
guided her home. That was all that mattered. Had anyone spoken to
her? She’d been deaf and blind, absorbed in her own misery.

Home.

The graceful tiled plate on the gatepost mocked her. Casa Miranda.
The name of a house where Matthew had lived in one of his postings.
He’d liked it, he’d told her, and had carried it with him ever after. She
had wanted to name the house on the hill Windsong, but he’d laughed
and said that was commonplace and she’d soon grow to like Miranda
better. It meant Vantage Point, he said, but it still sounded foreign to
her, like a woman’s name. Wasn’t there a Miranda in one of Shake-
speare’s plays?

She all but ran up the drive, her gaze on the door, and then stopped
short.

Why had she come back to the house? Why hadn’t she gone to
search for Stephen?

She didn’t know the answer to that. Except that she’d run home like
a hurt child to hide her face in her mother’s skirts.

Or—yes, she did know why she hadn’t searched—she hadn’t wanted
to look into his face and read shame and guilt and love there.

For an instant she debated going back to the doctor’s surgery, but
her feet were once more carrying her toward the front door, not down
the way she had come. After what she’d heard, she couldn’t bear to face
any of them. She was sure Granville’s wife had never liked her. This
would only give Mrs. Granville more fodder for gossip. What Bennett
had said would be all over Hampton Regis before the day was out. If no
one believed it before, everyone would believe it now.

Opening her door, she realized it was Nan’s day to clean—she’d for-
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gotten that Nan was here when the constable had knocked. Well, she’d
just have to send the maid home, she couldn’t bear having someone
there, in the house, moving about. She needed to think.

Stepping from the bright morning into the dimly lit foyer, she once
again stopped dead in her tracks.

“Matthew?” she said to the ghost of him sitting at the bottom of the
staircase. A sudden fear swept her. Had he died without her there to
hold his hand? Had she left him to die and he’d come to chide her?

But it wasn’t Matthew’s ghost, it was Stephen, very much alive.

She watched his face crumple as he read the shock in her face.
“How 1s he?” he asked, his voice husky. “For God’s sake, tell me he’s
still alive?”

“He’s alive,” she heard herself saying. “But he’s so—I"ve never seen
anyone that badly hurt.”

“Thank God. Bennett told me they’d found a body—I thought—"

Felicity shut the door and leaned against it, her legs refusing to hold
her up. “What are you doing here? The police—Bennett’s foot may be
broken, did you know that?”

“I'm sorry. He tried to stop me, it was his own doing. I had to come
here, I had to tell you that I didn’t harm Matthew. I didn’t touch him,
Felicity! I would never have touched him. Tell me you believe me?”

He got to his feet, standing there with such pain in his eyes that she
couldn’t bear to see it.

“Felicity—"

He put out his hand, begging.

“Please, Felicity. I didn’t hurt him!”

She took a deep shuddering breath. “I don’t know what to think
anymore. If you were imnocent, why didn’t you let Bennett question
you? Why did you run him down?”

“I didn’t run him down. He was clinging to the door of the car, and
wouldn’t let go. When he couldn’t hold on any longer, he dropped
the wrong way. I couldn’t have stopped if I'd had angels holding the
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motorcar back. All T could think of was that I had to see you, had to tell
you that I didn’t touch Matthew.”

“Then who did?” she asked wearily.

“I don’t know. I'm going to find out, I promise you that.”

“Oh, Stephen—"" Her voice broke.

He stepped forward, intending to comfort her, and then turned
away. “For God’s sake, don’t cry.”

“Don’t cry?” she repeated through her tears. “Matthew’s probably
dying, and I'm /ere, instead of there, and I love you both, and I don’t
want anything to happen to either of you. Why can’t we just be happy,
and not think of anything else but that?”

“Because I love you,” he told her bluntly. “And God help me, I can’t
stop.”



utledge, following his quarry through the busy London streets,
Riept a good distance between himself and the man who had been
leaning against the lamppost.

Old Bowels would have his head on a platter if he was wrong,.
Hamish was busy reminding him of that. But instinct told him he
wasn’t wrong. The man’s interest had been too intense. Too personal.

His quarry moved briskly, but without the illusion of hurrying.
They were into Kensington now, shops and flats on one side, the pal-
ace grounds on the other. At length the man turned down a side street,
walked four houses from the corner, turned up the steps, and let him-
selfin the door.

Rutledge stayed where he was. It was an old trick, walking into a
building and waiting to see who was behind you. And if someone was

there, he was often gullible enough to keep on going, right past the
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window where you watched. And you simply stepped out when he was
past and went quietly in the opposite direction.

But after half an hour, no one had come out the front door, and Rut-
ledge was swearing with certainty that his quarry had gone out the back
and disappeared.

He had resigned himself to losing the man altogether, just as his
quarry stepped out of the door again, looked both ways, and then came
toward Rutledge.

“Whist!” Hamish warned in his ear.

There was nothing for it but to disappear into the door at his shoul-
der, and Rutledge found himself in a tobacconist’s, the aroma of cigars
strong in the confines of the small, paneled shop.

“May I help you, sir?”

He turned to find an elderly clerk behind the counter, staring at him.

If he confessed to being a policeman, Rutledge thought, it would be
all over the neighborhood before tea.

And then his quarry came around the corner and opened the door
to the shop.

Rutledge quickly said to the clerk, “I'm looking for a Mrs. Chan-
ning—"’

It was the first name that came into his head.

“Channing? I don’t believe I know any Channings hereabouts. Mr.
Fields, is it a name you’re familiar with?”

And Rutledge, turning, found himself confronting the observer at
the lamppost.

His face was scarred, giving it a bitter twist, the slate blue eyes wary,
the mouth tight.

“Channings? No, I can’t think of any. Sorry.”

Rutledge had no option. He thanked the man and the clerk and
went out the shop door into the street. He made a pretense of standing
there, looking first one way and then the other, as if uncertain what to

do next. Hamish, in the back of his mind, said, “Ye canna’ loiter.”
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Rutledge snapped, “You needn’t tell me.” He turned back the way
he’d come and moved on, wondering where the constable whose patch
this was might have taken himself.

He found a pub one street away, and went inside.

“Do you know where I might find Constable—" He left the name
open.

The barkeep’s face was closed. “Constable Waddington? May I ask
why you’re looking for him? Is there trouble?”

“There’s been a break-in at a neighbor’s house, I've been sent to
find him.”

“Well, then—he’s just stepped over to Mrs. Whittier’s house, sir.
He—er—he looks in on her from time to time.”

“And where do I find Mrs. Whittier?” Rutledge asked patiently.

“On Linton Street, around the next corner but one. You can’t miss
it, number forty-one. If I may ask, whose house has had a break—"

But Rutledge was gone before the man had finished his question.

The Whittier house was no more than a stairwell-and-a-room wide.
He went up the front steps and knocked firmly at the door.

A woman answered the summons, her face a little flushed, her curl-
ing fair hair more than a little mussed.

“Mrs. Whittier?”

“Yes?” Her voice was rather breathless, and her manner dismissive,
as if he had no business knocking at her door at this hour of the day.

“I'm looking for Constable Waddington. Will I find him here?”

The flush deepened. “Oh—yes. He was just—he was just helping
me with the—attic door. I couldn’t shift it at all, and my trunk is in
there—"

But Rutledge was already moving past her into the house.

“Waddington!” he bellowed, and the constable came hurrying to the
top of the stairs, buttoning his tunic at the neck.

“Who are you?” the constable retorted. “And what do you want of

me?”
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“Inspector Rutledge, Scotland Yard. Come down here and get on
with your duty.”

Waddington moved swiftly down the steps, straightening his tunic
as he came, and brought up short at the foot of the stairs. Braced for a
reprimand and worse. The skin around his eyes was tight with appre-
hension. He was a short, thin man, with a ruddy complexion, as flushed
now as Mrs. Whittier’s.

Rutledge said, “I need you to identify someone for me. Hurry!”

Relief flooded Waddington’s face, and he cast a swift glance at the
woman watching anxiously. A wordless warning.

Rutledge was out the door with Waddington at his heels, and they
had hardly reached the bottom step before the house door swung qui-
etly shut, the latch turned.

“I’'m sorry, sir. Mrs. Whittier 1s a widow woman and—"

“—the attic door wouldn’t budge.”

Waddington trotted beside him, attempting to keep up. “Er, yes,
sir.”

“There’s a man called Fields who appears to live on Swan Street,
the fourth house down. The tobacconist knew him by name. Do you?”

Waddington responded, “Scarred face, tall?”

“Yes.”

“That’s his sister’s house. He’s been living there since her husband
was killed last month. A widow, three small children—"

“What happened to her husband? What’s his name?”

They had nearly reached the tobacconist’s shop on the corner.

“Greene, sir. He was murdered. By person or persons unknown.”

Someone had known. Whether the inquest had been aware of it
or not.

“Any reason for the killing?”

“Money, sir. A scheme that went wrong, one that was to make his
fortune. Only he was taken advantage of and lost everything instead. All

his savings. This according to the widow at the inquest. All the same,
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she couldn’t name the man who tricked him. Greene had kept his deal-
ings to himself, wanting to surprise her, he said. She begged him to go
to the police, but the next day he turned up hanging from a tree along
the Thames. His killer tried to make it look like suicide, but it didn’t
wash. He’d been garroted first.”

And the men in Green Park had been garroted.

They had stopped at the corner, and Rutledge indicated the house
in question. “Is that where Greene lived, and Fields now lives with his
sister?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then let’s walk on, shall we? As if we’re looking for someone
else.”

As they went on up the road, Waddington said, “What’s this in aid
of, sir? Why are you asking about Mr. Fields? Do you think /e commit-
ted the murder?”

“No. But I think he’s been out for revenge.”

A cab came along and Rutledge hailed it. “I want you to maintain a
close watch on Fields for me. If there’s any change in his circumstances,
call me at once. Or Sergeant Gibson, failing that. Meanwhile, keep this
to yourself. I don’t want gossip in the canteen or the shops. Do you
understand?”’

“Yes, sir. Am I to do anything else?”

“Yes. Stay away from Mrs. Whittier while you’re on duty.”

When he reached the Yard, Rutledge learned that Chief Superin-
tendent Bowles was well on his way to an apoplexy, and screaming for

Rutledge’s blood.



S tephen Mallory stood there at the foot of the stairs, staring help-
lessly at the woman weeping in front of him. “No, I didn’t mean
that. I’ve put that all behind me. Felicity!”

Before she could answer, the maid, Nan, appeared at the top of the
steps.

“Mrs. Hamilton?” she asked. “Is everything all right?”

“No—yes—" Felicity said, wiping her face with her gloved hands.
“Thank you, Nan. I've just had bad news, that’s all.”

“Not your mother—” Nan said, her strong face registering alarm.
“Oh, not your mother, ma’am.”

“She’s—it’s Mr. Hamilton. I'll explain later. Could you find some tea
for us, please? We’ll be in the sitting room.”

She walked briskly toward the rear of the house, and into a room

that looked out on the sea. It was filled with windows, two pairs on the
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front and one pair on the side, and seemed to glow with the reflected
light of the sun on the water.

Vantage Point. It was certainly that.

Sinking into a chair, she said, “Shut the door. What are we to do?
Bennett will be here before we know it, after your blood. Casa Miranda
is the first place he’ll look. And I must go back to Matthew.” Her voice
broke again. “I don’t know whether to believe you or not. Matthew
hasn’t an enemy in the world, I can’t imagine why anyone should attack
him like that, except in anger.” Looking up at him, she added irritably,
“Do sit down, Stephen! I'm not accusing you, I'm just terribly confused,
and worried and frightened. What have you done with your motorcar?”

“It’s in your shed, where Bennett or his men can’t see it from the
road.” Stephen took the chair farthest from her. “Felicity, what good
would it possibly do me to hurt Matthew?” He cleared his throat.
“Look, even if I did away with Matthew, do you think I'd be fool
enough to believe I'd have you then? That you’d forget him and walk
off into the rainbow with me? What good would it do me to hurt Mat-
thew, for God’s sake—it would be like hurting you.”

“Bennett won’t believe you. You ran, Stephen; it was the worst thing
you could do.”

“I told you, I ran to you, not from him. That was uppermost in my
mind, making sure you didn’t believe what he was saying. I'll find Ben-
nett now and apologize and let him ask me whatever it is he wants to
ask me.”

“He’ll take you into custody. And there’ll be no end of fuss. They’ll
drag our names through God knows what scandal, and in the end, it
will be impossible to show our faces anywhere. I heard him raving in
Dr. Granville’s office—" She stopped, unwilling to repeat to Mallory
what had been said. “You can’t imagine how furious he is, how deter-
mined he is to blame you.”

“When Matthew comes to his senses, he’ll be able to tell them what
happened—who did this to him.”
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She looked at him. “What if he didn’t see his attacker? What if he
doesn’t remember what happened? What if he dies without waking
up? What then?”

