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ONE

Toronto, Upper Canada: 1840

The blizzard that howled across the icy expanse ofLake Ontario and struck the defenceless city broadside on thisparticular midwinter evening was little noticed by the fivegentlemen seated in the drawing-room of the Bishop�s palace onFront Street. After all, supper had been lavish, as usual, and morethan satisfying, especially so since not one of the prelate�sguests felt himself to be less than deserving of the great man�slargesse. Friday evening was secular night at John Strachan�spalatial residence, an opportunity for men of worth and promise tocongregate, sup well, gossip idly, and then move on to discuss thepressing political issues of these turbulent times. Though theguest-list varied from week to week, those attending invariablyshared a number of beliefs and convictions. That all were adherentsof the Church of England was a given, and whether that fact wasinstrumental in shaping the rest of their character or not, theywere, to a man, High Tory in their politics, conservative in theirmorals and demeanour, terribly sensitive to distinctions of raceand class, and inclined towards capitalist enterprise. And no lessimportantly, they were susceptible to a good cigar and a finesherry.
Enjoying the latter post-prandialrefreshments, while the wind scoured and screeched against thered-brick walls and mullioned windows, were Ignatius Maxwell,receiver-general of Upper Canada and judge-designate; EzraMichaels, local chemist; Ivor Winthrop, furrier and landspeculator; Carson James, a non-practising barrister with a veryrich wife; and their host, John Strachan, the recently elevatedBishop of Toronto.
�That was one superb dinner, Bishop,� Jamessaid, inhaling deeply, �and, if I may say so, was meticulouslypresented. I don�t know where you find such well-mannered andproperly trained servants, but they are most impressive.�
�Worth their weight in gold,� Michaels added,reaching for the sherry. �We�ve had three maids and two houseboyssince September.�
�You�d think with so many people out of workand begging for employment, that they�d be happy to do an honestday�s work without complaining or demanding higher wages,� Winthropsaid solemnly.
�Or dropping the crystal,� Maxwell said witha chuckle.
�I take no credit for my servants�performance,� Strachan said in the deep, authoritative voice thathad made his sermons at St. James justly renowned. �It is Mrs.Strachan alone who manages my household, with thrift and a goodheart.�
�I take it you�ve all heard about poorMacaulay?� James said.
Several murmurs followed this remark, butMichaels, looking puzzled, said, �You mean his wife going off toKingston to see her specialist?�
�I did hear that,� James said, �but I wasreferring to what happened to his butler before Christmas.�
�Ah, yes,� Michaels said, flushing slightly.�Alfred Harkness had been with the Macaulays for over twenty years,hadn�t he?�
�Cancer. Out of the blue,� Maxwell said.�Mercifully, he didn�t suffer long.�
�It is not given to us to know when it is weare to meet our Maker,� the Bishop intoned. �For which mercy weshould be eternally grateful,� he added.
�Even with all his money, Macaulaywon�t find it easy to replace Alfred Harkness,� James said with acertain degree of satisfaction.
�The fellow was a gem,� Michaels sighed.
For a few moments the assembled worthiesstared into their sherry, contemplating the virtues of the lateAlfred Harkness.
It was Receiver-General Maxwell who broke thesilence. �It�s still a puzzle to me how a chap like GarnetMacaulay, with his father�s fortune in hand and a splendid estatelike Elmgrove, should have thrown his lot in with the Reformers.Old Sidney would turn over in his grave if he could see what aradical his son has become.�
�But I�ve felt the same all these years aboutDr. Baldwin and his intransigent son,� Strachan said forcefully.�They sit in their pew before me Sunday after Sunday, professing tobe loyal Anglicans, and then do everything in their power outsideof church to destroy the foundations upon which it stands byspreading the infections of liberalism and democracy amongstus.�
�Well, they are Irish, after all,� Maxwellsaid with another chuckle. �That often explains theinexplicable.�
�True,� James said, not chuckling. �But theMacaulays were as English as Cheshire cheese, weren�t they?�
Ivor Winthrop, who had been following theconversation closely but not contributing, suddenly said, �Englishor Irish, the man�s already solved his butler problem.�
This remark, apparently incontrovertible,left the others without a reply. Finally, the Bishop said, �Youmean he�s already replaced Harkness?�
Winthrop, lantern-jawed with bold black eyesthat rarely came to rest in their bony sockets, smiled and said,�I�m sure he has.�
�Then you�ve got a sharper ear on the rumourmill than any of us,� Michaels said, impressed despite himself. �Mylad delivered some medicine to Elmgrove a few days ago, and therewas no sign of a butler.�
Pleased with the attention he�d garnered,Winthrop said slowly, �Quite so. You see, my sources tell me thatthe new butler has not yet arrived, but is most assuredly on hisway here.�
As it was now clear that Winthrop intended tokeep them dangling, James happily fed him his next cue: �On his wayfrom where?�
�England,� Winthrop said, and leaned over tothe trolley near the blazing hearth to refill his sherry glass.
�Garnet Macaulay is importing a butler allthe way from England?� the Bishop said in a tone so accusatory thatthe bloodhound dozing by the coal-scuttle flinched.
�At this time of year?� Maxwell said,incredulous.
�Some stranger he hasn�t even met?� Michaelssaid, more incredulous still.
�What in the world is he trying to prove?�James said.
�I�m told the fellow is already on his wayoverland from New York City,� Winthrop said, glancing at Michaels.�The roads are as passable as they ever get � with the winter we�vehad.�
�But a sea voyage in February?� saidMichaels, ever practical and not a little awed.
�And just how did you come by thisinformation?� Strachan inquired, visibly irritated that such asingular event should be unfolding among the better class withouthis knowledge or consent.
�My brother�s butler, in Cobourg,� Winthropsaid, but not before he had taken a measured sip of his sherry. �Itseems these chaps have some sort of fraternity. Whatever the case,news of Macaulay�s efforts has reached as far as Cobourg.�
But not, the glower on Strachan�s facesuggested, as far as the bishop�s palace, seventy miles closer.
�Know anything about him?� James asked.
�Not much. Macaulay has numerous relativesback home, so I assume he got a recommendation from one ofthem.�
�Some snooty cast-off,� Michaels said.
Maxwell was heard to chuckle again as hesaid, �Believe it or not, I understand that Alfred�s youngerbrother, Giles, thought he might be offered the post.�
�Macaulay�s coachman?� Michaels said, amazed.�A mere stableman? You can�t be serious. The fellow�s a boor. Eventhe pigs out there keep clear of him.�
�Well, I�m told he took the ideaseriously,� Maxwell said.
The Bishop cleared his throat. �You see,gentlemen, what comes of too much social levelling � stable handsaspiring to be butlers and valets. What next?�
The deluge apparently, for a deep,chastening silence settled on the company, during which there washeard only the wheeze of cigars and the silky slither of sherryover lip and tongue.
�I wonder if this present storm has made thetownship roads impassable?� the Receiver-General mused, noddingtowards the windows on the south wall of the large room, upon whichthe snow was beating with pale, padded fists.
�Or even the Kingston Road,� Michaels added,referring to the main overland link between Kingston andToronto.
�It might well delay the arrival of HisExcellency,� James said. Governor Poulett Thomson was expected topay a visit to the capital of Upper Canada sometime in the next fewweeks.
�Possibly,� the Bishop said. �In the least itmay serve to disrupt the impious gathering of Reform leaders thatmy agents tell me is planned for later this month, probably out atSpadina House.�
�Assuming God is still in our camp,� Maxwellsaid.
�Let them meet and chatter like monkeys allthey want,� James said bravely. �We have little to fear from thatrabble once the Union Bill is passed and a new parliament iselected.�
�I�m not sure we should be thatconfident, Carson,� Maxwell said. �After all, we did oppose theUnion Act last fall for good reason. No-one with a shred of decencywanted Upper Canadians to be yoked with French rebels andseditionists, or the populace that blindly supported their patheticuprising. But I still think we were right in accepting theinevitable � and then making sure the new proposals worked in ourfavour.�
�What do you think, Bishop?� James said. �Canour British values and our way of life prevail?�
Strachan put down his sherry. �I don�t seewhy not. We�ve managed, haven�t we, to get a single legislativeassembly in which we have as many seats as Quebec with a third lesspopulation? And Lower Canada will assume our share of the hugepublic debt.�
�And English will be the language of recordin that Assembly,� Maxwell beamed.
�And I would expect that the twenty membersof the upper body, the Legislative Council, will be appointedjudiciously from our midst by the Crown, as they are now,� saidWinthrop, who had never disguised his desire to be one of thechosen himself. �With that body to check the excesses andshenanigans of the Assembly, and a British governor to select andride herd on his Executive Council, it�s hard to see how we cannotcarry on as we always have.�
�Of course, there will have to be someCouncillors appointed from Quebec,� Maxwell conceded, �and two orthree cabinet posts as well. But surely we�ll elect sufficientEnglish-speaking members from Montreal and elsewhere to supply aquorum of like-minded souls from that province.�
�My contacts in Quebec,� Winthrop said, �haveinformed me that some creative gerrymandering is already proposedfor the Montreal area, and that our man in London, Robert Peel, haseven suggested these ridings each be represented by twomembers to ensure an English presence from Quebec.�
�What do you hear about the capital?� Jamessaid to Winthrop.
�It will not be Quebec City or Toronto,�Winthrop said. �It�s almost certainly Montreal or Kingston.�
�With Kingston the most likely site,� theBishop added, with a nod that left little doubt about thereliability of his information, �despite the fact that there are noparliamentary facilities and not a single habitable hotel in thatfortress of stone.�
Ivor Winthrop smiled, something he normallydid only when all other responses failed him. �That is so, sir. Ihave spent much time in that grim town in recent months pursuingthe fur business, and been appalled at the condition of some of itsroads and buildings. But from the point of view of any businessmanwith an entrepreneurial spirit, it is a potential lodestone.�
�How so?� Michaels inquired.
�If no facilities now exist there to house alegislature of a hundred and four members and provide them withsuitable living quarters and commercial shops appropriate to theirneeds and station, then such facilities will have to beconstructed, furnished and serviced, will they not?�
The thought of such unbounded mercantilepossibility left the gathering without speech for some moments.
�I hesitate to toss a fly into the ointment,�James said after a while, �but I would be remiss if I did notrelate to you the substance of a rumour making the rounds in ourcircle.�
�About Hincks and some of the French rebels?�Maxwell said.
James�s face fell, then he looked merelyrelieved. �You mean there�s nothing to it?� he said hopefully.
�Oh, there�s something to it all right,�Maxwell said. The others sat forward in their chairs, except forthe Bishop who, it seemed, knew exactly what was coming. �We knowthat Hincks and Louis LaFontaine have been corresponding forseveral months.�
Francis Hincks was a leading Reformer andeditor of the radical newspaper, the Examiner. LouisLaFontaine had been a prominent MLA and a rebel supporter duringthe revolt in Quebec in 1837. Since his release from prison by LordDurham following the failed uprising, he had become the leadingspokesman for the malcontents among the French populace.
�But Hincks and LaFontaine have little incommon,� James pointed out. �They may claim to be reformers, butthe reforms the French want are not those of the English. Arethey?�
The Bishop harrumphed. �Both the FrenchRouge party and our Reformers will do anything to embarrassand disenfranchise established authority of any kind. That is theirraison d��tre. On many issues, should they ever agree tocooperate in the new joint parliament, they could form a singleblock and cause some disruption there. But from what we know sofar, they are a long way from any sort of d�tente.�
Receiver-General Maxwell took up the argumentfrom that point. �Remember, the French still feel victimized andutterly defeated. The Union Bill itself is seen as a travesty bythem. They have no tradition of parliamentary procedure andpolitical negotiation. They have a religion to protect. And soon.�
�So there is little chance that any coalitionof Rouge and Reform could result in their influencing thedirection in which the united provinces must develop?� Winthropsaid.
�Even with the remote possibility of theircontrolling the Assembly at some distant time in the future,�Maxwell said, �the appointed Council and the cabinet, along withthe governor�s prerogative, should act to keep matters inperspective.�
�Still,� James said, �Poulett Thomson hasshown a predilection for choosing his Executive Councillors fromamongst the elected members of the current Assembly.�
�And there�s a possibility he�s coming toToronto to offer Robert Baldwin, the arch-Reformer, a cabinetpost,� Michaels said, alluding to yet another rumour circulating inthe capital.
�Gentlemen, gentlemen,� Maxwell said, �calmdown. You�re beginning to talk as if the Governor favoursresponsible government, but he has assured us over and over againthat he has no intention of having his cabinet answer directly tothe majority party in the Assembly. And that is that.�
Carson James went suddenly pale. �I�I�m notso sure about that,� he said.
The Bishop glared at him, his eyebrowsalarmingly rigid. �Explain yourself, sir.�
Trembling at the Bishop�s response or theimplications of what he had to say to him, James replied: �Mywife�s niece is a maid out at Spadina, where Governor Thomson andthe Baldwins met in secret during the debate over the Union Billlast fall. One day, she told me, she overheard Thomson tell RobertBaldwin that he could not guarantee him responsible government inthe new order, but that he felt certain it would come about � naturally and inevitably.�
�The blackguard!� Michaels cried, spillinghis third sherry.
Maxwell chuckled softly. �But he said thatmerely to get Reform support for his bill, the wily oldbastard.�
Much relief followed upon this compellinginsight.
Hesitantly, James said, �But what if theGovernor was being wily with us as well? After all, he�s a Whig,not a Tory.�
After the merest pause, Maxwell said, �True.But he�s also a governor, a vice-regent with near-absolute power.And I�ve never seen any gentleman � Whig, Tory or otherwise � relinquish such power voluntarily. And certainly not to a polyglotcrew such as is likely to compose the new Assembly in Kingston orwherever.�
The murmurs of enthusiastic assent werestilled by Bishop Strachan raising his hand as if he were biddinghis congregation to prayer. �I believe you are right, Ignatius. Onthe other hand, we have no more guarantees offered us than therabble do. I fear we must scotch the serpent in its nest, not waitfor it to grow into some hydra-headed beast of the Apocalypse.Should Monsieur LaFontaine and Mr. Baldwin-Hincks find enoughcommon ground to dominate the new Legislative Assembly, it may wellprove to be a most unholy alliance.�
�What are you suggesting, John?� Maxwellsaid.
�I am proposing that we become acutelyvigilant, and that we do everything in our power to see that such aperverse and obscene coalition never sees the light of day.�
Maxwell stared at the storm pummelling thewindows even more fiercely than it had been doing earlier in theevening. �Then let us pray for more snow,� he said.
***
By an odd coincidence another political conversationwas in progress no more than a block and a half away in the libraryof Francis Hincks. And while there was also here a blazing hearthand snow-buffeted window-panes, the three gentlemen seated at anoak table strewn with important-looking papers had no recourse todry sherry or Cuban cigars to soothe their dialogue along. Nor hadthere been a sumptuous dinner beforehand. In fact, one of theirnumber, Marc Edwards, had just arrived, and was being brought up tospeed by his host.
�It�s all right there in LaFontaine�s letter,Marc,� Hincks was saying. �You can read it at leisure, but the gistof it is clear. LaFontaine has agreed to meet with us here inToronto � this month.�
Marc looked over at Robert Baldwin, hisfriend, mentor, and the man they all regarded as the one to leadthe soon-to-be-united provinces towards responsible, cabinetgovernment. �I must say that I�m astonished, Robert,� he said. �Itall seemed hopeless just a few weeks ago.�
�Francis deserves the credit,� Robert said.�His arguments were as irresistible as they were logical.�
�We�ve inundated LaFontaine with letters inboth tongues,� Hincks said, �though my French wouldn�t impress aschoolboy. And even though he�s agreed to come and talk with usface to face, that is only a first step. As you know, we haveenormous obstacles to overcome, on both sides.�
�Any meeting will have to be kept secret,won�t it?� Marc said, stating the obvious. �For the good of bothparties.�
�I think you�ll find the details we�ve workedout quite satisfactory,� Robert said, nodding at the most recentletter from Louis-Hippolyte LaFontaine.
Taking his cue, Hincks said, �The conferencewill take place out at Elmgrove, and will last for three days at aminimum. It will begin a week from next Wednesday. LaFontaine hasdecided to bring three associates with him, and they will beginarriving two days in advance of the conference.�
�Begin arriving?� Marc said.
Robert smiled, as he usually did, with hiseyes only. �That�s part of our strategy to keep the conferencesecret. LaFontaine and one of his negotiators will travel togetherand incognito by private means, arriving on the outskirts of townsome time early Monday evening.�
Hincks � ever more excitable and voluble thanhis friend, next-door neighbour and political colleague � said indeliberately dramatic sotto voce, �They will cross the DonRiver at Scaddings Bridge and, quickly and unobserved � �
�We trust,� Robert said.
� � slide onto the old logger�s trail thatweaves its way through the bush and passes behind the Elmgroveestate.�
�Where our Garnet Macaulay will meet them andmake them comfortable in his fine country manor,� Robert said,unable to keep his own excitement in check.
�The same subterfuge will be played out onTuesday evening with the other pair from Quebec,� Hincks said.�After they�ve had a night and a morning to rest and acclimatize,we�ll be ready for our first formal meeting on Wednesdayafternoon.�
�Very impressive,� Marc said. �And you�rehoping that Elmgrove, out there on the edge of the city and tuckedaway in the middle of the bush, will suffice to keep any word ofthe negotiations from reaching the ears of those who do not wish uswell?�
�That�s the idea,� Hincks said. �Weconsidered Spadina, which we used last fall for the secret talkswith Governor Thomson over the Union Bill, but it�s on the otherside of the city and, we�re certain, is being closely watched bythe Tory faction.�
Spadina was the Baldwin family�s countryestate northwest of Toronto.
�And you want Garnet Macaulay in on thenegotiations?� Marc said, trying not to sound too surprised.
�We do,� Robert said, reaching absently for amacaroon and remembering too late that he was not in his chamberswhere the sweets-dish was ever to hand. �For two reasons. First ofall, unlike Francis or me, Garnet is a sitting member of thecurrent Assembly, lame as that body now is. And just asimportantly, he is a charming host with old-country manners, andthus a natural chairman for our deliberations.�
�You�ll want the numbers kept as small aspossible,� Marc said, �to facilitate discussion and consensus, andensure secrecy.�
�Especially secrecy,� Hincks said.�LaFontaine is under great pressure at home to have no truck withthe maudits anglais, and while he has shown an admirable andcourageous willingness to discuss a possible coalition with us, hefeels he must be certain � after meeting with us � that a viablecollaboration is achievable before returning to Quebec andattempting to sell it to his sceptical compatriots.�
�Any intimation of these negotiations inadvance will give LaFontaine�s political enemies time to prepare acounterattack,� Robert said.
�They�d poison the well,� Hincks added, �anddiscredit our man for good.�
�But surely the Tories here, even themoderate conservatives who�ve thrown their in lot with the unionproposal, will suspect the possibility of our attempting to co-optthe radicals in Quebec?� Marc said. �They may be stubborn andobtuse, but they�re not na�ve.�
�I know for a fact that they do suspect,�Robert said. �Our exchange of letters with LaFontaine has not goneunremarked by their sympathizers in the post office. But Francisand I are routinely seen heading out to Elmgrove. And we plan toput out a story about our taking a business trip to Kingston � incase our absence is noticed.�
�Good, good,� Marc said. �And the servantsout there can be trusted?�
�Garnet assures us that they are long-timeemployees and intensely loyal to him and Elizabeth,� Robertsaid.
�As you may have heard,� Hincks added, �hisbutler and valet of many years died in November. But he hasreplaced him with a chap from England, who�s due to arrive in a fewdays. Whatever his politics, the fellow will be far too busylearning the ropes and trying to impress his master to worry aboutour French guests.�
�With any luck, or God�s blessing,� Robertsaid with a small smile, �this blizzard will continue apace andrender Elmgrove snowbound for the duration.�
�So it will be the four visitors from Quebecand three of us,� Marc said. �With the fate of our united provincesin the balance.�
�Four of us actually,� Robert said,waving at the absent sweets-dish.
�We�d like you to join us,� Hinckssaid quietly.
�Me?�
�We know we�re asking a lot of you, Marc,�Robert said, �with Beth so close to her term, but we really do needyou.�
For over a year Marc had been assistingRobert and the Reform party by writing pamphlets and broadsides inthe cause of responsible government. Then in September when he hadpassed his bar exams, he had further assisted Robert by helping hislaw firm with several cases while Robert devoted all his energiesto politics, even though Marc had not yet decided to accept aformal invitation to become part of the Baldwin and Sullivanfirm.
�But I don�t see that I could contributeanything you two could not do better,� Marc protested. �I�m morelikely to clutter up the discussion.�
�In addition to your substantivecontributions,� Robert said, �we�d like you to act as ourtranslator.�
To Marc�s puzzled response, Hincks said,�Robert and I both read French and I�ve become marginally adept atwriting it during my corresponding with Louis, but neither Robertnor I can speak it beyond everyday polite conversation.�
�And LaFontaine himself reads English, butclaims to speak it only haltingly.�
�And his associates?� Marc inquired.
�Two of them are apparently much the same,but the third is unilingual,� Robert said.
�With your assistance we hope to conduct thehard bargaining in French,� Hincks said. �And we�ll require yourextensive knowledge of that tongue if and when it comes to puttingour entente cordiale into writing.�
�How is Beth by the way?� Robertasked.
�As you know, she�s been laid low with thegrippe for a week, but claims she�s on the mend. I was late tonightbecause I wanted to make sure she was telling the truth before Ileft her.�
�When is the baby due?� Hincks said.
�Early in April. So, unless Beth has arelapse or the babe comes prematurely, I�m sure I�ll be able to getaway for the three days you�ll need me.�
Hincks and Robert could not hide theirrelief. �Thank you, Marc,� Robert said. �I�m not sure what we wouldhave done if you had been unable to say yes.�
Marc hesitated before saying, �You dounderstand that I must ask Beth about this, don�t you?�
Robert smiled broadly. �Naturally. Nothing isas important as the son of yours Beth is carrying � not evenresponsible government.�
***
Constable Horatio Cobb was not exactly inconference, nor was he, as he might have been, settled into thecozy confines of his Parliament Street cottage and thawing his toeson a warm fender. He was, rather, seated at his �desk� near therear portion of The Cock and Bull, thumbing a flagon of tepid aleand occasionally poking at the crumbs of his game pie with a bentfork. His day-patrol had ended more than an hour ago, but insteadof heading straight home through the blizzard, he had stopped athis favourite tavern for supper and refreshment. Missus Cobb hadgone up Yonge Street to Danby�s Crossing to attend a young womanabout to give birth to her first child. The lad who had fetched herjust after dawn had indicated that his aunt was in some distress,and Dora, bless her, had packed her carpetbag and informed herfamily that she would not be home until tomorrow, at best. WhileCobb was proud of Dora and her dedication to midwifery (evenboasting of her skills when she was well out of earshot), her tradewas often inconvenient and sometimes irritating.
His children, of course, had grown accustomedto her sudden absences, and fended well for themselves. Delia wasalmost fourteen, a passable cook, and a prize student at MissTyson�s Academy. Fabian, two years younger, was in his final yearat the common school, and showing signs of a scholarly bent. Howtheir father could manage to keep both of them in school muchlonger was a question that Cobb tried not to ask himself too often.But he had seen enough of the slavery of live-in maids and thebrutality of day-labour to wish much more for his own preciousones. With Dora�s uncertain income (payment in kind was the norm)and his policeman�s stipend, they lived much better than mostordinary citizens of the town, but a private ladies academy and agrammar school still seemed beyond their reach. Marc Edwards � theMajor, as Cobb had nicknamed his long-time friend and investigativecolleague � was covering Delia�s fees for this term, but that wasan arrangement Cobb was determined to end this spring.
These were some of the constable�s musings ashe sipped at his ale and watched the snow froth and seethe againstthe tavern windows. So preoccupied was he that Amos Coyle, the bigbarkeep, had to shake the table to get the policeman�sattention.
Cobb looked up, startled, and said, �Trouble,Amos?� He hadn�t noticed anything more raucous than the usualshouts and guffaws of the drinking crowd around him.