Stephen wheeled to the window, blind to the distant sea glimmering
at the bottom of the lawns, and gulls wheeling above a fishing boat pull-
ing for shore. What would Matthew do when he was in his right mind
again? And if he couldn’t remember, what would he think? Whom would
he believe? Bennett?

He turned back to Felicity, trying to stifle the fear rising in him. He
said, with more force than he felt, “He’s bound to remember. He’s a
stubborn old bird, he’ll come through this, Felicity, wait and see.”

“I must go back to the surgery. What will you do—"

She broke off as Nan came in with the tea tray. The woman’s eyes
were busy, moving from her mistress’s face to Stephen Mallory’s as she
tried to make sense of the strained relations between them. There was
an avidness as well, and Stephen frowned. What he saw worried him,
and his first thought was that Nan would go rushing off to the police,
given the chance.

He got up hastily and took the tray from her, saying, “Thank you,
Nan, that will be all for now.”

The maid reluctantly withdrew, and after she had gone, Stephen
went silently to the door and pulled it open suddenly, expecting to find
her there, listening. But she was not in the passage.

Felicity was trying to pour the tea with shaking hands and sloshed
half of hers into the saucer.

Stephen gently took the teapot from her, dabbed at her saucer with
his handkerchief, then gave her the clean cup, adding sugar and milk
to it.

She drank it thirstily, as if it was a panacea for her problems.

“I can’t think. My mind’s a blur,” she said, setting her cup down at
last. “I wish none of this had happened, I wish it was all a bad dream

and there was no truth in any of it. I wish—"
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There was a pounding at the front door.

They stared at each other.

“Bennett.” Stephen said the name with despair, then added rapidly,
“Felicity, if you believe I'm telling you the truth, that’s all that matters.”

But she was at the sitting room door ahead of him. “Never mind,
Nan, I’ll see to it,” she called. And then turning back to Stephen, she
said, “There’s the revolver in Matthew’s desk. Top drawer. Quackly!”

Stephen turned to the desk under the windows at the side of the
room, opened the drawer, and found the weapon lying there under a
handful of papers.

“Come with me,” Felicity added, all but pulling at him. “Hurry, to
the door!”

The pounding was louder, filling the house with noise.

“I’'m not shooting a policeman.”

“No, come on, Stephen, furry!”

Nan had stepped out of the kitchen passage, half hidden by the
morning shadows in that corner of the hall, her inquisitiveness narrow-
ing her eyes as she peered toward the door. Then she saw the weapon
in Stephen’s hand and cried out.

Felicity said rapidly, “Hold the revolver against my back. Do as I

129

say
But Stephen was already there, the weapon pointed at her even as

he prayed it was empty. Driven by the strident pounding, he refused
to think beyond this moment, beyond the need to protect Felicity from
any appearance of collusion in the tangle he’d made of things.

She reached the front door and called out, “Who is 1t?” Her voice
quivered, but she had herself under control. Mallory marveled at her.

“Inspector Bennett. Open the door, Mrs. Hamilton.”

“I can’t,” she cried. “I can’t. Please go away before he shoots me!”

Stephen flinched, unprepared for her dramatic pronouncement. He
kept his finger away from the trigger, bile filling his throat with a fear
that had nothing to do with Felicity or the inspector. Put the barrel into
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his mouth and end the torment, that’s all he had to do. ... But not here,
not in front of ker.

There was silence on the other side of the door. Then, “Is Stephen
Mallory with you, Mrs. Hamilton?”

“Yes, he’s right behind me.”

“Is he armed, Mrs. Hamilton?”

“Yes—yes, he has my husband’s revolver. Please don’t open that
door!”

She could hear Bennett speaking rapidly to one of the men with
him, then heard them speculating among themselves. Stephen seemed
turned to stone behind her.

“My maid is here too. Please go away. Please.” The anxiety in her
voice was genuine, her need to be rid of them pressing her into real
fear.

“Very well, Mrs. Hamilton,” another voice said. “But we’ll be back.
And I’d advise Mr. Mallory that it would be in his own best interest
to give himself up quietly. There’s no need to subject you to more
horror.”

“I understand.”

She thought she could hear them moving away to the drive, still
talking among themselves. Bennett would be furious at being thwarted
a second time, he wasn’t a man to take frustration in his stride and try
to deal with it sensibly. She could feel her heart thudding in her chest,
realizing only then that she’d made matters worse for herself and for
Mallory.

Behind her Stephen was exclaiming hoarsely, “What have you

done? In heaven’s name, Felicity, do you want to see me hang?”

| hey locked Nan into one of the rooms in the servants’ quarters,
where a butler had kept a cot, then went up the stairs into the sit-

ting room again.
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Stephen, drained, sat down heavily in the chair by the window.
Realizing he still held the revolver, he gingerly set it on the desk and
leaned back again.

“Stephen,” Felicity was saying gently, “Stephen, no, listen to me.
They aren’t going to treat you fairly. Bennett is vindictive at best. He’ll
have you up on a charge of attempted murder, and if Matthew dies—"

She broke off, her face horrified. “I can’t go back to Matthew. I can’t
go back to sit with him.”

“You should have thought of that before you got me into this
muddle.”

“But Nan had seen you. I couldn’t pretend you weren’t here. She’d
have told them everything she knows and made up the rest. You don’t
know her. All T could think of was that Nan must surely have heard you
say you still loved me. It’s all they needed to be told, Bennett was al-
ready saying at the surgery that you and I—" She stopped. “What have
I done?”

“I don’t see any way out of this.” He glanced toward the revolver. “It
would solve everything if I just went into the garden and ended 1t, and
let them think what they like.”

Felicity was out of her chair, picking up the revolver and shoving it
into the desk drawer again, turning the key and then putting it in her
pocket.

“No, don’t ever say that again. We’ll find a way. Matthew’s man of
business—we can ask to speak to him, and tell him the truth.”

“He’s never liked you, Felicity. You know that as well as I do.”

It was true. Mr. Caldwell had had his hands on Matthew’s fortune for
years, managing it while Hamilton was out of the country. He blamed
Felicity for the fact that Hamilton had retired early and demanded an
accounting. She’d always wondered if he had made free with the funds
from time to time, when his own accounts were in arrears. If that was
true, he’d covered his tracks by the time Matthew resumed manage-

ment of his money.
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He would like nothing better than to watch Matthew Hamilton’s
wife begging him to defend her former lover. And then refuse her
pleas.

“Where else can we turn?” She considered the rector and the vestry
members, rejecting them one by one. They would hardly defy the po-
lice on her account.

For the first time she realized how foolish she’d been to antagonize
the people Matthew had tried to cultivate in his new circumstances.
Unaccustomed to the narrowness of village life, she’d been quickly
bored by the people here, and with them, and had told herself that
soon enough Matthew would be as well. That this would become their
country house for the summer months, not their year-round residence.
In which case they needn’t concern themselves with Hampton Regis’s
dull pretense at Society.

She had slowly come to understand that he liked this part of En-
gland, that he intended to live here because it was where he’d hoped to
live in his retirement. It had been too late then to undo the first impres-
sion she must have made, and her pride kept her from acknowledging
her error to the likes of Miss Trining. But she should have swallowed
her pride and made the effort, if need be she should have walked on
hot coals barefoot for Matthew’s sake. Instead, Matthew’s charm had
become the key to her acceptance here, and she had no illusions about
that now, when she was in need of kindness.

The Restons and Miss Trining and the others would relish watch-
ing her being dragged through the mire. It was what happened to
older men who lost their heads and married unwisely, they would say.
A beauty, perhaps, but look what such beauty came to, in the end. So
sordid.

Desperate now, she added, “Someone in London, do you think?
Friends of your uncle, the bishop?”

But his uncle the bishop had died in the autumn.

“No, they’d be useless.” He paused, then said with obvious reluc-
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tance, “Scotland Yard.” Even as he did, Stephen Mallory knew what
Dr. Beatie would tell him: Don’t open that wound again. You aren’t
healed yet, you can’t take the risk.

He got to his feet, unable to sit still.

He wouldn’t have to deal with the man, surely?

He could just put his case to the Yard, and they’d send someone.

No, they wouldn’t, not when they heard what Bennett had to say.

He could feel his body tighten and his mind shut itself away. Even if
he sent for the Captain, the man wouldn’t come, not when he realized
who was asking for help. Yet where else could they turn, he and Felicity,
after what he’d done and she had compounded this day?

But not the Captain—oplease God, not the Captain!

He stood there looking down into Felicity’s face, despair sweeping
him with such force he felt sick.

For her sake, he had to do something. He must get her out of this
nightmare unscathed, whatever the cost. And then he could go into the
garden. It wouldn’t matter anymore.

He couldn’t hide behind her skirts much longer. He shuddered to
think what half the town was whispering already.

“Stephen?” Her eyes were pleading with him. “I don’t know anyone
at Scotland Yard. Do you?”

He held out his hand for the key to the desk. “There’s someone—I
need stationery, an envelope.”

She handed him the key reluctantly, uncertain what he was going to
do withit.

He rummaged in the drawer, ignoring the weapon, and drew out
several sheets of stationery. Matthew Hamilton’s family crest stared
back at him, but he ignored it. Felicity pointed out the pen and ink, and
he began to write.

After a moment he stopped, tore up the sheet, and began again.

On the third try he appeared to be satisfied. He handed her the

sheet while he wrote a direction on the envelope.
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She held the sheet of paper like a lifeline, reading and rereading it:

Bennett, I refuse to surrender to anyone other than Inspector
Ian Rutledge of Scotland Yard. Bring him to me, here, as fast as

you can. I won’t be had with promises.

And he’d signed it, simply, Mallory.

“Who 1s this man Rutledge?” she asked, frowning. “A policeman?
He’ll be sure to side with Inspector Bennett. There must be someone
else? Someone in the Foreign Office—they’ll take Matthew’s side, won’t
they?” She rubbed her eyes with her hands. “I daren’t tell my mother.
She’s not well. It will kill her.”

“You wouldn’t know this man. We—we served together in France.
And just sending for him will give us a little time, don’t you see? When
Matthew comes to his senses and tells Bennett the truth, I won’t need
the Yard or anyone else.” It was sheer bravado. His reward was a tiny
flicker of hope in her eyes. It faded as quickly as it had flared.

“But will this man travel all the way from London just to let you sur-
render to him? And what if he does? And Matthew is dead and can’t
ever speak? There must be some other way. We’ve got to find a way.”

She looked at him, her face flushed with distress and her eyes filling
now with tears. He wanted more than anything to take her in his arms
and tell her it would be all right.

If Rutledge wouldn’t come, there was always the revolver in the
drawer. He had seen the lock. It was flimsy, it could be broken. And
when he was dead, Felicity would be safe. She could tell them whatever
she pleased, and it wouldn’t matter how she must blacken his character.

He said none of that to her. But there was bitterness in his voice
when he finally answered her.

“There isn’t another way. You should have thought of the conse-
quences before you stopped Inspector Bennett from coming in. It’s too

late now, we don’t have many choices left to us.”



Bowles was livid.,

“Where have you been? Not where you ought to be, that’s cer-
tain. I sent men to the park to find you. You were away from your post,
damn it!”

“I think I may have—"

“I don’t give a dance in hell what you think, man! You’re off the
case.”

“If you will listen to me—sir—"

“Look at this.” Bowles shot a sheet of paper across the desk. “Know
this man, do you?”

Rutledge scanned the message. It had come in as a telephone call

from the south coast.

One Stephen Mallory holding two women at point of gun, refuses to

surrender to local authorities, will speak only to Inspector Rutledge.
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Wanted for severely beating one Matthew Hamilton and leaving him
for dead, for assaulting a police officer in the course of his duties,
presently threatening to murder his first victim’s wife and her maid, if

Rutledge does not come in person.

Stephen Mallory. His memory rejected the name. Drew a deliberate
blank.

But Hamish said roughly, “Lieutenant Mallory.” Reminding him
against his will.

The war. So many things came round to the war. He couldn’t escape
it, no matter where he turned. For him it had really never ended.

He could feel himself sliding back there again. To the trenches, to
the Somme. And Lieutenant Mallory, standing in the summer rain,
cursing him, cursing the war, cursing the killing. Rutledge could smell
the foulness of the mud and the fear of his men, heard the noise that
threatened to deafen him—the constant rattle of machine-gun fire and
the sharpness of rifle fire and the heavy pounding of the shelling. Men
were screaming all around him, and the dead or dying were everywhere
he looked, along the top of the trench, under foot, out in the wire and in
shell holes. The first day of that bloody battle, when so many men died.
Twenty thousand of them ¢n one day.

Hamish brought him out of the nightmare, his voice loud in Rut-
ledge’s ears. “He was wounded, but they sent him back to the Front.”

“Yes,” he answered silently.