�Trouble brewing, Cobb. Over there at the farend of the bar.�
Cobb peered through the smoke-haze andshifting bodies. �That fella bangin� his cup on the counter?�
�That�s the one. He�s so pissed he�d falldown if the bar wasn�t holdin� him up.�
�Why not toss him inta a chair an� let himsleep it off?�
�He�s gettin� real belligerent. He threatenedme.�
Cobb stared up at the two-hundred-poundbarkeep. �I find that hard to believe, Amos.�
�He�s got a knife in his belt. An� fire inhis belly. I figured you an� me could each take an arm an� usherhim inta the bracin� air outside � before he can blink.�
�But if he can�t walk, he�ll freeze outthere.�
Coyle said coldly, �That�s his worry,ain�t it?�
�You know who he is?� The thought of draggingsome drunk all the way to his doorstep was not appealing. Cobb wasweary after a day of tramping through the winter streets, and histoes were just now beginning to thaw out.
�I do. He�s been in here stirrin� things uptwo nights runnin�. His name�s Giles Harkness.�
�Never laid eyes on him till now, but I�veheard of him. He�s a stable hand out at Elmgrove, ain�t he?�
�Coachman, to hear him tell it. And accordin�to him, he shoulda been the butler, if ya can believe it.� Coylechuckled at the thought. �He�s been tellin� everybody in town fertwo nights that his brother was the Macaulay butler till he diedthree months ago, an� that he himself was passed over fer the job.As if muckin� out manure was good trainin� fer bein� a butler!�
�Takin� it hard, I�d say,� Cobb said as hewatched Giles Harkness lurch sideways and bang his whiskey-cup onthe bar so hard the chap slouched next to him jumped toattention.
�We better move now,� Coyle said.
Cobb and Coyle moved in tandem across theroom, clearing a path through the tipplers as they went. BeforeGiles Harkness could make one more lurch or bang his cup one moretime upon the counter, Cobb had him by the left elbow and Coyle bythe right. In a wink he was ferried thus to the door, which anadroit customer had conveniently opened. Cobb reached over andpulled the hunting-knife out of harm�s way, and then swung Harknessand his dead weight up and out into a snowdrift.
�I�ll have to take him to jail, I guess,�Cobb sighed.
The toothless fellow who had opened the doorpiped up and said, �He�s not stayin� out at Elmgrove, Cobb. He�sbunked in up at the inn.�
�Mrs. Sturdy�s?�
�You got it.�
Cobb was relieved. Mrs. Sturdy operated asort of hostel for vagabonds and rough trade half a block north onYork Street. He slipped the knife into the pocket of his greatcoat,buttoned it, pulled up the collar, took his helmet from thegrateful barkeep, wrestled on his mittens, and then turned hisattention to the drunk. So fierce was the blizzard that a coat offresh snow had almost covered Harkness as he lay motionless in thedrift, except for the chattering of his teeth. As Cobb picked himup, the fellow went limp in his arms and, thankfully, seemedcontent to let himself be half-dragged and half-carried up YorkStreet.
There was a light in the lone window of theramshackle �inn.� Cobb hauled Harkness up onto the porch, felt aboard give way somewhere under the muffling snow, and pounded onthe door. He could hear someone stirring behind it.
At this point, Harkness opened his eyes andbegan tugging at Cobb�s ankle. Seeing the fellow�s lips moving in adesperate effort at speech, Cobb leaned down and tried to make outthe words.
They came in a sudden, slurred rush. �Theythink they seen the last of me, eh, but I ain�t that easy to getrid of. Not after the way I been treated. Who does he think heis?�
�Calm yerself, sir. There�s a warm bedwaitin� fer ya inside.�
Someone was fidgeting with a chain behind thedoor.
�I�m gonna get even with the bugger. And Idon�t give a damn who knows it!�
�I�m sure you are. But it�ll haveta wait tillmornin�, won�t it?�
A door-latch began to squeal out of itssocket.
�I know a lotta things. Lot more�n they thinkI do. And I know who to tell, don�t I?�
Mrs. Sturdy, all two hundred and some poundsof her stuffed into a crimson kimono, stood in the opendoorway.
�I brought ya one of yer inn-mates,�Cobb said.
�And I�m supposed to thank ya, am I?� shebarked, making her curlers shiver.
Just as Cobb reached down to pull Harknessupright, the fellow vomited � copiously � all over Cobb�sboots.
***
�There�s nothin� to discuss, luv,� Beth said. �Youmust go. An� that�s all there is to it.�
�What if your grippe comes back before theconference starts the week after next?� Marc said reasonably. Theywere seated beside the damped-down fire in the living-room of BriarCottage. Maggie, almost a year old, slept peacefully in her cradlenearby. Charlene Huggan, their servant, was still next doorvisiting her fianc�, Jasper Hogg. The wind howled harmlesslyoutside.
�If it does, and I�m not sayin� it will,what�re you proposin� to do about it � come up with acure?�
�What if Charlene has to run to fetch thedoctor or Dora? Who�ll watch Maggie if you�re laid low?�
Beth sighed. �First of all, I�m a month an�more before my time. Second, I�ll ask Jasper to sleep over here thethree or four nights you�ll be away. He�s here most of the daylighthours as it is. I�ll make up a bed fer him in the utilityroom.�
�The neighbours will talk, surely.�
Beth laughed out loud. �Are youlookin� fer an excuse not to go?�
Marc had been out of town on an investigationand had been absent for the birth of Maggie the previous March. Hewas determined not to repeat the folly. �Of course not. But if I�mto be of any real use to Robert and Francis out there, I�ll need tobe free of anxiety about what�s happening back here.�
�Well, then, you can relax. Jasper will playman about the house. Charlene or Etta can fetch Dora if she�sneeded.� Etta was Jasper�s teenaged sister. �Dora will come everyday anyway if we ask her. And if there�s a real emergency, Jaspercan drive our cutter out to Elmgrove. It�s only a mile or so.�
�Unless there�s a blizzard � �
Beth reached over and took Marc�s hand. �Iwas fightin� fer this cause long before you, luv. I been involvedin it all my adult life. I�m not about to let a case of the grippeor a baby who�s perfectly content in my belly stop you from goin�out to Elmgrove an� movin� the cause forward on my behalf.�
Marc squeezed her hand gently, feeling in hergrip the willpower and courage he had come to love more and moreeach passing day.
�Of course, I�ll go,� he said.
�Good. Now take a deep breath an� tell me allabout it.�

TWO

�You�re looking a mite peaked, my friend,� OliverBracken said to the other occupant of the coach as it slid nicelyover the packed snow of the Kingston Road. �Perhaps a nip of brandymight rekindle the blood?�
It was late on a Tuesday afternoon and,despite the generally smooth passage, they had been travellingsince daybreak from Kingston en route to Toronto. They had been acompany of five at the outset, but three of their fellows had beendropped off at various crossroads along the way. Ever a garrulousman, Bracken had talked ceaselessly with everyone aboard except theprim and pale gentleman now seated across from him, who had merelymumbled during initial introductions and said nothing since. He wasimpeccably dressed but for the fact that he had wrapped severalscarves around his throat and tied another below his chin so thatit swaddled his ears and the top of his head underneath his hat.Despite the cold, which tended to redden the most reluctant cheek,the man had the pasty, disoriented countenance of someone far fromhome and weary of arduous travel.
Bracken held up a silver flask, and wasgratified when his companion, without looking him in the eye,reached out, took it, tipped it daintily up to his lips, anddrank.
�Most kind of you, sir,� he said.
The accent was English, and certainly a longway from central London.
�You�re welcome. Travel can be a most tediousbusiness,� Bracken said, taking the flask back and returning it tohis coat pocket. �And my surmise is that you have been journeyingsome distance beyond Kingston. All the way from the mother country,perhaps?�
His companion nodded, but whether he wasacknowledging the general point of Bracken�s surmise or thespecific one was not clear. But Bracken, an important functionarywith the Hudson�s Bay Company, was not easily put off. �I don�tbelieve we were properly introduced when you joined us atKingston,� he said, �and those who have recently left us, I�mafraid, tended to dominate the conversation. I am Oliver Bracken,from Montreal. I�m in the fur business.�
Either the brandy had done its work or thepale gentleman had realized he had no choice but to enter thedialogue, for he managed a tight smile and said, �I am GravesChilton. And you have guessed correctly. I have come all the wayfrom London.�
�My word! An ocean voyage at this time ofyear! No wonder, sir, that you appear, ah, under the weather. Butlet me assure you that we are only fifteen minutes away from thenext stage-stop, and from there less than half an hour to theCobourg Hotel, where a hot bath, good whiskey, a decent supper anda feather-bed await you.�
�I look forward to all four, then,� Chiltonsaid with just the slightest hint of irony in the remark. HowBracken knew where they were situated was mystifying, as thisso-called highway was a single-track trail that meandered thoughthe densest, snowbound bush imaginable. For mile after mile theyhad been weaving their way through a virtual tunnel of evergreensand black-branched hardwoods � with an equally primitive crossroadhere and there at intervals along their route.
�English gentlemen are received well in thispart of the world,� Bracken said effusively. �My company, theHudson�s Bay, is chartered by the Crown and has its headquarters inthe grand old city of the Empire.�
�I am merely a gentleman�s gentleman,�Chilton said carefully.
�Ah, but a gentleman nonetheless!� Brackenchortled, determined to be impressed.
�A butler and a gentleman�s valet, to beprecise, Mr. Bracken.�
�I see. And what brings you all the way fromLondon to God�s country, if I may be so bold as to inquire?�
What indeed! Three months ago he had been avery important person in a very prosperous household in fashionableBelgrave Square, fawned upon by his master�s lady, feared andrespected by a staff of eighteen. Now he was freezing in the middleof a wilderness even God wouldn�t acknowledge as His, and headingfor what was laughably called a city on this Indian-riddencontinent. If Toronto were anything like New York or Syracuse, thenhe was doomed to a punishment wildly incommensurate with hiscrime.
And what manner of peccadillo had broughtupon him such instant and unforeseen calamity? A weakness forwhiskey, yes. But he had sworn off that devil�s brew, and had kepthis vow for over five years. Surely a single tumble off thewater-wagon deserved clemency, if not outright absolution. But,alas, that tumble had led him recklessly into milady�s boudoir, andthence into the bed of her handsome new upstairs maid. How was heto know that the girl was the daughter of milady�s destitutehalf-sister, and a virgin to boot? It had all been a sordidmistake. His affairs and liaisons and quick encounters with thekitchen help had heretofore gone unremarked upstairs anddownstairs, for he was by common consent a superior butler: intelligent, deferential and authoritative. Moreover, he possessedexquisite manners and a gracefulness of movement that might havebeen envied by a ballerina or a mortician. But milady, who haddiscovered him and the deflowered niece aglow, so to speak, hadbeen in no mood for understanding or compromise. He was dismissed,summarily and without reference. And only the threat of scandalprevented her from having him charged with corrupting a minor.
His master, however, had taken him aside andsuggested that if he were willing to go abroad immediately,references could be supplied and a position arranged somewhere inthe colonies. His master knew several prominent gentlemen inToronto, Upper Canada, for instance, and was willing to write thereon his behalf. What choice did he have? While he waited anxiouslyin a cold-water flat, wasting his precious savings on life�snecessities, inquiries were made and answers received. By the endof the first week in January, he was aboard a steamship bound forNew York.
�I�m on my way to become the butler in thehousehold of a Mr. Garnet Macaulay of Toronto,� Chilton said inresponse to Bracken�s question.
�Ah. . I�ve heard of the gentleman. Livesin Elmgrove. Fine manor house and old money: you�ll fit rightin.�
To Chilton�s mind that hardly seemedpossible, given what he�d seen so far of the manners and habits ofNorth Americans. After a two-week sea voyage in which he had rarelyraised his head above a chamber-pot, he had spent eight days in aNew York hotel shivering from a fever and exhaustion. And when hewas finally fit to travel, he found himself repelled by peopleprofessing to be ladies and gentlemen � on the street, indining-rooms, or crushed closely in coaches and sleighs. They wereloud, boastful, coarse-mannered, ignorant, and blithely unaware oftheir monstrous shortcomings.
However, Chilton had been bred to politeness,so he said to Bracken, �What line of business did you say you werein, sir?�
Bracken�s face lit up. �Furs!� he beamed.�Furs! The only business for a man of means and ambition toundertake in the Queen�s colonies. Let me tell you why, sir!� Therefollowed a flood of information about the glories and virtues ofthe mighty Hudson�s Bay Company, most of which succeeded inenthralling only the speaker himself. However, as consolation tothe listener, he brought out the flask and passed it freely backand forth between them. Chilton had sworn off liquor ten secondsafter being surprised by milady in her boudoir, and had managed todrink nothing but water and tea since. But that first medicinal sipof Bracken�s brandy had proved fatal. He drank greedily. What didit matter now anyway? He wouldn�t be arriving at Elmgrove untiltomorrow afternoon. He had a whole night in which to sober up andreconfirm his vow.
�Right now, believe it or not, sir,� Brackenwas saying, �I am on route to Toronto to discuss some veryimportant property transactions. Despite what you may have hearddown in the States, this colony is about to go places. We�re on themove. Any gentleman with a nose for business and a little politicalpull can make his fortune.� He chuckled and added, �Even butlers�vebeen known to get rich!�
At this point the coach began to slowdown.
�Are we in Cobourg?� Chilton asked, seeingonly snow and trees on either side.
�No, no. As I said, we stop to change horsesat The Pine Knot, a wayside inn where we can get a cup of tea and abiscuit, and where the best coach-horses in the province are kept.We�ll only be there about half an hour, but I guarantee you�ll notforget Mrs. Jiggins once you�ve met her!�
�Mrs. Jiggins?�
�She runs the inn, does the cooking, andcoddles her customers. And does most of the talking.� Bracken�scheeks blushed a deeper scarlet as he added, �A remarkable woman.Bessie�s got more tales than The Arabian Nights, andmost of �em are twice as naughty!�
Chilton was ready to believe almost anythingabout this outpost of civilization. �Surely she doesn�t see to thehorses as well?�
�Not that she couldn�t, mind you, but she hasBrutus to do that. Big fellow. Can�t say an ungarbled word inEnglish, but just give him a horse to talk to!�
Chilton shuddered, and glanced at the flaskin Bracken�s hand. But he himself had drained it not five minutesbefore.
The coach slowed further, lurched to theleft, and stopped. Without bothering to tuck in his silk scarf, theHudson�s Bay gentleman opened the coach door and stepped eagerlyonto the snow-packed clearing before a ramshackle, two-storey,half-log building that, to the English butler�s eye, might haddoubled as a hog-barn. But it was not The Pine Knot that held hisattention. Trundelling towards the coach at an alarming speed camea woman of generous girth and flamboyant attire, whose zeal towelcome weary travellers threatened to overtake her tiny pistoninglegs. A tatty raccoon coat, unencumbered by buttons, flapped outbehind her like a vulture�s wings, and left her tightly swaddledbosom to fend for itself against the winter chill. And no bonnet,by the look of it, had ever deigned to tame the wild spray of stifforange curls that haloed the round, pink, unpowdered face.
�My dear Bracken,� she boomed just as shesucceeded in decelerating and came to a nimble halt a foot in frontof him. �How delightful to see you once again,� she added with adainty leer. �The coffee�s hot and my scones, as you know, arealways warm.�
�Good to see you, too, Missus,� Bracken saidwith a blush, and before he could blush again he found himselfwrapped in Bessie�s arms � smothered in fur and squeezed perilouslybosom to bosom. Thus pinioned, he was rewarded with a long,luscious kiss � lip to lip.
By this time Graves Chilton had stepped,hesitantly, out of the coach, but had moved no step closer to theinn or the clenched couple. Out of the corner of his eye he noticeda shambling giant of a man come across the clearing to join thedriver beside the lead horse, who was stamping and fretting at theharness. The big fellow was distinguished only by a burn-scar thatdisfigured the entire right side of his face. The driver smiled andshook his hand, then stood back as the fellow leaned his cheekagainst that of the horse and began murmuring to it, his wordlessmumbo-jumbo instantly calming the beast.
When Chilton looked back towards the inn, hesaw � too late � that Bessie Jiggins had released Bracken and wasstarting to move towards him.
�And who�s this handsome devil?� shesaid, her blue eyes prancing in their pretty sockets.
�Mr. Graves Chilton, Bess � a gentleman�sgentleman, from England.�
As she launched herself in the butler�sdirection, she noted the scarf holding up his chin, and cried, �Gotyourself a toothache, have you? Well, Aunt Bessie�s got just thecure for that particular ailment!�
Just before the moment of impact, Chilton hadtime for one brief thought: perhaps he had made the right decisionafter all.
***
During the week before the secret conference was tobegin, Marc Edwards, Robert Baldwin and Francis Hincks keptthemselves busy in ways that would not raise the suspicions oftheir political opponents. They knew that the Tories and theGovernor�s people were watching their actions closely, for eventhough the act uniting the two provinces was not expected to passthe British Parliament until June or July, its adoption was nowcertain. Some time in the autumn of this year or early in 1841 anew order was going to be declared. What then? Whose politicalmight would prevail? Rebellion and its contentious aftermath inboth provinces had left all the traditional alliances shaky andvulnerable. Would the French Bleus stick to their ownconservative kind or throw their lot in with the radical FrenchRouges to forestall domination by les anglais? InUpper Canada, there were now conservatives who were uncomfortableat being labelled �High Tory,� and the rump group of these latterreactionaries was increasingly wary of being yoked to the OrangeOrder, whose propensity for violence and extreme measures indefense of the British monarchy were alien to true gentlemen.
And the Reformers, too, were hardly of onemind. Most of their radical members had participated in the faileduprising of 1837 with disastrous consequences. William LyonMackenzie, their political leader, had barely made his escape tothe United States, along with his cohorts, John Rolph, MarshallSpring Bidwell and other stalwarts. The military leaders, Matthewsand Lount, had been tried for treason and hanged, as had a dozenothers east and west of Toronto. Then, just as the furore andrecriminations were easing, the exiled insurrectionists, from bothprovinces, had attempted a number of armed incursions from theUnited States, aided by libertarian enthusiasts from that liberatednation. These so-called �patriots� had met an even grimmer fate: their military expeditions were met by fierce resistance, andquickly disabled. Dozens of �patriots,� Canadian and Americanalike, were captured, tried, and either hanged or shipped off toVan Dieman�s Land. All that remained of the Reform movement was ahandful of moderates still sitting in the Tory-dominated Assembly,and men like the Baldwins and Francis Hincks, who had held alooffrom the actual revolt while sympathizing with its aims. And whileRobert Baldwin�s commitment to responsible government had neverbeen questioned, some Reform supporters still saw him as a cowardwho had betrayed the cause in �thirty-seven, while the Toriescontinued to view him as a disciple of Radical Jack (as they haddubbed Lord Durham).
These were the circumstances, then, in whichHincks carried on with his editor�s work at the Examinerand, along with Robert, composed letters to LaFontaine in Montreal,knowing full well that the latter would not be there to receivethem and that the Tory �eyes� in the George Street post officewould take note of their passage. Robert continued hiscorrespondence with Reformers in other parts of the province,visited his father out at Spadina as he did every Thursday, andeven ventured out the next day to Elmgrove (a calculated risk) ashe had often done throughout the winter. Meanwhile, Marc went toBaldwin House each day and assisted Clement Peachey, the firm�ssolicitor, with the everyday (and fee-generating) activities ofBaldwin and Sullivan. There was no need to hold a pre-conferencemeeting to plot strategy: all the arguments were known � on bothsides. Marc had read the correspondence between LaFontaine andHincks several times. They were ready.
Though no fresh snow fell that week, theweather remained clear and cold, assuring travellers along theKingston Road a smooth and speedy journey. On Tuesday morning ofthe following week, a message arrived at Briar Cottage from Robertinforming Marc that LaFontaine and an associate had safely reachedElmgrove under cover of darkness, in disguise and undetected. Whilegreatly relieved, Marc found his excitement diminished by Beth�sprecarious health. As with her first child, Beth was againsuffering from severe leg-cramps that kept her from sleepingproperly, which in turn had left her defenceless against amiserable cold. Dora Cobb arrived each day with copious advice andvials of �horse liniment,� which Marc was instructed to rub onBeth�s knotted calves.
�Don�t fuss so,� Beth said more than once.�The babe�ll come whether my legs are cramped or not. An� when hedoes, I�m not likely to notice them, am I?�
But Marc enjoyed stroking Beth�s smooth legs,so much so that Beth remarked on his enthusiasm. �I figure it�s notthe oil that helps, but the rubbin�,� she smiled.
�And the rub-ber,� Marc said.
�I think I feel another little knot fartherup,� Beth said sleepily.
It was at this moment, after supper on thesame Tuesday evening, that the second messenger
from Robert chose to rap on the front door,startling Charlene into action and waking up Maggie.
Coming back from the vestibule, Marc said toBeth, �The other two delegates arrive tonight. Robert will pick meup in the cutter at ten tomorrow morning.�
�Then it�s begun,� Beth said, shivering.

It began snowing at dawn, a light, windless, steadydownfall. It was still snowing when Marc waved goodbye to Beth,Maggie and Charlene, and stepped up into the Baldwins� two-seaterwith his leather grip in tow. Nodding to Old Henry up on thedriver�s bench, he sat down beside Hincks, facing Robert.
�The perfect camouflage, eh?� Hincks smiled,as he waved a mittened paw at the snow.
Robert spread a large buffalo-robe overMarc�s knees. Robert was wearing a fur trapper�s cap, and hadwrapped two scarves around his coat-collar. He was very much anindoor man, in an outdoor country.
�Did the other two Montrealers arrivesafely?� Marc inquired.
�If you mean, did they reach Elmgroveundetected,� Hincks said, �the answer is yes. Their successfullanding has been confirmed.�
�Good,� Marc said. Looking at Robert, headded, �I must admit, I am damn nervous. I feel a little bit like Idid when I went into battle for the first time.�
�I�m far too excited to be nervous,� Hinckssaid. �And if Robert here is nervous, he won�t show it.�
�We are well prepared,� Robert said. �We havecompelling arguments to make. If they are compelling enough, theywill win over our French allies.�
Hincks grinned. His excitement was palpable,and this in a man who was always quick of movement and rapid inspeech. �You have a way of simplifying the simplest situations,� hesaid teasingly to his friend.
They were speeding along King Street towardsthe eastern edge of the city, where the thoroughfare curvednortheast and became the Kingston Road.
�I am somewhat surprised,� Marc said, �thatLaFontaine decided to bring along three of his colleagues. I wouldhave thought that if he were trying to keep his contacts with usEnglish secret, it would be best to travel light and alone.�
�I agree,� Robert said, �but LaFontainedecided to explain his reasons in the last letter he sent toFrancis � �
�One we didn�t have a chance to show you,�Hincks said to Marc, �as it just arrived yesterday.�
�In it,� Robert continued, �he said that hehad decided to bring with him three men who, while remainingcommitted to the Rouge party and its radical principles,would not in ordinary circumstances fraternize with the English andcertainly not cohabit with them politically.�
�These men are likely to oppose ourterms for a coalition?� Marc said, puzzled and not a littlealarmed.
�That is correct,� Hincks said. �Thesefellows will be a lot harder to convince than LaFontainehimself.�
�But I understood that he hoped to negotiatea reasonable entente with us first and then return toQuebec and attempt to sell it to his comrades.�
�And he still does,� Robert said. �But theman is both a lawyer and a seasoned politician. He was, remember,Papineau�s right-hand man until the actual fighting broke out. Whathe�s up to, I�m sure, is to have these hard-nosed colleagues engageus and our terms with a view to seeing whether a workable coalitionis even possible. And the sly fox wants also to make certain thathe ends up with as many concessions from our side as he canget.�
�I see,� Marc said. �If we can demonstrate tothese sceptical associates of his that we are sincere and practicaland don�t have cloven feet, then he�ll be willing to seal a pactwith us and take it home for approval.�
�Precisely,� Hincks said. �He�s a man aftermy own Irish heart.�
�What do we know about these men?� Marc said.�We don�t want to go into negotiations blind, do we?�
�Good arguments are always good arguments,�Robert said, as if that resolved the matter.
�In theory, yes,� Hincks said. �But I�venever underestimated the power of a little persuasion, a sort oftailoring the suit to flatter the gentleman, as it were.�
�How much tailoring may be necessary?� Marcsaid.
�Well, LaFontaine was good enough to give usa paragraph or two of background information on these fellows,�Robert said.