They had been so short of men. The medical staff had cleared
anyone who could still hold a rifle as fit for duty. Days later Rutledge
himself had taken his own turn at the aid station, resting a few hours,
then getting to his feet and stumbling out of the tent, like a man sleep-
walking.

Rutledge remembered Mallory’s dazed eyes, the stiffly bandaged
shoulder, the fearlessness that had bordered on recklessness. It had

turned his salient against the lieutenant, and there had been whispers
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about him. That he was bad luck. That he got men killed. And Mallory
had been hell-bent on proving he was no coward, whatever the doctors
had murmured about possible shell shock.

“Missed the bone,” he’d told everyone, making light of it. “Still, 1t
aches like the very devil. But nothing for the pain until I've won the war.”

And four days later, he had been found crouched in a shell hole,
crying softly. This time the wound was in his calf, and he couldn’t walk.
The stretcher bearers had got him back to the rear, while rumor de-
bated whether he had shot himself or been picked off by one of the new
German snipers. Or—by his own men.

They hadn’t seen him again.

Bowles was still waiting, searching Rutledge’s face.

Dragging himself back to the present, Rutledge looked up at him.

“He was in France.”

It was a reply brief to the point of curtness, but it was all he was pre-
pared to say while the Chief Superintendent glared accusingly at him as
ifhe bore the responsibility for whatever had happened along the south
coast.

“So was half the male population of Britain in France. Why should
this man Mallory summon you in the circumstances? With the war well
over?” The suspicion in Bowles’s voice was palpable.

“I can’t answer that, sir. We weren’t—close friends, if that’s what you
are suggesting. I can’t imagine why he should wish to see me now.” It
was the truth. Rutledge was still recalling more details about Mallory,
details stuffed long ago into the bottom of the black well that was night-
mare and the war: a gifted officer, yet he lacked the common touch that
made tired and exhausted soldiers follow him over the top. Hamish
MacLeod had possessed that touch . . . and so, although he had hated it,
had he himself. He had felt like a charlatan, a pied piper, using his voice
and his experience in command to lure unwilling men to their deaths.
A Judas goat, unharmed while so many were slaughtered around him,

like cattle at an abattoir.
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But Mallory had got out. He had deserted his men and got out.

“Hmmpt”” Bowles slammed a drawer shut, taking out his impotent
anger on the unoffending desk. “So you say. Well, you’d damned well
better get down there and see what this is all about. And you’re not to
play favorites, you understand me? The man this Mallory is said to
have attacked—he’s got friends in high places. They’ll be howling for
my blood and yours if his wife’s made free with. You understand me?”

“Are you sending me to—" He glanced down at the message again.
“To Hampton Regis?”

“I don’t have much choice, do I?”

“Who 1s the victim, this Matthew Hamilton?” The name was not
uncommon.

“Foreign Office, served on Malta before he resigned. Went uninvited
to the Peace Conference in Paris, I'm told, and wasn’t very popular
with his views there. But he’s still too bloody important to ignore, and
if his wife wants you, she’s to have you.”

“I thought it was Mallory who asked for me?”

“Don’t quibble, Rutledge. Just get yourself down there as soon as may
be. I don’t want to see your face until this business has been resolved.”

“I must speak with Phipps before I go. Sir. There’s something he
ought to know about the Green Park killings—”

“Phipps 1s perfectly capable of drawing his own conclusions. I want
you in Hampton Regis this night. And I expect you to get to the bottom
of this business as fast as you can.”

“Sir, there’s a man in Kensington—"’

“Are you deaf? Leave Phipps to his own affairs and see to yours.
That’s an order. Good day.”

Rutledge turned and walked out of the room.

He’d have given much to know whether Fields had had a hand in
the Green Park killings. And for a moment he considered going in
search of Sergeant Gibson. But if Bowles got wind of that, the sergeant
would find himself caught in the middle.
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Rutledge went back to his own office, collected his coat and hat, and
made his way out of the building to his motorcar.

If he wrapped up this business in Hampton Regis quickly, he would
be back in London in good time to look into the possibilities himself.
And he had a strong feeling that Fields wouldn’t kill again unless he
was pressed.

Rutledge had hoped that chance would throw Sergeant Gibson in
his path before he’d left the Yard. It would have been better for both
of them if the encounter had come about naturally. He’d taken his time
going down the stairs, out the door, listening to voices here and there.
But the sergeant was nowhere to be seen. Or heard.

“What if ye’re wrong aboot Fields?” Hamish asked. “Ye canna’ put
him at risk, withoot better proof.”

A hunch wasn’t proof. A gut feeling wouldn’t stand up in court. But
in hasty hands either could send an innocent man to die on the gallows.
Bowles was right, it was best to step aside and leave the case in Phipps’s
hands. For the time being. Rutledge turned away from the Yard and
drove to Kensington to find Constable Waddington.

If Fields was guilty, he’d still be there when Rutledge got back. And
it wouldn’t do for Waddington to become the third victim of the Green
Park killer simply because Rutledge had put the fear of God into him
about Duty.

It was time to call him off. Until there was something he himself
could do about Fields.

The drive to the south coast was long and cold. This part of En-
gland held bitter memories for Rutledge. He hadn’t been to the
West Country since last summer. He caught himself thinking about
those ghosts in his past, cases he’d dealt with even while he struggled to
cope with Hamish MacLeod driving him nearly to suicide. He tried to
shut the ghosts out by filling his mind with familiar lines of poetry, then
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realized that from habit most of them came from a single author. O. A.
Manning had been an echo of his war, her poetry locked in his brain
because it had touched a nerve at a time when he was grateful for any
understanding. He had found that in the slim volumes he carried with
him in the trenches, a voice of sanity in the middle of a nightmare. O. A.
Manning had reached many men at the Front, though she herself had
never set foot in France.

Hamish was taunting him. “You were half in love w1’ her.”

He wasn’t sure whether it was half in love—or caught in her spell.

Still, ever since then, he’d found himself measuring other women
by her memory. That had not always been a wise thing to do, for it had
drawn him to one woman in particular. And memory had been a false
mirror, as he had learned to his sorrow.

Hamish said, his voice unforgiving, “In France I lost Fiona forever.
What right do you have to be happy now?”

It was unanswerable. They drove in silence for miles after that, Rut-
ledge forcing his attention to stay on the road ahead and then as night
fell, on the sweep of his headlamps marking his path. Traffic had thinned,
and at times his vehicle was the only one he saw for long stretches. He
passed a lorry once, and later a milk wagon trundling on its way. An owl
flitted through the light that guided him, and later what looked like a
hunting cat darted to the side of the road, startling him awake.

He kept reminding himself that two lives hung in the balance in
Hampton Regis. If he failed, two women might die. And he couldn’t be
sure—he couldn’t be absolutely certain that Mallory would spare them.
Not if he was driven to the point of desperation.

Because Rutledge had no idea how Mallory had changed in the past
three years. For better or for worse.

He heard a church clock striking the hour as he drove the last wind-
ing half mile into the heart of Hampton Regis. Although it was quite
late, he found a furious Inspector Bennett waiting impatiently for him

in the police station off the harbor road.
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“What took you so long? I expect the train would have been
quicker.”

Rutledge, his shoulders tight from pressing as hard as he had on
the roads, said only, “I'm here now.” He’d refused to take the trains
since he’d come back from France. They were crowded, claustropho-
bic, leaving him shaken and frantic to get down as soon as possible. A
hurtling coffin of metal and wood. He doubted if Bennett would under-
stand that.

“Yes, and I'd like to know what you intend to do about Mallory.
Made me look a fool, having to send for you. I manage my own patch,
thank you very much, without outside interference.”

“I intend to do nothing at the moment.” Rutledge glanced down at
the man’s foot, in a thick and unwieldy cast. ““That must be hurting like
the very devil. How did it happen?”

He’d been intent on changing the subject but was taken aback by
the vehemence of Bennett’s retort. “Mallory ran me down, that’s what
happened. When I went to arrest him. Flung me off the damned motor-
car, directly into its path. If I hadn’t been quicker, I daresay he’d have
been glad to see me dead under his wheels.”

The note had said something about Mallory assaulting a police
officer, but Rutledge had assumed there had been a brief exchange of
blows or a shoving match.

Such violence put an entirely different complexion on the coming
confrontation. And it seemed to underline Mallory’s guilt in attacking
Hamuilton.

He’d hoped to wait for daylight, for his own sake as well as to give
Mallory time to rethink his position. After all, there had been no set
timetable for his arrival, and darkness often put fears and decisions into
uncomfortable perspective. Men brooded in the night, and were grate-
ful for sanity in the morning.

“Are you up to answering questions?” he asked Bennett now. “I’ll

need a better picture of events than was available at the Yard. For one
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thing, has anything changed in Mallory’s situation? Are the women still
safe? Has he tried to harm either of them?”

They walked back to Bennett’s office. Bennett sank into his chair
like a man in pain, easing the injured foot out of the way of his single
crutch. Rutledge took the only other chair.

It was a tiny room, hardly wide enough for the desk, the chairs, and
the two men. From the scatter of papers across the desktop, Rutledge
could see that his counterpart was not a tidy man, more impetuous than
organized, and likely to have a temperament to match.

Bennett shuffled irritably at the papers, turning some, shoving oth-
ers aside, creating a small avalanche that he caught just before it went
over the edge. The near mishap did nothing for his mood.

Hamish said, “He’ll no’ help you, if he isna’ forced to.”

“A facade,” Rutledge answered silently. “That’s all I'm expected to
be. But we’ll see about that.”

Bennett was saying, “There’s not much to tell. Matthew Hamilton—
you probably know the name, coming as you do from London—was
walking on the strand early this morning in a heavy sea mist. Appar-
ently it’s something he does to help him think. That’s what one of the
other vestry members told me. Miss Trining, that was. At any rate,
someone came up behind him, footsteps no doubt muftled by the
incoming tide, and struck him down. While he was still dazed, his at-
tacker hit him repeatedly with something heavy, a stick, a cane, a bit of
flotsam—who knows? By the time someone saw him lying there and
summoned help, Hamilton’s feet were awash, and all tracks had van-
ished. If no one had seen him in time, he might well have drowned in
another quarter hour.”

Matthew Hamilton . . . Rutledge cudgeled his tired wits. His sister
had spoken of the man from time to time. Or one of her friends had
done. Rutledge had paid scant attention, but he possessed a good
memory and he managed to dredge up a few details. Hamilton moved

in good circles, but he wasn’t particularly enchanted with London and
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soon after his marriage he’d disappeared from the social scene. That
accounted for the move to Hampton Regis. But why had he chosen to
close up his flat as well? London gossips had looked for an answer to
that and failed to find it.

The information Bowles had given Rutledge was lean to the point
of skeletal: that Hamilton had been at the Peace Conference in Paris,
coming unbidden from his station on Malta, and was sent back there
posthaste.

Wasn’t it this same Hamilton who had been against stiff reparations
from Germany? French vengeance he’d called it. And hadn’t he railed
against the American president Wilson’s belief in self-determination,
publicly branding it foolishness in the extreme? Wilson had been tired,
ill, his idealistic pronouncements according to Hamilton failing to take
into account the realities of world politics and setting the stage for grave
consequences down the road. The British and French delegations
had been intent on ignoring the American president, palming him off
with his precious League of Nations. Hamilton had tried repeatedly to
convince them all that they were sowing the seeds of disaster which an-
other generation would reap in blood. It hadn’t been a popular stance.

The British had all but disowned him, as they had disowned Law-
rence and others with a clearer vision. Rutledge had been in hospital
during most of the Peace Conference, his knowledge of it secondhand.
But the displeasure of the Foreign Office hadn’t sent a man of Ham-
ilton’s stature to a backwater like Hampton Regis. Small wonder the
gossips had been busy.

Given Hamilton’s history, what scandal or past indiscretion might
have caught up with him here? Stephen Mallory had had no role in
Hamilton’s diplomatic career. Yet that had covered at least twenty years
of Hamilton’s life.

Bennett was still speaking, his voice sour. “And how is it you’re ac-
quainted with this man Mallory? Does /e have friends in high places?”

“Hardly high places. I expect the Yard was more concerned about
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the Hamiltons and their maid than any connection I might have with
your suspect.”

“Then you won’t mind telling me how it was you came to know
him.”

“In the war,” Rutledge answered him, and changed the subject,
though he knew Bennett wasn’t satisfied. “Any improvement in Hamil-
ton’s condition?”

“Not according to the doctor.” Bennett grimaced as he shifted his
foot again. “He’s been close to consciousness a time or two, but he
never quite wakes up. That doesn’t bode well for his ability to recall
who attacked him.”

“Yes, I see that. What happened next?”

“I sent my constable, Jordan, to the Hamilton house to fetch Mrs.
Hamilton to him, and I went to Mallory’s cottage myself. It lies inland, a
few miles up the Hampton River. My intent was to question him about
where he’d been that morning, but he lost his head and went directly to
find Mrs. Hamilton. She was at Dr. Granville’s surgery. He waited until
she came home, and took both Mrs. Hamilton and her maid hostage.
When we went to try and talk him into surrendering, he threatened to
kill both women if we didn’t summon you directly.”