Before either Hincks or Robert couldelaborate, they were interrupted by Old Henry, their driver, whopointed to a pair of snow-shrouded stone plinths off to their leftand shouted back down to them, �Them�s the gates to Elmgrove.�
�Go right on, Henry, as we planned,� Robertsaid. To the others he said, �We could go in the front waywith all this snow about, but we�ll play it safe and circle aroundthrough the bush.�
Henry cracked his whip over the horse�s earsand the sleigh lurched forward. Somewhere a few hundred yardsahead, the Scaddings bridge lay across the frozen Don River. Justthis side of it they would find the logging trail that would arcnorthwest and bring them out above the Macaulay estate. Henry woulddrop them and their luggage off and return to Baldwin House via thesame serpentine route.
�Erneste Bergeron,� Hincks said as if he wereannouncing a witness to the court. �A wealthy farmer and landowner.Fifty years old. Newly rich, not a seigneur. Supplied the rebelswith money and food. Got his barn and crops burned for his pains.Addicted to Catholicism. Bright enough to realize his sons couldnot thrive in the old regime.�
�At age fifty, his opinions will be wellset,� Marc pointed out.
�Maurice Tremblay is certainly younger, inhis mid-thirties,� Robert said. �But he was an active rebel, aclose friend of Nelson, fought with him at St. Denis, and was latercaptured and imprisoned. Only Lord Durham�s amnesty saved him fromthe noose.�
�We won�t tell him that our interpreter herewas formerly a lieutenant in the British army and lauded everywhereEnglish is spoken as the Hero of St. Denis.�
Marc winced at Hincks�s reference to his pastexploits, his other life.
�According to LaFontaine,� Robert said moresoberly, �the poor fellow lost three fingers on his right handduring a skirmish. To put it bluntly, as Louis did, he hates theEnglish with a passion.�
�Why bring him along, then?� Marc asked, justas the sleigh swung left and entered the deep evergreen woods tothe north. Here, the rarely used trail was much rougher, despitethe cushion of snow over it, and the spruce boughs brushed rudelyagainst the sides of the vehicle.
�He�s intensely loyal to LaFontaine,� Robertsaid.
�Even though LaFontaine did not join thefighting?�
�Yes. As you know, Louis never stoppedputting forth the French case � before the parliamentary crisisbegan, and during the fractious debate in the Legislature whensupply was withheld and the ruinous stalemate ensued. Louis wasjailed by Governor Colborne as an instigator and supporter of therevolt. And he worked tirelessly to achieve clemency for thecaptured rebels, particularly during Lord Durham�s brief tenure.And in the past few months he has spoken publicly again and againabout the inequities of the Union Bill.�
�You think he realizes that revolutions arewon in the political back rooms as well as on the battlefield?�Marc said.
�We must hope that is so,� Robert said. �Formany of his Rouge party and their supporters are Tremblays: outcasts and pariahs in their own country. He will have to persuadethem that there is a future for them in the new order.�
�And the third associate?� Marc asked,as they struck a stray log somewhere under the snow and bouncedsideways.
�An interesting and quite different case,�Hincks said. �One Daniel B�rub�. A middle-aged Montreal merchant.In dry goods, if I recall correctly. Not your classic radical.Stayed neutral during the revolt. But realizes that the Bleuparty will be even more reactionary in the new joint parliament � which is not good for business.�
�It sounds like LaFontaine wants to add apractical voice to the mix,� Marc said.
�As long as the fellow isn�t so practical heloses sight of the larger principles animating our common cause,�Robert said. �Despite what our opponents think, we�ve never soughtan American-style republic � with all its unchecked excesses andobsession with material progress.�
Marc, who had observed some of these excessesfirsthand in a recent trip to New York City, nodded hisagreement.
�We�re here, gentlemen!� Old Henry calledout.
The sleigh had turned south and abruptly leftthe forest behind. Before them lay the cleared acres of Elmgrove,and as if to welcome them there, the snow suddenly ceased. In thecrisp, clear air they could see nearby several small sheds andbarns nestled in deep drifts. Farther on loomed the impressivesilhouette of Elmgrove�s manor-house with its soaring, snow-cappedchimney-pots, its steep gables, and several tall-windowed wings. Afaint runner-track wound its way among the sheds and eased aroundthe capacious stables, partially hidden by a grove of cedars � evidence that their French counterparts had, some time before,arrived here via the same strategic route.
�Go right on up to the circular drive infront of the manor,� Robert said to Old Henry, having to loosen oneof his scarves in order to swing his head far enough around tocatch his coachman�s attention. �Macaulay will be expecting usthere.�
When they pulled up to the porticoed entranceto Elmgrove, Garnet Macaulay was indeed waiting for them. Elegantlyturned out, as always, he stood on the swept stones of the porch,hatless and smiling, and called out to the arrivals, �Come rightin, gentlemen. Leave your luggage for the servants.�
Marc and Robert followed Hincks up the steps,stamping their feet to get some feeling back in them.
�It�s a damn sight warmer inside,� Macaulaysaid cheerfully. �And I daresay it�ll get even warmer beforeSaturday.�
After a brief exchange of greetings they wentinto a spacious foyer, where the butler stood anxiously � staringwith disapproval, it seemed, at his master�s unorthodox andneedlessly effusive manner of greeting his guests. �May I take thegentlemen�s coats and hats?� he said in tones so orotund and soEnglish that they might have been meant as caricature. �I�ll haveBragg take the luggage to the north wing, if that�s all right withyou, sir?�
�Of course, Chilton. Whatever you feel isnecessary,� Macaulay said, apparently flustered a bit by Chilton�sdirect question. Then he added, �But Struthers usually does theheavy lifting.�
�Mr. Struthers is the ostler and generalhandyman, sir. I�ve had him lay in sufficient wood for the extrafires we�ll need in the north wing, but I�ve instructed him not toenter the main section of the house with his muddy boots andodorous clothing.�
�Very good, Chilton. As you see fit.�
Chilton placed the hats and coats on thehall-tree with a pair of precise, long-fingered hands. �I�ll letthe snow drop off them, sir, before taking them down the hall tothe closet.�
Macaulay waved the arrivals towards a door atthe end of the wide hallway that bisected the main section of themanor. �We�ll have a quick drink in the billiard-room beforeChilton settles you into your quarters.�
�Mr. Chilton seems to have settledhimself in rather quickly,� Hincks remarked. �He can�t havebeen here long.�
�Not quite a week,� Macaulay said. �Hearrived here last Thursday and took over immediately.� Then, as ifhe had said something untoward, he added, �He�s come highlyrecommended from London, and is extremely efficient.�
�But he�s not Alfred Harkness,� Robert said,patting his friend on the shoulder.
�Alfred was one of a kind,� Macaulaysaid.
Alfred Harkness, who had served the familyfor over twenty years, had been diagnosed with stomach cancer earlyin October. He had insisted on carrying out his duties despite thepain and his impending death. Sadly, Macaulay had begun seeking areplacement, writing to friends and acquaintances here and inEngland. His efforts had brought him Graves Chilton, but no-onecould replace Alfred.
�Where are the Frenchmen?� Hincks said toMacaulay as they stepped into the billiard-room, unoccupied exceptfor a smartly dressed, handsome servant tending to the drinks-trayat the sideboard.
�They�re in their rooms, resting and reading.They�ll join us for luncheon at twelve o�clock, after which we�llrepair to the library to begin our deliberations.�
�I�ll have a small sherry,� Hincks said.
�Don�t bother with that, Bragg,� Macaulaysaid to the man who was about to set up a tray of drinks. �We�llhelp ourselves. Chilton wants you to deal with the luggageoutside.�
Very slowly, Bragg put down the decanter hewas holding. �But, sir � � he said in a way that managed to be bothpleading and aggrieved.
�I know, I know, Bragg. But we allhave to adjust to the ways of the new man, eh, and to the fact ofour still being short-handed.�
Bragg glowered and sighed, but did as he wasbid.
Macaulay heaved a sigh of his own. �Perhapswhen Elizabeth gets back from Kingston next week, things will startrunning smoothly again.�
�Have you heard how she�s faring?� Robertsaid, always concerned about the health of spouses, especiallysince his own Elizabeth had died suddenly four years before,leaving him with two sons and two daughters to raise on hisown.
�Got a letter three days ago. The cure seemsto be working.�
The four men sipped their sherry and chattedinconsequentially for the next ten minutes, mostly about thearrangements and schedule for the coming three days. GarnetMacaulay was quite happy to leave the substantive talk to hiscolleagues while he played gracious host. Marc, who had not been toElmgrove before, took the opportunity to admire the billiard-room.At the far end sat a regulation-size billiard-table and a cue-rack,with plush leather chairs, trimmed in Kendall green, nearby, wherethe players could rest between turns at the table. On the outsidewall, a splendid fireplace with side-panels and a mantel of Italianmarble graced the middle portion of the room, naturally illuminatedby sunlight through a pair of tall windows. At the near end, wherethey now lounged in comfortable easy-chairs, a baize-toppedcard-table sat in one corner, waiting for clients.
�Your rooms are ready now,� Chilton announcedfrom the doorway. �If you like, I�ll take you thereimmediately.�
This latter remark had more of an imperativering to it than Macaulay might have wished, but he said mildly,�That would suit, Chilton. We�re finished here.�
Chilton bowed stiffly and stood backdeferentially, waiting for the gentlemen to make their move. Behindhim in the hallway, there came a loud clatter and a stifled oath,followed by the sound of glass breaking. Chilton wheeled as if he�dbeen ambushed and cried sharply, �You clumsy fool! Look what you�vedone! That breakage will come out of your wages.�
Marc was the first one out into the hall,arriving in time to see Austin Bragg struggling to his feet, withchunks of a crystal goblet in each hand. What had begun as a lookof dismay on his face was already turning into one of seething,ill-concealed rage.
�It wasn�t me that left these bootshere!� he snapped at Chilton.
Chilton glared back at him, but there seemedlittle anger in him as he said with quiet menace, �Fetch Priscillato help clear up this mess. We�ll discuss the matter later,after the gentlemen have been tended to.� With that hewheeled around to face Marc and the others, and beamed them arueful smile. �My apologies for this mishap. It shan�t happenagain. Now, if you�ll be good enough to follow me.�
Marc, Robert and Hincks turned to do so, butMacaulay stayed behind, bending over Bragg and murmuring somethingin his ear. Meanwhile Marc took a moment to scrutinize the strangenew butler leading them down the hall towards a rotunda at the farend. Graves Chilton was a trim and neatly efficient specimen inevery respect but one. He moved like a cat � part prowl, partprance; his morning coat and striped trousers seemed to have beencut specifically for the form and articulation of their occupant; aneat red moustache accented his thin, serviceable lips withmilitary precision; the eyes were a deep blue and ready to dart inany emotional direction that might be demanded of them. But therewas nothing he could do about his hair, an intemperate burst oforange stalks that the poor devil had pomaded and brushed andcurry-combed to no avail: it sprouted wherever it pleased. Marcsmiled to himself. Chilton might well prove to be officious andinsufferable, but he would run a tight ship.
And for the next three momentous days thatwould suit them all just fine.

THREE

When Chilton ushered the French guests into thedining-room for luncheon, Marc got his first look atLouis-Hippolyte LaFontaine. And it was difficult not to keep onlooking. As Marc had been forewarned, LaFontaine did bear astriking resemblance to pictures he had seen of the EmperorNapoleon. His dark hair was parted in the Napoleonic style, hisbearing was regal, and as he stood watching Macaulay introduce theothers, the fingers of his right hand slipped automatically underthe lapel of his jacket. But he was much taller than the Emperor,above average even, and he showed no signs of that great man�srestless energy. Given the fellow�s reputation as a radical moverand shaker in the turbulent politics of Quebec, Marc had expectedsomeone fiery of temperament, a man of passionate gestures. Butthis Louis LaFontaine was a calm presence in the room: his blackeyes were full of stilled but watchful intensity. His voice, inheavily accented English, was deep but otherwise unremarkable.
So taken with the leader of the FrenchRouge was Marc that he was well into the main course of themeal before he even thought about studying the other threeFrenchman. Garnet Macaulay, as their host, had sat at the head ofthe table and insisted that LaFontaine sit opposite him at theother end. Marc, Robert and Hincks were placed on his left, withBergeron, Tremblay and B�rub� on his right. In a sometimesconfusing but always earnest manner, the two groups managed, inboth limited English and French, to carry on a polite patter, as ifthis were merely a social occasion in which new neighbours stroveto get to know one another. As stilted as it was, and downrightawkward during those moments when Marc had to be called upon for aquick translation, the effort being put forth by each side had tobe gratifying. Certainly it boded well for the seriousdeliberations to follow.