“Since then, you haven’t tried to—er—persuade him to surrender?”

“I had myself driven up to the house shortly before nightfall, and
called to Mrs. Hamilton. Mallory answered for her and reminded me
that their safety depended on you coming down from London.” He
considered Rutledge, his eyes hostile. “I still can’t see why he should
have sent for you by name. There must be more to it.” His posture was
insistent, as if he were determined to get to the bottom of the connec-
tion.

“I’ve told you. We served together in France, and I expect I'm the
only policeman he knows.”

Bennett took out his watch. “I’ve posted two men near the house,

out of sight but where they could hear the women scream or a shot
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fired. It’s time to relieve them. I expect you’ll want to come along. You
can speak to Mallory yourself.”

They went out to the motorcar, and Bennett beckoned to two con-
stables who had just arrived at the station to accompany him. They
nodded to Rutledge and stepped into the rear seat, where Hamish usu-
ally sat. The familiar Scots voice rumbled with irritation.

All the while, Bennett was still pressing, eager to wrap up the in-
quiry. For him, the matter was very simple. Rutledge was here, therefore
Mallory ought to surrender himself to the police. It needn’t drag on any
longer.

Rutledge didn’t interrupt, understanding the pent-up frustration
that drove the man. But the harangue also served to fix his own actions.
Bennett was using the listening constables behind him to make certain
that the man from London couldn’t avoid doing his duty.

Fate was never kind.

He wasn’t prepared tonight. No more than he expected Mallory to
be prepared. His mind needed to be fresh, and in the dark, Mallory
would be on edge, expecting trickery.

Hamish spoke just behind his shoulder. The voice seemed much
nearer, as if the Scot had leaned forward to whisper. “Mayhap he willna’
open the door.”

And Rutledge answered silently, “He’ll want to see what I've be-
come.”

Hampton Regis was fitted inside the curve of its tiny bay with the
snugness of centuries. Houses along the Mole—the ancient harbor—
were timeless, their facades much the same, Rutledge thought as he
turned the motorcar, since the days of Drake and the Duke of Mon-
mouth. The later houses—and they were barely later than the last
century—had been built along streets set perpendicular to the water-
front, like newcomers handed second best.

Bennett, suddenly aware that he’d lost Rutledge’s attention with his
barrage of advice, dropped the subject of Mallory and nodded toward
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the western end of the Mole disappearing behind them. “The river was
broader once, and the shipyards and fishing industry lined its banks.
Once the river silted up, Victorian money leveled the ground and built
there. Now the Hampton’s hardly more than a little stream passing
under a stone bridge.” Then he added with the satisfaction of the work-
ing-class man, “My grandfather always said fish scales make the slopes
of social climbing rather a slippery business.”

He waited for Rutledge to smile at his grandfather’s plebeian sense
of humor, but the man seemed to be intent on his driving, as if feeling
the miles he’d already come.

Instead, Rutledge was struggling to marshal his thoughts, wonder-
ing in another part of his mind if anything remained of the authority he
had once exercised over the lieutenant under his command in France.
And whether he could wield it now.

The Hamiltons lived out on the road he’d come down from Lon-
don, the one that ran in a gentle bend down into the town, traced its
way along the water, and then rose softly to the far headland, following
the coast for miles before vanishing into Devon. Bennett was telling
him now that the western stretch of cliffs was prone to landslips, and
from time to time over the centuries had sent houses and farms and
churchyards down into the sea. Matthew Hamilton on the other hand
had chosen the more stable eastern heights, living in one of the larger
houses there on the seaward side, with sufficient property around them
to give them privacy.

The view of the water as the motorcar climbed was stippled with
faint moonlight, like a tarnished mirror. Bennett pointed and Rutledge
paused to drop off the pair of constables. Then he turned through gates
into a trim garden. The drive made a loop through the flower beds,
ending at the steps.

Time had run out. What was he to say to Mallory?

He looked up at the house, wondering what emotions ran rampant

behind that late Georgian front, upright and gracious, its weathered
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brick surely a lovely rose in the daylight. Very much the sort of clas-
sic design a career foreign service officer might have yearned for in
his long exile abroad in the heat of some godforsaken island or busy,
overcrowded capital. An England that existed now only in homesick
dreams. The war had changed all that.

There were no lights that Rutledge could see. He hoped the house-
hold had gone to bed, where he wished he was now. But it would not
be a peaceful sleep for the two women imprisoned there with a possible
killer. And he was their only hope.

He tried to picture Mallory creeping up behind Hamilton as he
walked along the strand, and striking him hard across the back of the
head. He wanted to believe it was impossible that a man he’d known in
the trenches could do such a thing. But then they’d been taught to kill by
masters, and what was one more life in the long rolls of the dead? Ben-
nett had been treated with equal callousness. There had to be a reason.
And why, if he’d had the chance to run, had Mallory come here instead?

And that brought Rutledge to Hamilton’s wife. What was her rela-
tionship to Mallory? Or his to her?

Without warning Hamish said, “You should ken how he feels.”

Rutledge caught his breath on the realization. In spite of the prom-
1ses they’d made to each other at the start of the war, Jean had left him,
to marry a diplomat serving now in Canada.

Had Mallory been Mrs. Hamilton’s lover once? Was that the key?

Bennett was staring at him, waiting for him to act.

Rutledge forced himself back to the present.

“Stay here,” he said to Bennett, and left the motor turning over qui-
etly as he went to lift the knocker.

After a time a male voice called warily, “Who’s there?”

He didn’t recognize it.

“Rutledge, from Scotland Yard,” he answered carefully. “It’s very
late, I’'m aware of that. I drove straight through, after the summons. I

wanted you to know I'm here.”
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“Stand in your headlamps, so that I can see you.”

Rutledge turned and did as he was asked. After nearly a minute, a
curtain twitched in an upstairs room.

Then the voice was back at the door, calling, “You’ve changed. But
then so have I. Come back in the morning. Alone. Keep Bennett out of
this.” The tension behind the words was clear even through the door’s
wooden panels.

“I told you,” Bennett jeered. “Wound like a spring.”

“I won’t leave until I'm certain the women are safe,” Rutledge re-
sponded, returning to the door himself to listen for whatever sounds he
could hear from inside.

Someone had a candle, its brightness wavering as if in an unsteady
hand. Had Mallory been drinking? That was a bad sign. Rutledge tried
to recall what they’d talked about in the lines, and what the man’s
weaknesses were. The problem was, they hadn’t been close. Mallory,
like Rutledge himself, had had other things on his mind. Rutledge had
had more in common with Hamish, though they had come from vastly
different backgrounds. Both had possessed an mstinctive understand-
ing of tactics and strategy, and that had drawn them together.

Over his head the fanlight was elegant, reminding him of Georgian
houses in London. It had been crafted, he thought, by a master hand.
But all the candle’s golden light showed him was a shadowy flight of
stairs and the lamp hanging in the hall. Venetian, he thought in one
corner of his mind.

Hamish was saying, “He broke, Mallory did. Only you didna’ shoot
him.” And that summed up more than Rutledge was prepared to deal
with tonight.

The voice inside the house went on, “They’re safe. I had promised
as much, if Bennett sent for you. They’ll be safe until the morning. I
swear it.”

“I want to speak to Mrs. Hamilton myself.”

“Damn it, man, she’s asleep.”
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“Nevertheless. I've kept my half of the bargain.”

There was a silence broken only by Bennett’s grumbling from the
motorcar.

Finally a woman’s voice, nervous and uncertain, called, “Inspector?
He hasn’t harmed us. Please do as he asks. We’ll be all right tonight.”

“Mrs. Hamilton?”

“Yes. Have you news of my husband? I’ve been so worried about
him.”

“He’s resting, Mrs. Hamilton. So I'm told. But you need to be with
him. If Mr. Mallory will allow it, I’ll take you to the surgery myself, so
that you can be reassured your husband is going to live.”

From the motorcar Bennett called, “It’s not her we want out of
there, it’s him.” Rutledge ignored him.

“I—I can’t leave,” she answered. “I—in the morning, perhaps?”

“Mallory? Surely you’ll relent for Mrs. Hamilton’s sake?”

But there was only silence from the other side of the door. After a
time, Rutledge returned to the motorcar and climbed into his seat. He
could feel the tension of the last few minutes smothering him, until his
head seemed to thunder with it.

“You should have pressed him,” Bennett told him in no uncertain
terms. “While you had the chance. God knows what state those women
will be in, come morning.”

Rutledge said, “Mallory is tired. He won’t be thinking very clearly.
Anything that strikes him now as interference on our part will only
make their situation worse. I can’t believe he’ll harm them tonight. Not
after he’d got what he wanted. We’ll leave him to wonder about tomor-
row and how he’s to explain himself.”

“That’s foolishness,” Bennett retorted. “You’re coddling a mur-
derer”

Hamish said, making clear his opinion of Bennett, “He’s no’ think-
ing sae verra’ clearly himsel’. He hasna’ considered that yon lieutenant

would gladly see ye deid.”



62 CHARLES TODD

“Why do you so firmly believe Mallory attacked Hamilton?” Rut-
ledge asked the fuming inspector beside him as they drove out of the
gates. He could see that a new face had replaced the watcher he’d
glimpsed earlier in the shadows of a large tree. He presumed that while
he was speaking to Mallory, distracting him, there had been a swift
changing of the guard and the other constables had already walked
back into Hampton Regis.

“Jealousy,” Bennett said baldly.

“Mallory was involved with Hamilton’s wife?” He considered the
ramification of this. “Or only infatuated with her?”

Hamish, derisive in his mind, demanded, “Does it make any differ-
ence?”

“I can’t say,” Bennett added grudgingly, “how much ¢nvolvement
there has been. If gossip is to be believed, certainly on Mallory’s part
there was the desire to step into Matthew Hamilton’s shoes. Or bed.
How Mrs. Hamilton felt about it, no one seems to know.”

“What else do the gossips whisper?”

“There’s a difference in age between Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton. Twenty
years, at a guess. Mallory on the other hand can’t be more than three or
four years older than Mrs. Hamilton. The rest is plain as the nose on
your face, 1sn’t it? She wouldn’t be the first woman to see a young
sweetheart off to war, and then have second thoughts about waiting for
him. Especially when her head’s turned by the attentions of someone of
Hamilton’s standing. It explains why, when young Mallory is mustered
out, he comes straight to Hampton Regis to live, not all that long after
the Hamiltons take Casa Miranda. He’s got no family here, nor any
connections that we know of. What else could have brought him?”

“Mallory returned to England in 1916.”

“Did he, now? Then where’s he been since then?” Bennett shook
his head. “I don’t see how it matters either way. He’s in love with her,
that’s clear enough, whenever it was he came to know her. Why else

was he in such a hurry to see her, once he knew he was caught out?”
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“Why, indeed?”

“Where there’s smoke, there’s bound to be fire.”

The road was quiet, the town dark, asleep.

“And so Hamilton was struck down, beaten, and left to drown. But
no one saw the attack.”

“No one has stepped forward.”

“I’d like to look in on Matthew Hamilton,” Rutledge said.

“It’s well after midnight, man. You can’t go dragging the doctor out
of his bed at this hour.”

“I doubt he’s in his bed.”

“Oh, very well.” Bennett gestured toward the first turning as they
reached the Mole. “Down that street to the next corner. The house
with the delicate iron fencing along the back garden.”

But the doctor’s house was dark, and although Rutledge went to tap
lightly on the surgery door, no one came to answer his summons. He
tested the handle, and it turned in his hand. Did no one in the country
lock their doors?

He stood in the opening, listening intently. But the dark passage be-
fore him was silent, and he could feel Inspector Bennett’s eyes boring
into the back of his head.

If the doctor wasn’t sitting up with his patient, it was very likely a
good sign that he was not expected to die this night.

They drove back to the Mole, where the sea beyond the harbor wall
was a black presence, restless and whispering as the wind picked up.
There they took the second turning, and Bennett pointed out a small
inn set back from the street, a black and white Elizabethan building
with a slate roof where once there must have been thatch, and outbuild-
ings in the yard behind it. A small garden had replaced the yard in
front, and daffodils were already in bloom in sheltered patches. This
morning would be the first day of March, Rutledge reminded himself.
The winter had seemed endless, unrelenting.

“That’s the Duke of Monmouth Inn,” Bennett told Rutledge. “I've
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taken the liberty of putting you up there. But I'd be obliged if you’ll
drive me as far as my house, which is down the end of the street and on
the next corner. Damned foot!”

Rutledge went past the inn and on down the street. “You believe
that Mallory ran from you because he’s guilty. Why didn’t he keep
going, either into Devon or toward the port towns? It would have been
a smarter move on his part.”

Bennett said, “I told you, it was a matter of jealousy. What’s the
sense in killing the husband if you don’t succeed in getting the wife to
yourself?”

“Hardly to himself, if the hangman’s knocking at the door.”

“Yes, well, I don’t suppose he’d expected to find himself the prime
suspect so quickly. Nor her so hesitant about running off with him
while her husband was still alive. If the sea had taken the body, it’'ud
been a different story.” Bennett hesitated and then added, “I’d led Mal-
lory to believe Hamilton was dead. It seemed best at the time. He must
have been shocked when he learned his victim was still with us.”

“And that’s my point,” Rutledge countered, pulling up before the
small house that Bennett was indicating. “You’re looking at the connec-
tion between Mallory and Mrs. Hamilton as a strong motive. Instead,
Mallory might have gone to her for fear he would be blamed. You’ve
told me of no direct evidence linking him to what happened.”

“Except that he ran,” Bennett answered simply, reaching into the
back of the motorcar for his crutch. “Add to that, he had no compunc-
tion about killing me as well. And now he’s holding those two women
at the point of a gun. Does that cry innocence to you?”

Rutledge found he was holding his breath. The rear seat of the mo-
torcar belonged to Hamish—

But Bennett’s fumbling was successful, and he retrieved the crutch,
nearly striking Rutledge in the face with the rubber tip.

“I’d not heard it myself,” Bennett repeated, swinging the crutch out

into the road and gingerly lowering his bad foot after it. “The worst of
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the gossip, I mean. But one of my men, Coxe by name, brought it to my
attention. He’s cousin to the housemaid, Nan Weekes. Just as well he
told me. That gave me a jump on Mallory, or so I’d thought. Nearly had
the bastard. But I'll have him yet.”

With that he hobbled up to his door and went in without looking
back.

Rutledge waited to see Bennett safely inside, and then, easing his
stiff shoulders, he turned the motorcar toward the hotel. Even Hamish
was ready to call it a night, his presence heavily silent in the rear seat.

The Duke of Monmouth Inn was named for the illegitimate but fa-
vored son of Charles II, and there had been many people when Charles
died who preferred him over the Catholic Prince James, the king’s
younger brother. A short but bloody rebellion centered mostly in the
West Country had come to grief on the scaffold at the hands of Bloody
Jeffreys, the hanging judge of the Bloody Assizes, and that was the end
of the duke.

And so history had taken a different turn. The intolerant James
had assumed the crown, only to face his own trouble in less than three
years. That had swept in his daughter Mary and her Dutch husband,
William. There were not many inns named for Aim, Rutledge thought,
making the turning,.

The building appeared to have been a coaching inn during the early
1800s, hardly the duke’s era. Still, there was a portrait of him in velvets, a
wig, and a plumed hat on the sign hanging from an iron frame above the
door. If the artist was to be believed, Monmouth had been a rather hand-
some young man who bore no resemblance to the long-faced Stuarts.

The sign creaked on its hinges as Rutledge walked around to the
door after leaving his motorcar in the yard behind the inn. He could
feel the sea’s breath, salty and damp, as he lifted the latch and stepped
into the dark lobby.

A lamp bloomed from the door into the office, and a sleepy night

porter stepped out, wary but curious.
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“Inspector Rutledge,” he said to the man, setting down his valise
and moving to the desk. “Inspector Bennett has taken a room for me.”

The night porter reached inside a drawer and handed him a key.
“First floor, to your left. Number fifteen.”

Rutledge took the key, retrieved his case, and went up the shadowy
stairs.

Hamish said, as they made their way down an even darker passage,
“I wouldna’ be astonished to see a ghost outside yon door.”

“As long as he doesn’t rattle chains as I sleep, I've no quarrel with
him.”

Hamish chuckled derisively. There were other things Rutledge
feared in his dreams. The rattle of machine-gun fire . . .

He opened the door to number 15, and discovered that it was large
enough and pleasant enough, with a view toward the sea through rows
of chimney pots. But standing at the glass, careful not to place himself
where he could see his own reflection—or Hamish’s behind him—he
could just make out the rooftop of Hamilton’s house on its gentle rise
above the harbor and the sweep of the drive as it reached the gates and
turned in.

And it intrigued him that the house, sheltered in its garden, was
so visible from this angle. It would be easy to wait here and watch the
comings and goings to the door. He made a mental note tomorrow to
look in the other rooms on this side of the inn, to see if the view was as

clear.



A fter conferring with the desk clerk after breakfast, Rutledge
learned that the rooms to either side of his were not presently
occupied, and he took the opportunity to look out their windows. But
the inn’s chimneys blocked any view from the room to his right, while
to the left a clump of trees in the rear garden of a house across the way
broke up his line of sight sufficiently to shield most activity at the Ham-
ilton home.

Number 15 offered the clearest view.

“Aye, but to what end?” Hamish asked him bluntly.

“Someone must have watched Hamilton leave his house on the
morning he was attacked. Without necessarily being seen. As far as
I can tell, other than the church tower the inn offers the best vantage
point.”

The night desk clerk slept in his little room behind Reception.
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Anyone could step quietly through the inn door without waking him.
And the stairs are only a stone’s throw away, carpeted and dark as pitch.

Rutledge decided to walk to the Hamilton residence this morning,
a quieter approach than arriving by motorcar. The air was damp and
cloudy, the sea a wintry gray and the tang of salt strong on the wind,
mixed with the reek of the tideline. Gulls wheeled, dipping and calling
raucously where a man sat cleaning his catch over the gunwale of his
boat.

As he climbed the road, Rutledge turned to look at the headland
across the bay. The woman waiting tables at breakfast had told him
there had been landslips there in living memory. It no doubt explained
why no one had built there, but five minutes later showed him the stone
foundation of what appeared to be an ecclesiastical building rather than
a house.

Hamish said, belligerent this morning, “You canna’ be sure.”

But he thought he could. The pattern of the stones seemed to in-
dicate a round small chapel, perhaps once called St. Peter’s after the
Fisherman, its tower a beacon to returning ships. Or dedicated to St.
Michael, since that militant saint seemed to fancy the high ground.

And then the other side of the bay was cut off from view, and he
could look down into the harbor and far out to sea. A fishing boat
bobbed in the near distance, taking the weather in stride, but a man in
a rowboat, coming around the cliff face and pulling for the Mole, was
battling stiff currents.

Rutledge reached the Hamilton gate, nodding to the damp constable
huddled under his cape beside a cedar that seemed to drip constantly,
its own waterfall.

The tiled plate announcing Casa Miranda caught his attention. An
exotic name for a stately Georgian house. But Hamilton might have
wanted a nostalgic reminder of another life.

Rutledge went directly to the door and lifted the brass knocker, let-
ting it fall heavily, like the stroke of doom.
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It was daylight now, he thought. Such as it was. He prayed the
ghosts would stand more easily at bay.

After a moment a weary male voice called, “Who’s there?”

“Rutledge. I’'m alone.”

“Give me five minutes to be sure of that.”

Finally satisfied, Mallory let him inside but kept the door between
himself and the gardens beyond, as if expecting a sniper waiting to pick
him off.

“He’s haggard,” Hamish said, not without satisfaction as Rutledge
and Mallory confronted each other in silence, both taking note of
changes since they had fought together in France. Both searching for a
middle ground that had nothing to do with France.

Mallory, looking at Rutledge, could see more clearly the toll the war
had taken and the peace had not replaced.

Rutledge could read all too well the long lines of pain in the other
man’s face, the dark circles of sleeplessness and strain under the eyes.
How much of it had been put there by the past few days, Rutledge
could only guess. But Mallory was tall and English fair and still hand-
some, and it was easy to see that he might be very attractive to women.

Hamish, reminding Rutledge, added, “The men didna’ like him.”

Crossing Hamish’s words, Mallory was saying, “Neither of us has
prospered since France, it would seem.”

After a moment Rutledge said, “No. Few of us did.”

It was as if the empty words summed up four years of war for both
men, neither willing to admit to the personal shadows that dwelled
under the surface of the mind, neither wanting to bring any of it back.
And yet the very act of standing here opened the nightmare in ways
neither had foreseen.

For Rutledge it was the sound of a firing squad slamming a round
home with nervous, ragged precision. And the memory of men lifting
wooden stocks to their shoulders, sighting down the steel barrels at one

of their own.
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All for nothing—all for nothing.

For Mallory it was the voice of Dr. Beatie shouting at him, urging
him to do what had to be done to end his suffering. Driving him to kill.

The awkward silence lengthened, and Mallory was the first to turn
away, abruptly gesturing toward the drawing room. “In there. Where
we won’t be overheard.”

His voice cracked on the words, and he cast a backward glance to-
ward the stairs, as if expecting to see someone standing at the top of the
flight.

Rutledge reminded himself of the task he’d been sent to accomplish.
“Where 1s Mrs. Hamilton?” he asked, not leaving the hall. “And her
maid? I shan’t bargain with you until ’'m certain they’re safe.”

Mallory grimaced. “Damn it, they’re well enough. Felicity—MTrs.
Hamilton—is still asleep. The maid—her name 1s Nan Weekes—is
threatening me with God’s curse if I touch %er. She might well be the
best cleaning woman in Dorset, but she’s safe enough from rape, even
in the dark. A few more days of the rough side of her tongue, and she’ll
stand in greater danger of murder.” He’d meant it facetiously, but it
hung in the air like a threat and he cursed himself for a fool.

“Mrs. Hamilton has made no effort to escape?” Rutledge asked,
listening to the undercurrents in the quiet voice. For signs of instability,
building forces that could end in murder-suicide.

“And leave Nan to my tender mercies? She’s not that sort. Are you
coming into the drawing room or not?”

Rutledge followed him into the pretty room facing the gardens and
the road, its walls covered in a shell-colored silk, the drapes and chairs
a pale green striped with a soft shade of lavender. But the room’s femi-
nine air didn’t detract from its ornaments, which appeared to reflect
Hamilton’s years abroad in the Foreign Service. Olive and other Medi-
terranean woods framed pen-and-ink sketches of places Hamilton must
have visited on his travels, and on a table by the window there were tiny

figures that looked to be Greek or Roman, many of them wearing masks
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and each of them elegantly made, reminding Rutledge of stage sets.
African carvings in ebony, Hellenic gods in marble, and other exotic
statuettes in clay and stone and wood were set out on the top of a cabi-
net containing two shelves of small ornate boxes in every imaginable
material. Together these objects gave the room its masculine character.
One figure, taking pride of place, was a fat woman with pendulous
breasts and enormous thighs—but no head.

Mallory sat down heavily, as if he were on the verge of falling asleep
where he stood. If he was armed, Rutledge could see no sign of it. But
then it would be wise not to have a weapon where it could be taken
away 1n a surprise move to disarm him.

“I heard about Corporal MacLeod’s death,” Mallory said into the
silence. “Long afterward. I wish it had been me killed in that attack.
But I wasn’t there, was I? I was behind the lines in that bloody hospital
tent, trying to remember where I was and why I was strapped to my
stretcher. You never told me how you’d survived.”

You weren’t there to tell—

Rutledge, caught unprepared, nearly spoke the thought aloud, but
managed to say without inflection of any kind, “I’m not sure I did.”

Mallory nodded. “I hated you, you know. You kept going, no matter
what happened. Like a dead man who hadn’t got the word. I hated that
discipline. I hated your courage. I felt diminished by it.”

Rutledge found he couldn’t answer. If you only knew— After a mo-
ment, when he could trust his voice, he said, “It wasn’t courage, it was
necessity.”

“Yes. Well.” Mallory looked at him for a moment and then said
again, “I hated you. The only way I could get a grip on my own sanity
was to face that.”

“I didn’t come here to talk about the war.”

Mallory ignored him. “I didn’t leave France by my own choice. You
must know that. My uncle, the bishop, had influence in high places.

He pulled me out when my father died. Compassionate leave. Then
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he saw to it that I stayed in England. He was my mother’s brother, he
must have believed he was doing the right thing. She could have got on
very well without me, but there you are. I didn’t handle it very well. I
wasn’t very good at teaching bumbling tenant farmers and green shop
clerks how to kill. I kept dreaming about them torn and dying, and you
standing over them, blaming me for failing them and you. I wanted one
of them to kill you. In the end, I had to do that for myself.”

“I don’t want to hear your confession. I have no right to hear it.”

“You heard our confessions often enough in the trenches,” Mallory
retorted, his voice tight. “But I didn’t desert. I didn’t desert.”

Hamish growled deep in Rutledge’s mind, a wordless rejection of
Mallory’s denial.

Rutledge stood there with nothing to say, and in some far corner of
his being, he could hear the guns again, a perfect morning for gas, and
he had to stop himself from putting up a hand to test the direction of
the wind.

He couldn’t think of a way to deflect Mallory’s need to exonerate
himself, and tried to shut it out, withdrawing from the insistent voice
almost as he found himself withdrawing from the man.