The only exception to this calculatedbonhomie, as Marc began to notice, was Maurice Tremblay. He satopposite Marc, but never once looked directly at him. Instead, hisgaze, dark and disturbed, was fixed upon LaFontaine, except when itswung down the table to fix itself upon Macaulay. And when it did,the man�s face was twisted into what Marc could only construe ascontempt. Tremblay himself was a small man, sallow-skinned andhollow-eyed with a mop of unbrushed hair on his head, like a badwig. He was slim, but wiry and well-muscled. He carried his forkuncertainly in his left hand, and only when he raised his napkin tohis lips with both hands did he reveal the two-fingered remains ofthe right one. During the entire meal he spoke not a single word ineither tongue.
As Robert had suggested, Garnet Macaulayproved to be a wise choice as host. He kept the conversation goingby making innocuous remarks on the weather, the parlous state ofthe roads, the financial foibles of their neighbours to the south,and the pleasures of racing horses (his passion). LaFontaine didnot initiate any topics of his own and made no attempt to extend atopic, but he was studiously polite in responding to questions orcalls for his opinion. Daniel B�rub�, on the other hand, wasvoluble (more so in French than English) and more than eager tohold up his end of the conversation. He was also a physicalpresence at the table, a large, plump, pink-cheeked fellowsomewhere in his mid-forties with a gleaming bald head interruptedonly by two stooks of black hair over his ears. He had tiny browneyes set in huge, fleshy sockets and a nose that looked as if ithad been borrowed from a moose. His voice was a confident bray thatmade Tremblay, seated beside him, wince. Several times B�rub�attempted to direct the talk towards dry goods and urbanmerchandising, with limited success (though Marc did recall thatLaFontaine himself owned a block of stores in downtown Montreal inaddition to his being a lawyer and politician). B�rub� seemed anodd choice for the French delegation, Marc thought, and Tremblay�spuzzled glances at LaFontaine indicated he felt much the sameway.
Erneste Bergeron, the fourth member of theFrench contingent, spoke very little, perhaps because he spokelittle English (though it was clear that he understood a greatdeal) or perhaps because he, like LaFontaine, was reserved bynature. He was a handsome, slightly balding fellow of fifty years,with placid, hazel eyes in which kindness and tolerance weresuffused with an abiding sadness. Indeed, his whole countenanceseemed to droop, and he appeared to find it difficult to smile atpoints where his patrician manners dictated that he ought to. Foralthough Bergeron was not a true patrician � a grand seigneur ormember of the ancient landed aristocracy of Quebec � he had madehimself an extensive and influential landowner. He was also adevout Roman Catholic, according to Robert.
As the dessert was being served � apple tartgarnished with walnuts and topped with fresh cream � Marc took amoment to study the servants, for he had sensed a certain tensionin that quarter during the other courses of the meal. The dishesthemselves arrived on a dumb-waiter, and were served to the guestsby Austin Bragg and the parlour-maid, Priscilla Finch. The latterwas a pretty, flaxen-haired young woman with nervous blue eyes.Bragg was darkly handsome and, oddly for a manservant, wore anexpression of barely restrained belligerence. Both were in uniformand equally skilled at their work. They had obviously beenwell-trained by the deceased butler, Alfred Harkness.
But whenever the new butler, Graves Chilton,uttered a quiet word of instruction or came within an arm�s lengthof either of his underlings, as he did several times while pouringout the wine with practised ease, they would recoil with anoticeable shudder � of fear or revulsion. Chilton himself seemedaware of this response, for Marc watched him carefully keep hisdistance whenever he could, and offer any necessary directives witha curt nod or small wave of his right hand. Certainly thisdiscretion on his part was in marked contrast to the louddressing-down he had given Bragg earlier in the foyer. And althoughMarc realized that he had taken a dislike to Chilton (who remindedhim of supercilious servants he had encountered as a youth back inEngland), he nonetheless felt sorry for him. It was not easyreplacing a long-time and much revered employee in a settledhousehold.
When Garnet Macaulay indicated that luncheonwas concluded and suggested that the gentlemen meet in the libraryfor the inaugural session of their conference, LaFontaine noddedagreement and said in carefully enunciated English, �Please offermy congratulations to your cook for a most delicious meal. We lookforward to supper with as much anticipation as we do theconversations to come.�
Macaulay�s cook, Mrs. Noreen Blodgett, wasrenowned throughout the capital and beyond, and Macaulay smiledbroadly on her behalf. The historic gathering had gotten off to afine start.

It was decided that the Quebec delegates would speakin French, slowly and formally where possible, and the UpperCanadians likewise in English. And while much would be understoodby the listeners on both sides, Marc would translate the gist of agiven speech and be available for clarifications as mattersprogressed. It was not an ideal protocol for a set of toughnegotiations among participants who felt variously aggrieved andalienated, but it would have to do. On the positive side, more thana dozen lengthy letters had been exchanged between LaFontaine andHincks since September, so that the main points of contention andinitial positions were already known. It was the presence ofLaFontaine�s associates that was worrisome.
It was also decided that no written record ofthe meetings would be made. Individuals could make notes if theywished to and pen private summaries after each session, wheredesirable. But only if a formal accord were reached by Friday wouldanything be crystallized in writing. It was assumed, of course,that all participants were honourable, sincere, and cognizant ofthe need for continuing secrecy � whatever the outcome.
No-one objected to Robert Baldwin beginningthe debate by outlining the general plan and its principalobjectives, for it had been he and Hincks who had conceived it andmade overtures to the Quebec radicals through LaFontaine. In hisplain, forthright style, Robert presented the scheme as if hisaudience were hearing it for the first time, which, in the case ofLaFontaine�s associates, might well be true. The proposed newLegislative Assembly would be composed of forty-two members electedfrom Lower Canada (to be renamed Canada East) and forty-two fromUpper Canada (to be renamed Canada West). The united provinceswould be called, simply, Canada or, more familiarly, the Canadas.If the anticipated elections were fair and gerrymandering held to aminimum, they might assume that a sizeable number of partiRouge members would be returned from Canada East, as there hadbeen widespread support for its active involvement in the armeduprising and even for the violent incursions from the United Statesthat had followed it in 1838. Those members of the Frenchestablishment remaining after the social upheaval of a decade � seigneurs, churchmen, and the few entrepreneurs and placeholderswho had thrived under British rule � would make sure that a rumpgroup of their own reached the new Assembly as the Bleuparty.
Meanwhile in Canada West, the fractured anddispersed Reformers were slowly regrouping, and hoped to takefifteen or more seats of their allotted forty-two. Their opponentswere now irretrievably splintered. The expedient coalition ofraucous Orangemen, recalcitrant churchmen, dyed-in-the-woolroyalists, Family Compact opportunists propped up by successiveGovernors, and moderate conservatives with an eye to theadvancement of commerce � this house of cards, Robert assured thedelegates, had begun to collapse under the weight of armed civilconflict, widespread social unrest, repeated crop failures, and theparalysis of the banking system. While they might be able to electa majority in Canada West, they would be unable to operatecohesively in the new Assembly. It could be taken for granted,Robert concluded with the hint of a smile, that each Torysplinter-group would defend its own shrinking turf and that theirright-wing counterparts from Quebec would do the same.
Marc noted with satisfaction that the Frenchdelegates seated across the conference table from him werelistening intently as he took Robert�s workmanlike English andrendered it into passable French. He could tell from theirexpressions that they realized only one conclusion could be drawnfrom Robert�s initial analysis: the new joint Assembly would beripe for a takeover by any group with a coherent policy and sharedgoals. And such a group might conceivably be comprised ofreform-minded members from two sources who were thought to beimplacable antagonists: alienated, French-speaking rebels andnon-combatant, English-speaking politicians. Even Tremblay�sperpetual scowl softened for a moment at that deliciouspossibility. LaFontaine himself, Marc noted, spent most of his timeobserving his own countrymen from his position at the far end ofthe table.
�So you see, gentlemen,� Robert summed up,�the opportunity to seize control of the Assembly is going topresent itself. Of that there can be no doubt. The question is, canwe form a party of Rouge and Reform with common goals andpolicies?�
At this remark, everyone turned toLaFontaine, but he said nothing. His expression was impassive. Hesimply waited, unperturbed, as the silence grew and bright sunlightpoured into the room from the high windows in the south wall.
Daniel B�rub� cleared his throat nosily.�What�s the use of controlling the Assembly when the LegislativeCouncillors will be appointed for life by the governor and willhave the authority to thwart our progressive legislation, as theyhave done in the past?�
�Half of them will be appointed from Quebec,�Hincks pointed out.
�And of those, how many will be English, eh?�Tremblay said, breaking his self-imposed silence. �And how manymembers will be Chasseurs?� he added, alluding to the namethe French patriots had given to their doomed revolutionaryorganization.
�We�ll end up with the same sort of deadlockwe�ve always had,� B�rub� insisted.
LaFontaine made no effort to intervene inthis sharp exchange.
�Gentlemen,� Robert said quietly, �I realizethat these are critical questions, but please bear with us. Francisand I have developed a plan to achieve our goals that is predicatedon moving one important step at a time. The first step, upon whichagreement must be reached or the entire project abandoned, is this: do we have in common a set of policies and priorities stable enoughto build a functioning political party upon? And I�m referring tofiscal, economic, legal and social policies. Further, do we share avision of the future for two provinces, two cultures and twolanguages? If we don�t, then I suggest we have a good supper, shakehands and go our separate ways.�
�You�re asking us to postpone the otherquestions while we talk over the nitty-gritty items � like tradeand the money supply?� B�rub� said.
�And education and land grants and publicworks,� Hincks said.
�Exactly,� Robert said. �It seems to me thatthese are issues that have turned all of us in this room intoreformers of one kind or another.�
Tremblay, B�rub� and Bergeron (who had saidnothing but had taken everything in) now looked at their leader.LaFontaine nodded. Marc could hear the sigh of relief uttered byHincks sitting next to him.
�Right, then,� Robert said. �Let us proceedto tackle these issues one by one. Who would like to begin?�
At this point Graves Chilton slipped into theroom so quietly that only Garnet Macaulay noticed him poised abovea tea-trolley just inside the doorway. Macaulay dipped his chin,and Chilton sidled around the delegates and deposited a steamingcup of coffee before each one without ruffling a cuff or stintingthe flow of conversation. He even managed to slip a dish ofmacaroons silently alongside Robert Baldwin�s coffee cup. Chiltonalone was to be allowed into the room at predetermined intervals toserve refreshment and clear away unwanted dishes, after which hewas to slip across the hall to his office, where he kept watch withthe door open. Again, Marc was impressed with the securityprecautions Macaulay had taken. No employee was to leave thegrounds of Elmgrove between now and Friday evening: sufficientsupplies of food and drink had been laid in for the duration. Theywere snowbound, and safe. The rest was up to the men in thisroom.

Looking steadily at B�rub� while he spoke and Marctranslated, Francis Hincks said, �The economic development of eachof our provinces has been stunted and strangled for almost tenyears because successive governors and their reactionaryadministrations have been terrified of the emergence of anentrepreneurial middle class, one whose success would threatentheir chokehold on the banking system and challenge their right toappoint their friends and relations to government posts, wheretheir incompetence compounds the injury. Both provinces need publicimprovements to foster trade and industry. Our roads are adisgrace, our canal system is in need of renewal and expansion, ourcity streets need paving, and our postal service must bemodernized.�
B�rub� nodded enthusiastically long beforeMarc had finished translating.