“I just wanted to make it clear that I'm expecting no favors,” Mallory
finished. “Spare me your pity, or whatever it is you feel toward me. Un-
derstand this. The only reason I sent for you is that stubborn bastard,
Bennett. He wants my blood. And he’d have had it, if I hadn’t fended
for myself.”

“You ran him down,” Rutledge pointed out, grateful for the shift in
subject. He sat down on the other side of the room. “His foot is prob-
ably broken.”

Mallory sat up. “Did he tell you that?” He laughed harshly, without
humor. “Yes, well, he would, wouldn’t he? The truth is, he was cling-
ing to the motorcar, wouldn’t let go. When he fell off the door, it was
bad luck that his foot was in the wrong place. It wasn’t intentional, and

don’t you let him tell you it was.”
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“Nevertheless—”

“No. Listen to me. I don’t know why he came to arrest me without
any physical evidence and no eyewitness to put me at the scene. But he
did. Someone must have told him I was once engaged to Mrs. Hamilton
and would have been glad to see her husband out of the way.”

“It looks now to be the truth.”

“No, I tell you. I had nothing to do with the assault on Hamilton.
The first I knew of it was Bennett standing in my doorway going on
about a body found on the strand and asking me to come with him.”
His voice was earnest as he leaned forward in his chair. “I didn’t even
understand that it was Matthew he was talking about until he began
insisting that I go with him. And then all I could think of was Felicity—
Mrs. Hamilton. I had to see her, to tell her [ hadn’t harmed Matthew. If
Bennett believed it, he’d try to convince her as well. You weren’t there,
you weren’t in my shoes—he’d already made up his mind, he had no
intention of looking anywhere else. Once I was in custody, I'd be facing
trial.”

He was protesting too strongly, Rutledge thought. And yet he sat
there, with no weapon visible, speaking to Scotland Yard as if he had
nothing to fear. Truth? Or a well-planned fiction?

“You must look at it from Bennett’s viewpoint. You were the one
person most likely to benefit if Hamilton died of his injuries. And there-
fore a strong suspect.”

“Benefit? Oh, yes, I could woo the grieving widow, couldn’t I? But
she loves Matthew, and I don’t think I’'m likely to step into his place
even if he dies. I just didn’t want her to hate me, or believe I could hurt
her in any way.”

“Then why did you threaten the two women? Surely by the time
Bennett was knocking at the door here, you’d had a chance to explain
yourself. Why go the next step?”

Mallory started to answer, thought better of it, and then finally said,

frowning, “I’m not really sure myself how it happened. It just—did.”
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“Let them go. That will be in your favor. I’ll see them safely away
from here, and then we’ll take you down to the station to tell your side
of the story.”

Mallory laughed without humor. “I’m not a fool, Rutledge. As soon
as I set them free, I’ve nothing to use as a means of bargaining with you.
I want you to find out who did attack Hamilton, and bring him here to
tell Mrs. Hamilton why. I'm owed that, and when you’ve done it, I'll
give myself up.”

“Mrs. Hamilton ought to be with her husband. If you hold her here
against her will, and her husband dies, she’ll never forgive you. Don’t you
see that? For her sake, you have to take the chance that you’ll stand trial.
Let her go, and I give you my word I'll do everything I can for you.”

Mallory got to his feet and began to pace. “I can’t let her leave. Ben-
nett would never allow her to come back here again. And if Matthew
dies, who’s to speak for me?”

“Then let the maid go.”

“I can’t, don’t you see? If I'm shut in this house for days with Mrs.
Hamilton without a proper chaperone, her reputation is ruined.”

“I hardly think the maid, locked away as she is, can speak on behalf
of your honor or Mrs. Hamilton’s.”

“Yes, well, Nan’s staying. You don’t know the women in this town.”

“What if I offer myself in Mrs. Hamilton’s place? She can go to the
surgery, look in on her husband, comfort him, and then come back
again.”

Rutledge could see how torn the man before him was. A range of
emotions flitted across his face before he said, “I can’t be sure Bennett
will agree to that. He’ll leave you here to rot because you’ve invaded his
patch, and you won’t be free to argue when he doesn’t make any effort
to get at the truth. No. We keep things as they are. You’ll do what you
can to learn who wanted Matthew dead, and I’ll give you my solemn
word that both women are safe with me. In God’s name, why should I

harm either of them?”
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“Why did I drive all the way from London, if you’re unwilling to
make any compromise now that I’'m here, or show good faith? That’s
foolishness.”

Mallory’s pacing stopped. “The trenches were foolishness. A stale-
mate within a stalemate. I'm just taking a leaf from the war’s book.
Right now, it’s the only weapon I have.”

And then Rutledge asked the question that had been in the back
of his mind all the way from London. “Why did you turn to me? Why
didn’t you ask the bishop, your uncle, to help you?” It was flung at Mal-
lory almost viciously, welling up out of Rutledge’s own anguish.

“He’s dead.” After a moment Mallory went on, the words wrenched
from him. “I had promised myself Id never have to see you again. Do
you think I wanted this? Any of it? If there had been any other way?”

Rutledge stood up as well and took a deep breath, attempting to
break off the unforgiving savaging of each other. Throughout the ex-
change, Hamish had been ominously silent, a dark presence like thun-
der in the distance. Like guns in the distance . . . Rutledge made an
effort. “Let me speak to Mrs. Hamilton, before I go.”

“She’s in her room. Matthew’s room.” There was a bitter twist to his
voice at the words. “At the head of the stairs, turn right toward the sea.
It’s the last door but one.”

Rutledge climbed the stairs at a steady pace, neither hurrying nor
taking his time. When he reached the passage at the top, he turned
right, found the next but one door and tapped lightly.

There was no answer. He opened the door gently and looked in-
side.

The bedclothes were a tangle, spilling half off the bed. In the midst
of them was a tousled fair head, buried in a sea of dark rose coverlet
that matched flowers in the draperies and the fabric of one chair by the
hearth. Her face was to the wall and out of his line of sight. He’d have to
go round the bed to see it.

“Mrs. Hamilton?” he called quietly.
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But she was deeply asleep. Or pretending to be. He couldn’t be cer-
tain. He wasn’t close enough to the bed to see how she breathed.

Hamish said, “If she sleeps sae soundly, there’s naething on her
conscience.”

But women sleep deeply after love. What role had Felicity Hamilton
played in the events of the last twenty-four hours?

After a moment, he closed the door and went back the way he’d
come.

Mallory was waiting for him, and without a word led him to the
kitchen precincts.

The maid, Nan, was wide awake and choleric. A thin woman with
weather-reddened skin and pale hair that showed streaks of graying,
she sat rigidly in her chair in a small pantry off the servants hall, her
eyes alive with fury.

“Who’s that, then?” she snapped at Mallory as he brought Rutledge
in. He ignored her.

But Rutledge answered her, identifying himself simply as a police
Inspector.

“You haven’t kept her locked up like this all this time, have you?”
Rutledge asked, turning back to Mallory. There was no food or water in
the room, no sign even of a chamber pot.

“Good God, no. But she was banging on the door of the servants’
hall at six this morning and I couldn’t have that. I think she broke that
other chair against it.” He gestured to the chair flung against the wall,
the splat shattered.

“And who wouldn’t be making a racket, kept here by the likes of
you?” she demanded. “I’ve a cousin at home. A policeman. He’ll be
wanting your blood if you lay a hand on me!”

“I haven’t touched you,” Mallory retorted, “except to shut you up
down here so that we could have a little peace.”

Nan was on the point of answering him, when Rutledge asked

quickly, “Has he harmed you in any way?”
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“He’d not dare to. But who can say what he’s done to Mrs. Ham-
ilton?”

There was something avid in her face that told him she wished
for it. As if there was little love between herself and her mistress, and
whatever Felicity Hamilton suffered, she had earned. So much for Nan
as chaperone. Mallory was right, she’d blacken his character with a ven-
geance. And Mrs. Hamilton’s as well, relishing the chance.

Rutledge wondered how she felt about Mr. Hamilton, whether her
loyalties lay there—or with neither of her employers.

She hadn’t asked about Matthew Hamilton. How he fared, whether
he was alive or dead. Did she even know why she and her mistress were
being held against their wills?

“She’s no’ concerned for them. Only for hersel’,” Hamish replied.
“But her tongue will clack once away fra’ here.”

“You can’t leave them like this, you have to feed them, you know,”
Rutledge said to Mallory. “It’s going to be a bigger problem than you
think, keeping them here.”

“I’ll manage,” Mallory replied stiffly. “I can prepare food, tea. It
won’t be fancy, but it will be edible. I've even mucked out the stables
this morning for the damned horse. All right, you’ve seen both of
them.”

They turned toward the door, Rutledge promising Nan Weekes help
before very long and getting the sharp side of her tongue for letting
“that man” get round him so. “Poor excuse for a policeman you are.”

It was as if she’d expected him to overpower Mallory in front of her,
and set her free, and held it against him for failing to try.

Hamish remarked, “There’s the thorn in this dilemma.”

It was true. Mrs. Hamilton might sleep soundly under the circum-
stances, her door not locked. But Nan was another matter. Rutledge
found himself more worried for her than for her mistress. Mallory’s
stability would be fragile after days of strain and Nan’s belligerence.

Outside, as they walked to the back stairs, Rutledge said, “Look.
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Tell me what it is you want me to do? This has to end, you know it as
well as I do. Tell me what it will take to set the women free.” It was an
appeal to Mallory’s better nature, but even as he spoke the words, he
knew they were empty.

“That’s simple,” Mallory answered. “Find out who nearly killed
Matthew Hamilton.”

utledge went to Dr. Granville’s surgery next, greeting the doctor’s
Rwife and asking for a few minutes of the doctor’s time. The wait-
ing room behind him was crowded, and he could feel every eye on him
as he introduced himself to Mrs. Granville.

Mrs. Granville said doubtfully, “He’s got his hands full just now.
What with Mr. Hamilton and his usual hours. I don’t know if there’s
been an epidemic of sore throats and unsettled stomachs or if people
are hoping for news of poor Matthew.”

“Perhaps you could take me to see Mr. Hamilton, then. And I shan’t
have to disturb the doctor.”

“Well, ’'m not certain Mr. Bennett would agree.”

He smiled. “I’'m handling the matter for Inspector Bennett. Until
he’s fit to do more on his own.”

“Yes, poor man. In that case, then.” She let him into a passage that
ended in a door that was half glass, with fenced lawns and bare trees be-
yond. He followed her past a series of closed doors to the last but one.
“He’s in quite a bit of pain, isn’t he? The inspector. But he wouldn’t
hear of anything to help, you know.”

Now he could see through the glass into the tidy garden just beyond,
and a table under a tree, with chairs around it. He had a picture of tea
set out there on a summer’s day, and children running through the
grass, laughing. The England he and Mallory and so many others had
fought for. Bleak now in winter, cold and quiet. As if war had drained

away the color and reality, not the seasons.
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Hamilton’s tiny room was windowless. He lay there on the cot bed,
the lamp beside him lit but shielded to keep the light out of his eyes.

But Matthew Hamilton’s bruised eyes were closed, and his breath-
ing was labored, as if it hurt to draw too much air in at a time.

Rutledge, looking down at him, took his measure: a tall man, broad
shouldered, with dark hair silvering at the temples, long sun-bronzed
fingers lying idle on the coverlet, slender body. He could have put up a
good fight, if he’d been attacked face-on. A match for Mallory or any-
one else, physically.

Hamish said, “It was a vicious beating.”

And that appeared to be true. His ribs were wrapped tightly, the
broken arm set, and lumps under the coverlet indicated bandaging on
his legs as well.

To kill? Or simply vengeful, without much caring about the out-
come.

“I'm told he was found near the tideline,” Rutledge commented
quietly.

“Oh, his clothing was soaked with seawater,” Mrs. Granville re-
plied. “It’s a wonder, cold as he was, he didn’t die of exposure. But
Anthony—the doctor, that is—feels that the cold may have prevented
massive internal bleeding.”

“One good thing, then. No sign of returning to consciousness?”

“He’s moaned a time or two. The doctor 1s reluctant to administer
anything to help with the pain, at least for the next few hours, because
of possible brain injury.”

“But he’s not conscious enough to speak, as far as you know? When
he begins to moan?” He reached out and touched one of the hands on
top of the coverlet, and raised his voice a little. “Mr. Hamilton? Can
you hear me? I’ve brought a message from your wife, Matthew. Do you
understand what I'm telling you? Grasp my hand if you do.”

There was no response.

“How 1s Mrs. Hamilton?” Mrs. Granville asked him, leaning forward
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a little, as if eager for news. He turned to look at her, seeing her now as
one of the village women rather than just the doctor’s assistant. “She
hasn’t been back to see him,” she continued. “I’ve heard that she’s
under—er—constraint at the house.”

A thin face, thinner lips, gray eyes alive with curiosity.