�But these improvements will be financedprincipally by one province, will they not?�
It was LaFontaine, who had spoken for thefirst time on an issue, and all eyes turned to him. But he did notelaborate. Finally, Hincks said, �You are referring, of course, tothe fact that the Upper Canadian debt of eighty thousand poundswill be taken over by the new dominion?�
Tremblay did not wait for the translation.�In being compelled to merge with you, we are to start out as aninsolvent state!� he said angrily. �At the present we in Quebechave no public debt, not a penny! How can we begin to collaboratewith you English when such an inequity stares us in the face?�
�I agree, sir, that the inequity exists,�Hincks said, �and we did all we could last fall in our Assembly toget better terms for the union. But the union itself is as good asmade. We can�t be expected to review or regret the terms that willbe law in a month or two.�
�Yes, but it is also expected that we beginby being able to trust one another and to feel comfortable witheach other�s motives,� Tremblay said, not quite as angrily butforcefully nonetheless. �When we see the terms of union soblatantly stacked against us � we�ve got half the seats butthree-fifths of the population and only your language is tobe spoken in the Legislature � how are we to put any faith in yourclaims and promises?�
�Mr. LaFontaine here has spoken eloquentlyfrom a dozen platforms about the injustices of the Union Act,�Bergeron said evenly. �We have come here with our distinguishedleader as a courtesy to him � to listen and judge for ourselveswhether there are English voices worth our attention. It isyou, sirs, who must convince us that our dangerousjourney and audacious gamble have been worthwhile.�
LaFontaine made no sign that he acknowledgedthe reference to him or approved of the remark itself. Marc wasbeginning to wonder what sort of game he was playing.
It was Robert who calmed the waters. �Isuggest, Mr. Tremblay, that we all remember how we reached thecurrent financial state. Upper Canada�s debt is almost entirely dueto the costs incurred by our failed revolt and its deadeningaftermath. They are not representative of our economic potential.And in Quebec you are debtless because the governing establishment,abetted by the seigneurs and churchmen, have set out to stifleenterprise except where it enriches them and furthers their owninterests. In that respect, both provinces desperately need areform-minded government. Our joint prosperity, once achieved, willmake both the debt and the injustice a distant memory. Moreover, ifwe don�t mutually believe that a united Canada can evolve into aprogressive and more democratic and economically viable state, thenI agree we are wasting our time.�
Marc was certain he saw a smile hovering atthe corners of LaFontaine�s mouth.
�Socially progressive, democratic, andeconomically stable,� Hincks said slowly, pausing between eachdescriptor to let Marc translate. �These are words that strike achord in you, do they not, gentlemen?� he added, gazing at theFrench delegates opposite him.
B�rub� nodded and smiled. Bergeron nodded.Tremblay looked stricken, and glanced across at his leader.LaFontaine responded in a perfectly matter-of-fact tone: �Then letus get down to the nitty-gritty, as my colleague has termedit.�

The economy was the obvious place to start, andB�rub� warmed to the topic quickly, often outracing the translationand straining to interpret Hincks�s comments and replies on hisown. Specific improvements to the Lachine Canal and the St.Lawrence waterway around Montreal Island, and enhanced harbourfacilities there and at Kingston, Toronto and Burlington weresuggested and seconded. Hincks went on to dazzle the guests withhis grasp of taxation issues and a revised scheme of tariffs � alldesigned to take advantage of the natural highway provided by theSt. Lawrence and the Great Lakes into the very heart of NorthAmerica. Montreal was perfectly situated to be the nexus of theimport-export business, while Toronto would increasingly be theentry point for a vast hinterland just now being fully opened tosettlement and commerce.
�For too long,� B�rub� stated so passionatelythat his pink face flushed scarlet, �those Frenchmen with anentrepreneurial urge have had to sit and twiddle their thumbs whilethe English monopolies and English governors and English bankersreaped huge profits. My sons have had to consider the law or thepriesthood because they have had no other choice. It was nosurprise to me when they joined Papineau and Nelson in theuprising. I cheered them on.� He looked now at Robert and added,�What Mr. Hincks has outlined here is a vision of the kind I havedreamed about all my life. I don�t know whether or not thepolitical arrangements you intend to propose later in thesemeetings will be able to bring it about, but something mustdo so or we are doomed as a race.�
Robert smiled gravely, but before he couldrespond Erneste Bergeron leaned forward and said, �There is more toour future than commerce or industry.� He glanced at LaFontaine,and then continued. �I refer, of course, to the question ofeducation and religion. I have been told that you, Mr. Baldwin,have advocated a secular society and a secular system of schools.We in Quebec are a Christian community, a Catholic one. The churchand parish are the focal points of our rural life. Back in�thirty-seven I took up arms for the first time in my life todefend the little church at St. Eustache, near my estate, and wascaptured and imprisoned for a month by the marauding militia. Thechurch was callously razed by those hooligans and two of my barnsburnt to the ground. These are not the actions of a people whorespect religion.� It was the longest speech given by Bergeron, andit seemed to leave him winded and a bit embarrassed.
Robert did not wait for Marc to finishtranslating. �You raise a serious question, sir, and a valid one. Ihave indeed fought all my life against the entrenchment of anestablished Church of England in Upper Canada. The reason I did sohas little to do with religion and everything to do with politicsand power. I am a devout Christian of the Anglican faith, but in myprovince the oligarchy who held sway over the ordinary people � theFamily Compact as we called them � wished to have a state-supportedAnglican church in order to solidify their hold on power and tapinto the proceeds from the reserve lands they considered theirentitlement. They wished to develop not a Christian society but anAnglican one in which government posts, school syllabuses, anduniversities themselves would be controlled and financed by asingle cabal � to the exclusion of the other faiths, which, takentogether, form a large majority. In a way, my battles against theClergy Reserves were symbolic: were our lives going to be dominatedby an Anglican and Tory elite or were they going to be organized asthe majority wished � in a state dedicated to religious toleranceand respect for tradition?�
LaFontaine smiled approvingly, a responsenoticed by all present as the French leader had said little so farand given nothing away in look or gesture. �Well said, Robert.However, I ought to point out that when the Clergy Reserves werefinally allotted last year, all faiths got their share except forthe Roman Catholics.�
Robert nodded in the polite way barristersoften did when engaged in forensic argument. �Very true. But againI say we must look at our progress in terms of successive steps.There will perforce be no established church in the new Canada.Religion will be a question of individual conscience. As aconsequence, there will be no restrictions on who may serve ingovernment. Catholic and Protestant will be equal before the law.Additional rights and protections can be achieved through electionsand party politics. That is the next step, and the one afterit.�
�But we already have our own schools,�Bergeron said, �imbued with our own religious spirit and values. Doyou contemplate a common school system with no religious componentor merely some vague lip service paid to Christianity?�
Hincks glanced at Robert, then said, �TheEnglish-speaking Protestants in Quebec are equally concernedthat their schools be permitted to be run along religiouslines. Once we get a reform movement established, would it not benatural for each province to guarantee the other�s right to set upminority schools � a straight trade-off of �protections,� as itwere?�
B�rub� chortled at this and said, �Splendid,Mr. Hincks, splendid! This is the very kind of sensiblehorse-trading I hoped might happen between us, but was, alas,entirely sceptical of.�
Under cover of B�rub�s enthusiasticoutburst, Graves Chilton slipped silently into the room with atrolley of cakes and coffee. While he was serving the refreshmentand soundlessly removing the used cups, the delegates took a momentto stretch and relax. However, as the butler left the room, GarnetMacaulay seemed to recall that he was nominally the chairman of themeeting, and said, �We have heard much about the specifics of aparty platform, but no contribution thus far from Mr. Tremblay. Arethere any particular concerns or provisions you�d like to mention,sir?�
Tremblay had not only kept his peacethroughout the preceding discussion, but had stared grimly at hisempty cup, and the two-fingered right hand had often appeared totremble, as if palsied. He now peered up just far enough to glareat Macaulay, who reddened immediately.
There were several seconds of awkwardsilence. It was Lafontaine who broke it. �Come now, Maurice, youdidn�t travel all the way to Toronto disguised as a clock salesmanto sit on your hands. If there are matters that need to be aired,however unpleasant or disturbing, then they must be said in thisvery room to these very gentlemen.�
�I did not mean to embarrass Mr.�� � Macaulaybegan.
But Tremblay cut him off. With eyes blazing,he burst into speech. �I do not believe there can be any kind offirst step so long as the issue of reparations continues to beignored! All else is hypocrisy!�
Marc had not finished translating when Hinckssaid somewhat intemperately, �We cannot ignore a topic that has notyet been introduced! We have just begun, sir. There is still localgovernment to consider, the postal service, regularizing thecurrency, the need for charitable institutions and � �
�We take your point, Francis,� Robert saidevenly, waving off Marc�s translation.
With just the faintest twinkle in his eye,LaFontaine said in English, �And the point we have reached is thesubject of reparations, eh?�
�It seems so,� Robert said. �As the mostcontentious issue of �step one,� I had planned to leave it tillnear the end of this phase of our deliberations. But let us go atit now. I would like to say by way of putting the topic intocontext that the matter of compensating innocent parties forproperty damage and personal losses as a result of the uprisinghere in Upper Canada has already been raised in our own Assembly.And met with outright dismissal by the Tory majority. In part, asvictors the Tories feel most of the razed barns and charred cropswere just punishment for those who, in their view, might not haveparticipated in the revolt but certainly condoned it. They are alsokeenly aware that a reparations bill here would encourage thenotion in Quebec, and there they see the issue in even strongerterms: all French-speaking farmers were de facto rebels andrichly deserve their fate.�
Tremblay listened to the translation, hislower lip quivering. �Let me tell you my story now,� he said with asimmering anger, �and let it stand for a thousand others. I had asmall farm in the Beauharnois district. In �thirty-six and �seventhe drought came. We nearly starved, my family and me, but we hungonto the only livelihood we had. We tried to borrow money for seed,but the treasury was impounded during the political crisis andthere was no money for anyone. We begged the government for seedand were told we were subversive, anti-English Papists, and turnedaway. I slaughtered our milk-cows for food. My boys scoured thewoods for nuts and berries. When the uprising started, I had nogun, but I also had no choice. I borrowed one and joined mycomrades. I was at St. Denis with Nelson when my borrowed rifleexploded and blew most of this hand away.� He held up his mangledappendage and let Marc finish his translation.
�I spent six months in a Montreal prison,� hecontinued. �My wife assumed I was dead. Men around me � ruined anddesperate farmers � were being tried by court martial and hanged. Iwas freed only when Lord Durham arrived in June and Mr. LaFontaineintervened on my behalf. I made my way back to my farm. There wasnothing left. Not a log unburned, not a stalk in the fields. Myfamily had fled to my cousin�s place farther up the river. There westayed, working with him to keep his farm alive. Somehow wemanaged. We stayed clear of politics. But the patriots came backthat fall in greater force. Again, they were met with an evengreater force and even greater brutality. General Colborne marchedthrough the Beauharnois and this time scorched the very earthbefore him. We were burned out a second time. We fled to the woodsand lived like primitives. Mr. LaFontaine began arranging smallloans for many of the dispossessed, and with his support, we havebegun yet again. But fancy words and political planks won�t help meraise a new barn or buy a cow so my youngsters can have milk. Itake full responsibility for my own treasonous acts. I wasimprisoned and released. Why should my wife and children be madebeggars and their land devastated for my actions? Is thisthe essence of British justice?�
LaFontaine, to whom everyone instinctivelyturned, made no attempt to curtail this diatribe or soften itsimpact upon the English delegates, who sat momentarily taken aback,chastened even. For the first time, at least as far as Marc hadobserved, pain and a deep, pervasive sadness were visible in theFrench leader�s face. Although LaFontaine had not taken up arms orbeen maimed, as Tremblay had, he had nonetheless been driven fromthe country (fleeing briefly to England and France), unjustlyarrested on his return, and publicly vilified. He knew firsthandwhat English justice could come to. Tremblay had been asked to jointhe Quebec delegation, Marc was sure now, because he representedthe vast constituency of the dispossessed and alienated in thelower province. These were the very people whose votes Lafontaineand the parti Rouge would have to seek and who would have tobe persuaded that an alliance with les maudits anglais,however unholy, was in their best interest.
It was Robert who now took up this challenge.�Although not nearly on the scale of your people�s suffering, Mr.Tremblay, the reprisals and recriminations against the UpperCanadian rebels and any families who even appeared sympathetic werewidespread, and could by no means be termed just. In the yearfollowing our revolt, untold thousands of farmers abandoned theirland or sold it cheap in order to emigrate to the United States.�At this point Robert paused, waited until Marc had concluded histranslation, then nodded to him.