“Mrs. Hamilton is safe where she is,” he answered carefully. “I don’t
think you need to fear for her or the maid. I'd hoped to bring her with
me. Perhaps the next time. Could I see Mr. Hamilton’s clothing?”

Surprised, Mrs. Granville said, “Well, yes, of course, if you like. It’s
all in the cupboard there. I dried the woolen things as best I could.”

He was already opening the low cupboard at the foot of the bed.
The coat and trousers Hamilton had been wearing were still damp-
ish, and had that odd feeling that salt water gives to fabric, heavy and
slightly stiff. No hat, as if the man had enjoyed the wind in his hair. Or
had lost it in the struggle.

“Boots,” Hamish said, and Rutledge saw the Wellingtons under the
neatly folded pile of undergarments.

“He was planning from the start to walk by the sea,” Rutledge re-
sponded silently. “He wasn’t lured there.”

Mrs. Granville was saying, “The contents of his pockets are in that
small box. I was going to offer it to Mrs. Hamilton yesterday, but she left
so suddenly.”

Rutledge took out the box and opened it. Wallet, in some unusual
leather now stiff and water stained. Several pounds in bills. A hand-
kerchief. A handful of coins. Keys on a ring. A pipe and tobacco in a
pouch. And a watch, the fob on the gold chain an enameled shield with
the cross of Malta in red and white. The watch must have been cleaned
and wound, for it was ticking softly.

Nothing unusual or unexpected. Save for the keys, he returned the
items to the box and set it back where he’d found it. Then as an after-
thought, he put them back as well. As long as Hamilton was alive, they
should be left for him.
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Just as he was closing the cupboard, the man on the bed groaned
in pain, then stirred uncomfortably before subsiding into silence once
more.

“If he speaks at all, no matter how trivial his words may seem to you,
write them down and summon me at once. Leave word at the station or
at the Duke of Monmouth.”

“Yes, of course, Inspector.” She followed him to the door. “I’ll tell
the doctor you came, and if he has any need to speak with you, he’ll
reach you.”

He walked down the passage and was almost at the outside door
when a woman came out of the surgery waiting room, nearly colliding
with him.

“Miss Trining,” Mrs. Granville said, in the tone of voice reserved for
someone of substance.

“I shan’t wait any longer,” Miss Trining said. “I feel better now, any-
way.”

“Are you sure you oughtn’t stay until the doctor sees you? Indiges-
tion is sometimes—"

“I know my own body best,” Miss Trining said shortly, then looked
Rutledge up and down. “Who are you?”

He gave her his best smile. “Inspector Rutledge from Scotland
Yard,” he said. “And you are . . . ?”

“Charlotte Trining. I’'m a member of the vestry, along with Matthew.
Have you been to see him? Dr. Granville won’t let me near him.”

“And rightly so. Rest 1s the best cure, sometimes,” he said. “I've my
motorcar outside. May I drive you somewhere?”

Over Miss Trining’s head, Mrs. Granville shot him a grateful look.

“Yes, thank you.” She nodded to the doctor’s wife and let Rutledge
hold the door for her.

He said good-bye to Mrs. Granville and followed Miss Trining to
the car, opening the passenger door for her.

He had met many women like her over the years. Imperious and
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self-important, accustomed to having their way, and as often as not a
force in any community out of sheer natural gall and ferocious, driving
energy. The sort of women who had connections and were never shy
about alluding to them.

Her dark blue eyes were scanning him as he turned the crank and
then climbed in beside her.

Hamish said, “’Ware!” and was silent again.

Miss Trining said, “I shouldn’t have thought Bennett’s foot injury
was sufficiently serious to summon Scotland Yard to his aid.”

“I expect he felt he couldn’t remain objective,” Rutledge answered.
“And rightly so.”

“I never liked that man, Mallory,” she went on. “I’'m not surprised
he attacked Matthew. What does surprise me is that he didn’t finish the
job while he was at it. Lack of moral fiber, I expect. I’'m told by a cousin
in Sussex that he suffered shell shock during the war. I don’t hold with
cowards. Watch where you’re driving, young man. You nearly hit that
cart!”

He had. Her words had struck him like a physical blow, and he had
swerved without realizing where he was.

Saying nothing, he fought to regain his composure, and she looked
at him sharply, turning her head to stare at him.

“Don’t tell me you feel differently on the subject.”

“I was at the Front, Miss Trining,” he answered after a moment. “I
saw firsthand what men had to endure. I can’t stand in judgment of
them now.”

“I should have thought you would know, better than most, how they
let their friends and comrades down.”

It was harshly said and harshly meant.

He remembered a line from O. A. Manning, the war poet who was
in reality Olivia Marlow.

Without looking at Miss Trining, he quoted,



A FALSE MIRROR 83

“Courage is not measured by

Marching bands and banners in the wind.
If you have not walked

The bloody lines and seen the faces,

You have no right to describe it so.

We die here to keep you safe at home,

And what we suffer

Pray you may never know.”

“Yes, yes, I know the poem. What does it say to anything?”

“That you weren’t there, Miss Trining. And have no right to judge.”

She turned away in a huff. “You can let me down here, if you will,”
she said, pointing to a milliner’s shop to his left.

But when he drew up to the shop, he said, “You appear to know the
Hamiltons well. Tell me about Matthew.”

“There’s not much to tell. He’s been a valued civil servant, he came
back to England, married a much younger woman, and seems to have
settled into his new life without looking back.”

“Did you know him before he came to Hampton Regis?”

Something in her face belied her response. “No. I must say that he’s
been an asset to us here, recognizing his responsibility to set a good
example for all of us. I admire that.”

“And Mrs. Hamilton?”

“She could do far more than she has, to be frank. I don’t think she
realizes how she lets her husband down at every turn. Refusing to serve
on committees, refusing to take up charitable work, refusing to entertain
in the style that I’'m sure Matthew was accustomed to abroad. After all,
a senior foreign service officer does have a certain social position. But
that’s what comes of marrying someone so much younger, you know.
No sense of what’s due a man of Matthew’s stature.”

“Does Matthew Hamilton have enemies?”

She stared at him again. “Enemies?” Her emphasis on the word was
2 p
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noticeable. “I shouldn’t think anyone in Hampton Regis has any con-
nection with his past. Why should they? Most of them have never been
abroad, unless they were in the war. Much less to Malta and Sicily and
Crete.”

“I was thinking more specifically than that. Here in Hampton
Regis.”

“You are entirely too young and inexperienced to handle this in-
quiry,” she said flatly. “I shall have a word with the Chief Constable
about that when he comes to tea.” And without waiting for him to come
around and open her door for her, she did it herself and stepped out.
“Good day, Inspector.”



‘ N ; hen Felicity wandered down for breakfast, there were dark
shadows under her eyes and she seemed distracted.

“Rutledge was here again,” Mallory said. “You were asleep.”

“Just pretending. I heard him knock at my door and panicked.”

“I don’t think he believed the hostage story. But Nan gave him an
earful.”

“Yes, I'm sure she did. I wish we could let her leave, just to be rid of
her. I don’t feel comfortable when she’s in the house. I never have. She
adores Matthew.” She hesitated. “Did he say—is Matthew all right?”

She was asking if he still lived. Mallory could feel his heart turn
over. What would she do if Matthew died? Turn on him, slip out of the
house in the middle of the night, when he finally sank into deep sleep,
unable to keep his eyes open any longer? And then he felt guilty for

even considering such a cruel betrayal.
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“Still unconscious.” He didn’t tell her that Rutledge had offered
to let her visit her husband. He wasn’t sure how she’d respond to
that.

Felicity shook her head and pulled her shawl closer, as if she felt
cold. “You don’t suppose we could build a fire in the study or the sit-
ting room? It would be so much cozier.”

“Felicity.” She looked up at him, then looked away. “What are we
going to doP”

“I thought this inspector was here to sort it all out for us. That’s
why you wanted him to come, 1sn’t 1t?”

“The question is, will he be strong enough to stand up to Bennett?”
He hesitated. “He wanted to know if we’d had an affair.”

“Hardly an affair. I was in love with you long before I met Matthew.
I was going to marry you. Only you didn’t want to marry me. Not then.”
There was a hurt expression on her face, as if she remembered the past
more clearly or, at the very least, differently.

“Dear girl! I told you, I didn’t want to come home to you a lame
beggar—”

“But you didn’t, did you?” There was accusation in her voice, as if
he had tricked her somehow. “You came home whole.”

“I couldn’t know that. It was you who refused to wait. Who didn’t
have faith in the future.”

“How could I, when you’d painted it so bleakly?” She stood in the
doorway to the dining room. “I don’t suppose you could make a pot of
tea. Matthew always brought me my morning tea.”

He hesitated, and then said, “Yes, of course. Breakfast!” as if it had
Jjust struck him what time it was. “We’ve got to feed Nan, as well.”

Felicity frowned. “We’d be so much better off without her. I wish
she was gone.”

“No, we shouldn’t be. She’s your chaperone.”

“Little good she is at chaperoning. Locked up belowstairs.”

He smiled. “Appearances, my dear, appearances,” he said, in a voice
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that was so like Miss Trining’s that she laughed. Nan must have heard it
as well, for she began to bang ominously on the door of her prison.

“I wish she was dead!” Felicity said in anger, and then covered her
mouth with her hand. “I didn’t mean that, truly I didn’t.” She waited to
be forgiven, like a child.

“No, of course you didn’t.” But he turned away, his appetite gone,

and went on to prepare a meal he couldn’t swallow.

B ennett was in a foul mood. His foot had kept him awake most of
the night, and this morning Rutledge had proceeded to act with-
out him. It was unprofessional, and in his present state of mind, un-
forgivable. He sat in his office hunched over his desk like a poisonous
toad, waiting for Rutledge to appear.

Then he said, with understated anger, “I hear you’ve been busy.”

“I couldn’t sleep,” Rutledge said blandly, his face giving nothing
away. “And so I went to the house. The women are safe, but their situa-
tion isn’t the best. I'd like to bring this business to a conclusion today.”

And so would I, Bennett thought, if only to be rid of the likes of you.

His feelings were so clear in his expression that Hamish said,
“Watch your back. He doesna’ care how it ends.”

“Yes, at least Mallory is right there,” Rutledge answered silently.
And to Bennett, “Perhaps it would help if we could go over the evi-
dence against Mallory again.”

“I’ve told you. Twice before. There was reason to believe he might
have had a hand in the assault, and I went to confront him. He ran me
down and fled. What more do you want in the way of evidence?”

“I believe you, of course. But what I’d prefer are witnesses, some
sort of direct proof at the scene that he might have been there. I daresay
Mallory can afford a decent barrister. We had better be prepared for
that.”

“The only tracks were ours, the ones we made coming down to
Yy )
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have a look at Hamilton. We didn’t know then he’d been beaten, did
we? First thought was, he’d walked too far and his heart had given
out. Dr. Granville was with us, I'd sent for him straightaway. And he
was anxious. Hamilton’s had malaria, dysentery, and God knows what
other diseases out where he’s been,” Bennett retorted, easing his leg
in front of him. “Bones are the very devil! You’d think they’d have no
feeling in them. At any rate, I cast about for footprints, a weapon, some
sign of a struggle—and I came up empty-handed. Here was a badly
injured man, he had no enemies that we knew of, and the only person
with any reason to see him out of the picture is the man now hiding
behind the skirts of two frightened women. That should tell you some-
thing. If he’s innocent, why didn’t Mallory stand and take questioning
like a man?”

“Because,” Hamish was pointing out, “Mallory didna’ trust the po-
lice to be fair.”

Rutledge tried to quell the voice in his head. “Who were Matthew
Hamilton’s friends? He served on the vestry. What does the rector have
to say to this business?”

“I haven’t asked him. When have I had the time?”

“Then perhaps we should see him now. I’ll drive you,” Rutledge
went on as Bennett was on the point of protesting. He stood by the
door waiting, and Bennett had no choice but to get to his feet and clum-
sily adjust his crutch under his arm.

Rutledge had passed the church coming into Hampton Regis last
night and heard the clock strike the hour. It stood not far from the turn-
ing to Casa Miranda, a tall, rather austere stone edifice well set out in its
churchyard. To the west of it behind a massive Victorian shrubbery, this
morning he glimpsed the sunlit windows of what must be the rectory.

The rector wasn’t a man to take sides. Slim and frail, he looked to
be older than he was, a man so trodden down by life that only his faith
sustained him.

When they found him in the church, staring at the baptismal font as
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if expecting it to break into speech at any moment, he seemed surprised
to see them.

Bennett made the introductions and said without further ado, “Mr.
Rutledge would like your opinion of Matthew Hamilton.”

“Matthew?” Augustus Putnam faltered. “Is he dead then? I've been
remiss, [ haven’t been to see him.”

“He’s still very much alive,” Rutledge responded. “Shall we sit
down over there?” He gestured to the chairs at the back of the nave.
“Inspector Bennett would appreciate it.”

“Yes, yes—by all means.” Putnam led the way to the chairs and
waited as if the host until both men were seated. Then he sat down
heavily as if worn out by the interview to come.

“Matthew Hamilton,” Rutledge reminded him.

“Ah. Well, you probably know his history. Foreign Office and all
that. He’s been so helpful with church affairs. I've been grateful. Some-
times the vestry board can be. . . ” He hesitated, looking for the right
word, then smiled. “Obstreperous,” he ended.

“Too many demands and not enough money?” Rutledge asked.

“Yes, exactly,” Putnam agreed gratefully. “We have to make do—the
war, you know. It changed so much.”

“The rector lost his only son at Passchendaele,” Bennett told Rut-
ledge with some bluntness, as if that explained the rector’s situation.

“I'm sorry,” Rutledge’s voice carried more than the usual polite
murmuring of sympathy.

Putnam nodded in acknowledgment.

“Thank you. It’s still amazingly raw. The loss.” His thoughts seemed
to wander away, as if searching for some explanation for why his son
had been taken. After a moment, he came back to the present. “I've
the greatest respect and admiration for Matthew Hamilton,” he said.
“There’s been much comment about his interest in foreign gods, but I
can tell you he’s a fine example of what a good parishioner ought to be.

Kind, considerate, intelligent, compassionate.”
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“Foreign gods?” Rutledge asked.

“He was something of an amateur archaeologist in his spare time.
Part of the collection he brought home with him has—er—stirred up
some confusion in the minds of a few people. Especially the goddess.”

For an instant Rutledge found himself wondering if the reference
was to Mrs. Hamilton, and then he remembered the headless figure
in the drawing room. “Have you seen this collection?” he asked with
interest.

Putnam smiled. “Yes, I was particularly asked to view it. George
Reston was most insistent about that. He was shocked, you see. I expect
Matthew had enjoyed a little amusement at his expense. We aren’t very
worldly, here.” He cast a swift glance toward the silent Bennett, then
added to Rutledge, “Have you been to Malta, Inspector? Or to some of
the other early sites in the Mediterranean? I’ve read a little about them,
and I must confess they tend to be extraordinary in their perspectives.”

Rutledge held back a grin. In so many words Putnam had told him
more than Bennett had understood. Putnam, he realized, wasn’t quite as
childlike as he appeared. It was a facade developed over time to shield
himself from the wrath of the Restons and the Trinings among his flock.

“And Mrs. Hamilton? Do you know her well at all?”

“A lovely young woman,” he said. “We’ve been saddened by the fact
that she doesn’t come to services as often as we’d like. But she seems
sincere 1n her faith.”

Hamish said, “The auld biddies must ha’ driven her away.”

“Yes, I'm sure,” Rutledge answered aloud, then winced.

Bennett put in, “We’re here to inquire if you can think of anyone
who might wish Mr. Hamilton 1ll.”

Putnam considered that for a moment, then shook his head. “I
would say he’s universally liked.”

Which left the impression that no one felt that way about his wife.

“And Mr. Mallory?” Rutledge asked.

“Ah. Mr. Mallory. We’ve had long talks, you know. On the nature of
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faith. He lost his in France. Not too surprising, I'm told. But not lost
forever, one hopes.”

Translated, it seemed to say that Putnam had enjoyed very little suc-
cess with Mallory. But there was an undercurrent of compassion that
spoke of understanding and sadness.

Sometimes, Rutledge thought, reading between the lines was a skill
a policeman ought to develop early on. But Bennett, sitting there with
righteous stolidity, was not listening to the nuances. He was a blunt man
with little imagination, and his foot must have been hurting him after the
exertion of getting in and out of the motorcar. There was a grim down-
turn to his mouth, as though he was consciously suppressing the pain.

And then Putnam commented, as if reminded by something only
he could see, “I should like to know what you think of our bosses. Will
you take a moment to look at them?”

Bennett opened his mouth to say that they had other calls to make,
but Rutledge was before him, intrigued by the rector’s shift in subject.

“By all means,” he told Putnam with enthusiasm infusing his voice.
“I’ve a fondness for architecture.” He turned to Bennett and said, “It
shouldn’t take more than five minutes.”

Bennett said stiffly, “I’ll just wait in the motorcar then.” He adjusted
his crutch and walked off, clearly put out by the distraction.

Putnam led Rutledge down the nave, where they could look up
into the darkness of the high vaulted ceiling. Pointing to the ribs of the
vaulting where what appeared to be flat stone buttons pinned them
mnto place, he said, “If your eyes are younger and better than mine, you
can just pick out the devices on each boss.” The rector’s words echoed
above their heads, as clear to Bennett as they were to him.

And Rutledge could. As the west door closed behind Bennett, he
stared upward into the shadows. The bosses were from Henry VII’s
day, he thought, with the white rose of Lancaster and the red rose of
York melded into the Tudor rose, healing all wounds of the long bloody
wrangling among the descendants of Edward I. Or such was the hope.
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Henry Tudor had certainly done his best to rid himself of any opposi-
tion. The device of the portcullis was there too, and while they were
both of interest, they weren’t unique to this church.

But Rutledge waited patiently for Putnam to explain the significance
of them. After a moment he said, quietly, “One morning Matthew Ham-
ilton was standing where you are now, as we were discussing a vestry
matter. The subject turned to mistakes we’ve all made in our lives, and
he said to me, “There’s a Miss Cole who could tell you much about a
mistake that altered my life. I've carried more than a little guilt about
that over the years, and I’ve wondered how to make amends. Only
I’ve put it off too long now.”” The rector shrugged diffidently. “I recall
almost his exact words because whatever he had done still greatly dis-
tressed him. I asked if he’d care to tell me more, and he said it was his
own cross to bear. This may have nothing to do with the attack on him.
But you did ask if there might be someone who wished him ill. I would
be grateful if you kept this to yourself. It could cause needless pain if
I’'m wrong.”

“Did he ever mention this woman again?”

“It was not a subject I cared to bring up myself.”

“I appreciate your advice,” Rutledge answered slowly. “And your
wisdom,” he added after a moment.

Putnam smiled. “One learns diplomacy in many arenas, Inspector.
I’'m sure the police and the foreign service have nothing on the Church
when it comes to treading with care.”

He escorted Rutledge up the aisle to the west door and added as 1t
swung inward, bringing in the cold air, “Some things are best left un-
said. And then there is no necessity for explanation or retraction.”

They shook hands and Rutledge left. Hamish said, “Yon’s a canny
man.”

Bennett, fuming in the motorcar, demanded, “What’s so unique
about the bosses, then?”

“Putnam takes pride in them,” Rutledge answered simply. “And
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sometimes it’s wise to give a lonely man a few minutes of one’s time. It
may encourage him to remember something we ought to know.”

Grunting, Bennett let Rutledge crank the motor on his own. As the
other man stepped behind the wheel, Bennett said, “In my view, find-
ing our man is more important than pacifying the rector.”

“You live here. You know best,” Rutledge said without emphasis.

“Standing around on those cold pavestones has made my foot ache
like all the imps of hell taking hot tongs to it. I'll have to rest it.”” It was
obvious that the man was of two minds, torn between putting up his
foot and staying the course.

“I’ll drive you home. After that I’ll call in again at the surgery. With
any luck there should be news.”

“If he’s going to live, you mean. Hamilton. I’ve got a bad feeling
about that. You could tell Mrs. Hamilton that her husband is dying, in
the hope Mallory will let her visit him.”

“And if he won’t, she’ll be distressed to no purpose.”

“Her feelings aren’t our concern. Winking Mallory out of there 1s.”

“In good time,” Rutledge promised, driving through the town and
turning down the road to Bennett’s house. “And Nan Weekes is still
there, remember.”

“If Hamilton lives, Mallory won’t hang,” Bennett commented, 1g-
noring his reply. “It’s a pity.”

He clambered down with an effort and hobbled up the walk to his
door.

Hamish said, “He wants his revenge.”

“And I'm here to see he doesn’t have it.”

But there was no news, although Matthew Hamilton seemed to be
breathing less stressfully.

“As if he’s coming up from the depths,” Granville said, “although it
might be the body and not the mind that’s healing.” He examined Rut-
ledge with some curiosity, and Rutledge found himself flushing under

the scrutiny.
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What did the doctor read in Ais face? Shell shock? Nightmares?

“I don’t quite see Scotland Yard’s interest in this business,” Gran-
ville commented. His blue eyes were concerned. “Was it Mrs. Hamilton
who sent for you? Are you a friend?”

“I’ve never met her before this.”

“I'm worried about her, to be truthful.” He ran a hand through his
hair. “If Mallory will allow it, I’ll be happy to come to the house and
make certain she’s holding up well under the circumstances. Some-
thing to help her sleep might be in order. She’s a strong woman, but
even the strong can break under the weight of anxiety and fear.”

“I’ll see what I can do. Meanwhile, I'll be here again,” Rutledge said,
“as often as I can, until there’s news.”

“Is there any hope that Mallory will allow Mrs. Hamilton to come
here to speak to her husband? He might respond to her voice, if not to
ours. It’s worth trying.” His words seemed to fall flat in the small room.

“That might well depend,” Rutledge answered him, “on whether
Mallory believes Hamilton will clear him or condemn him, once he’s
awake.” He looked the doctor over in his turn, seeing the competent
hands, the strong face, the dark hair prematurely graying at the temples.
It gave the man a distinguished air, one that patients must find comfort-
ing, he thought, when they were very ill. He was wasted, here in Hamp-
ton Regis.

Granville said, “If you want my professional opinion, you’ll be wise
to convince that young hothead to come to his senses. This is as vicious
a beating as I've dealt with in many years. My guess is, Mallory’s unsta-
ble, and God knows what he intends to do with Mrs. Hamilton. If she
rejects him, he may turn to murder and suicide as his only way out.”

“What are Hamilton’s chances? I need to be told.”

“Worst case? He could very well be helpless and in a wheelchair for
the rest of his life. That’s my greatest fear.”

Hamish said irascibly, “He isna’ dead. Ye shouldna’ speak o’er him

as if he were.”
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And vyet, it seemed that Matthew Hamilton had no reality, his
bruises like Caesar’s wounds speaking for him. What would he have to
say when he opened his eyes? Would he know where he was—or even
who he was? Or would he lunge upright and swear at the memory of
his attack?

What had Miss Trining had to say about Mallory? That he was a
coward—and as far as anyone knew, this attack had been cowardly too,
from behind. It was easy to see why guilt had been assigned so quickly.
Mallory was the perfect scapegoat. . . .

With a last look at the injured man, Rutledge left and this time
openly drove to the Hamilton house. Mallory answered his summons
reluctantly. “What now?”

“I’d like to speak to Mrs. Hamilton, if you don’t mind.”

Mallory frowned. “Is he—have you come to say he’s dead?”

“No. But the doctor feels it would be a good thing to have his wife
speak to Hamilton, encourage him as it were, something to cling to in
the darkness.”

“For God’s sake, don’t tell her that, she’ll be frantic.”

“As she should be,” Rutledge replied. “She’s Aus wife, man, after all.”

Mallory shook his head. “I can’t let you talk to her. I can’t—it isn’t
something that will work. Get me out of this, if you can. It’s the best so-
lution for all of us. Matthew Hamilton included. I didn’t harm him.”

He shut the door firmly. But inside, Rutledge could hear voices,
raised as if in anger.

Hamish said, “It’s no’ sae simple.”

“No. It never is. I have a feeling it will get worse before it gets any
better.”

But how best to find this Miss Cole whom the rector had men-
tioned? Without asking questions and giving half the town something
more to discuss behind their hands?

He went back to the hotel and stopped at the desk to ask if there had

been any messages for him.
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The clerk assured him there had not been, and Rutledge started to-
ward the stairs, heading for his room. Then he turned back to the desk.
“Friends in London,” he said, “asked me to look up someone here. A
Miss Cole. Do you know where I can find her?”

But the clerk shook his head. “Are you sure of the name? The only
Cole here was a friend of my father’s and long since in the church-
yard.”

“It’s not important,” Rutledge replied, and went on his way.

Hamish, in his mind, reminded him that he should have asked the
rector where to find the woman.

“If he’d known it, I rather think he’d have given me her direction,”
Rutledge said, walking into his room and coming to stand by the
window, looking out on the street. “I’'m not sure why he was quite so
guarded. That interests me. He may believe that Hamilton spoke of her
in confidence.”

Below him in the street he glimpsed a knot of women talking, their
hats close together as they stood there in deep discussion. He rather
thought the subject was Matthew Hamilton and his wife, a prisoner of
Hamilton’s alleged attacker.

He wondered how any of them—Mallory, Hamilton, or his wife—
would manage after the fact, when they must live here in spite of gossip
and suspicion of what might have transpired in that house while Mrs.
Hamilton was held against her