Marc looked at Tremblay and said, �Aneighbour of my wife, when she lived near Cobourg, became involvedin the early planning of the rebellion, saw the error of his ways,and withdrew. He took no part in the actual uprising. Afterwards hewas summarily denounced and a price put on his head. He and hisfamily, including his father-in-law and his family, fled all theway to Iowa. With them went my wife�s only brother. Their propertyhas been confiscated by the Crown. These people were good friendsof mine. Like so many others, here and in your province, I feelbereft, cheated, and not a little bewildered at the uncertainty ofBritish law and justice, which I have been trained to serve � andrevere. I too would like to see both justice and fair reparationsfor the victims of the rebellions.�
�What we are implying,� Robert continued, �isthat, although it will be difficult and will not likely happenright away, as Reformers we are committed to seeking suchreparations, in the sure knowledge that our own supporters amongthe electorate will expect it.�
�You are willing to guarantee this?�LaFontaine said, his face once again an unreadable mask.
�If we reach the point where we are able todraw up a written agreement,� Robert said, �the guarantee will bein writing.�
LaFontaine looked at Tremblay, who was stillshaking from his emotional outburst. Tremblay did not lookback.
�Well, gentlemen,� Macaulay said cheerfully,as if he were about to call for another hand of whist, �it is latein the afternoon and we have worked diligently at our mutual task.I propose that we adjourn until tomorrow.�
Noting the consensus in the room, hecontinued. �May I also propose that, in light of the substantialprogress we�ve made today, we alter our schedule for Thursday. Isuggest we meet here at eleven and work through until five, with ashort break for an informal luncheon.�
The gentlemen quickly agreed to this changeand the meeting was adjourned. Things seemed to be going well, but,as Marc knew, step one was child�s play compared with what layahead. It was all well and good to hammer out a common platform,but if the new Assembly appeared to the French to be a mererepetition of the old ineffectual one, there would be no �steptwo.� What was self-evident at this stage was that Louis-HippolyteLaFontaine was a shrewd politician with a steady, almost inhuman,grip on his emotions.
Marc could hardly wait for the nextencounter.

FOUR

Garner Macaulay had arranged the room assignments ofthe delegates so that the four Quebecers had spacious chambers onthe upper floor of the two-storey northwest wing of Elmgrove. Anornate, marble staircase, situated in a rotunda at the far end ofthe central hall, wound its way up to them. On the lower floor ofthis wing separate bedchambers were assigned to Robert, Marc andHincks. A fourth room, the master�s suite, was now occupied only byMacaulay, his wife Elizabeth and her maid having gone off toKingston for the month. Each floor had a water-closet at the end ofits hall, but a special feature of the manor was its bathroom,located next to the master bedroom and accessible from there ordirectly from the hallway.
Macaulay�s unique bathroom was celebrated(and envied) throughout the city and neighbouring townships.Inside, there stood a large, cast-iron stove, whose constant heatfed into an adjacent boiler, from which a pipe carried hot water toa gleaming copper tub. Here a spigot allowed a Macaulay maid or thebather himself to fill said tub to the luxurious brim. Fresh towelshung perpetually on a nearby rack, and a shelf, reachable from thetub, held a variety of oils, powders and perfumed soaps. The gueststhis day were encouraged to avail themselves of this modern marvel,either before the formal supper at seven-thirty or afterwards.Priscilla Finch was to be informed, and a time established for herto make the appropriate preparations and to alert Austin Bragg ofthe need to stoke the fire with fresh hardwood and top up theboiler from the cistern above it.
As Marc was heading to his room to freshen upand rest before supper, he noticed that the butler�s quarters wereon the main floor next to the entrance to the northeast wing, whichhoused the Elmgrove servants. This wing was a single storey and satfour feet below the grander wing opposite it. While it was unusualfor a butler�s quarters to be on the main floor, Marc rememberedthat the deceased Alfred Harkness had also been Macaulay�s valet,and so his rooms catty-corner from his master�s made sense.Although Marc and Beth could easily afford to build themselves agentrified house like this one, they were quite content to live inBriar Cottage and the extensive addition they were planning toaccommodate their expanding family. Still, he had to admit, as hewashed his face and hands in the warm basin of water promptlysupplied by one of the kitchen maids (Tillie, was it?), thatElmgrove was proving an ideal setting for the negotiations. Furtherthoughts of this nature were cut short when he fell asleep on thethick feather-comforter.
***
Mrs. Blodgett lived up to her reputation (andaugmented it) by offering the delegates a feast fit for a king(should he be a gourmet). The quail and leek soup, the rabbit stewsimmered in claret, the whipped turnip and potato, the perfectlyroasted venison, and the delicate meringues were merely thehighlights of a multi-course meal, enhanced throughout by winesfrom Macaulay�s renowned cellar. The service, too, was prompt andprofessional, though Marc noticed once again an undercurrent oftension between Chilton and his assistants, Austin Bragg andPriscilla Finch.
Following the meal, it was agreed thatdelegates were free to use the rest of the evening as they saw fit.The billiard and games room offered them a chance to relax; thefront parlour (or drawing-room) was a comfortable place to sit witha brandy and cigar while taking in the winter scenery through theFrench doors; and the library would be conducive to anyone whowished to make notes on the day�s proceedings or read quietly. And,of course, there was the attraction of a long, warm bath.
Marc was pleased to see Hincks and B�rub�head into the billiard-room and pick up a cue. Robert went into thelibrary with a notepad. Bergeron, who said he had slept littlesince his arrival on Monday evening, decided to take advantage ofthe bath and retire early. Macaulay promised that Tillie from thekitchen would bring a tisane up to his room within the hour.Tremblay bolted up the marble stairs without a parting word.LaFontaine looked ruefully after him, apologized to their host,thanked him courteously for the supper, and then excused himself,explaining that he had some reading to do in the privacy of hischamber. Marc was as disappointed as Macaulay was, for he too hadbeen hoping that the French leader would join them in the parlourfor a brandy and some casual conversation. Truth be told, they werehoping that LaFontaine might let his guard down just enough toreveal some part at least of the inner man. His forthright andcourageous actions in the political arena over the past three yearsspoke volumes about him, but if Robert and his Reform party were tothrow their fate into his hands, they surely needed to know moreabout what he really felt and believed. Only a few weeksago, for example, he had publicly denounced the Union Act and itsunjust terms. At the same time he continued to be vocal in hiscriticism of those French leaders who had taken the violent routeto reform � even while staking his own political future upon thesupport of scarred freedom-fighters like young Tremblay. Was thereno buried rage in the man? No understandable contempt for thehypocrisies of the British?
�You�ll smoke a pipe in the parlour, won�tyou?� Macaulay said to Marc in the hallway outside thedining-room.
�I�d be delighted,� Marc said, �though a longwalk would be more in order after that enormous supper.�
�Snow�s too deep, even though it stoppedbefore noon. But in the morning, if you like, we�ll put on some bigboots and have a go. Bergeron has expressed an interest in seeingmy racehorses.�
�You�re on,� Marc said as they approached thedoor to the front parlour on the left, directly across from thelibrary. Just beyond it was the foyer and the butler�s office. Itsdoor was ajar, and Marc could see Graves Chilton seated at anelegant davenport, poring over some papers.
�Alfred used to keep my household accounts,�explained Macaulay, �and Chilton has offered to do the same, forwhich I�m extremely grateful. Chilton seems a bit unctuous, andoverly firm with the staff perhaps, but he�s very, verycompetent.�
They entered the parlour and sat down incomfortable chairs near the French doors. Beyond the verandah thatlay just outside them the bright moonlight danced crystalline onthe rolling, unblemished landscape of snow, rimmed by a dozen bluespruce, their lower branches pillowed in drifts. The two men satcompanionably for half an hour, consciously avoiding theafternoon�s events and smoking their pipes with slow satisfaction.Macaulay began to talk about his collection of rare books and hisinterest in Britain�s latest writing sensation, novelist CharlesDickens.
�My Beth is a great admirer of his,� Marcsaid.
�Well, then, Marc, tell her I have his newwork, Nicholas Nickleby, just arrived from New York. I�vegot it beside my bed. Why don�t you come with me and I�ll give itto you to take home to her when you go.�
�That�s awfully good of you, Garnet, butthere�s no hurry � �
�I�ve also got a Shakespeare folio you mightwant to browse through while you�re here. It�s only a valuablefacsimile but � �
�I�d love to see it,� Marc said.
They left the parlour and walked slowly downthe central hall towards the rotunda and the northwest wing. Thelibrary was now dark, but as they passed the billiard-room theyheard the glassy click of billiard balls and a whoop of triumphfrom Daniel B�rub�.
�Hincks and B�rub� are getting along well,�Macaulay said.
�I wonder if LaFontaine plays whist orpiquet.�
�I should think poker would be his game.�
They were crossing the tiled rotunda towardsthe master bedroom at the near end of the northwest wing when theywere stopped in their tracks by a loud crash, as of crockerybreaking, followed by a high, female cry.
�My God!� Macaulay said. �What was that?�
�It came from the servants quarters,� Marcsaid.
�We�d better have a look,� Macaulay said, butMarc had already wheeled and made for the door to the northeastwing.
�Straight ahead and down the steps,� Macaulayshouted. �It has to be in the kitchen!�
The servants wing was entered through anarrow hallway and down four steps. Marc noticed to his left, inpassing, what appeared to be a pantry or storeroom. Just past it,an even narrower hallway opened at right angles, but he plungedstraight ahead and found himself abruptly in Elmgrove�skitchen.
In the middle of a very large, low-ceilingedroom � ringed by metal sinks, polished wooden benches, thick-leggedtables, racks of cooking pots and utensils, and an enormouswoodstove � sat Mrs. Blodgett on the floor amid the remains of ashattered crockery pot. Her round blue eyes in her plump pink facelooked permanently startled, as if any attempt to relax theirrigidity might unleash the frustration, pain and pure chagrin thatlay penned up behind them. She was struggling to slide her short,bare legs far enough under her so that she could lever her bulkupwards with the splayed fingers of both hands, but the slimycontents of the pot were rendering this effort futile.
�Please, Mrs. Blodgett, let me helpyou up,� pleaded the skinny young woman pawing at her right elbow.�You�ll do yerself some damage!�
�Leave off, Tillie! You�ll disrupt myarthritis!�
�It�s yer arthritis that got you downthere!�
�Don�t get snippy with me, missy, I � ooh.�At this elongated sigh Mrs. Blodgett sat fully upright and graspedher right elbow with her left hand.
�Come and help me get her up,� Macaulay said,brushing by Marc and moving to the stricken cook. �It�s all right,Mrs. B., the gentleman and I will get you into your chair.�
�Oh, Mister Mac, I didn�t want you to see melike this! I�m such a stupid old woman, I � �
�No need to apologize,� Macaulay said as heand Marc gently raised her to her feet. �Tillie, fetch a towel sowe can wipe the wet off your mistress�s legs.�
While Tillie scooted over to a nearbytowel-rack, Marc and Macaulay helped Mrs. Blodgett into a paddedrocking-chair in one corner of the room. Macaulay, ever thegentleman, introduced Marc to his cook and handed her his silkhandkerchief. Her bosom rose and fell beneath her spattered apron.As she rubbed her hands together in agitation, Marc noticed theugly nodes of arthritis on every joint � swollen and painful.
�That was me best crock, too,� she said, �andthem was pickles I planned to serve at luncheon tomorrow.�
�There, there, Mrs. B., we�ve got lots ofcrocks and a cellar full of preserves. It�s you we can�treplace.�
�Oh, Mister Mac, you�ll make me cry,� shesaid as a single tear squeezed out and rolled over one pink cheek.�An� that ain�t a pretty sight � at my age.�
Tillie arrived with a towel and began dryingMrs. Blodgett�s legs. �You shouldn�t�ve been carryin� that pot,should she?� Tillie said.
At this moment someone else rushed into theroom from the hallway. �Carryin� what pot?�
�Now don�t you start, Hetty Janes,�Mrs. Blodgett said. �I got enough worries without you girls wastin�time fussin� over an old woman who�s well past it!�
�This is Hetty,� Macaulay said to Marc.�Tillie�s sister.�
Almost her twin, Marc thought, as heintroduced himself. The kitchen maids were both stick-thin with bigbrown eyes and shrivelled chins.
�I begged her to stop liftin� things,� Hettysaid to her master.
�I won�t be begged,� Mrs. Blodgett said.
�There is no need for you to lift anything inhere heavier than a scone,� Macaulay said. �You are my cook and avalued member of this household. Your cooking alone may win theFrench guests over to our cause. Let Hetty and Tillie help.You�ve trained them well enough, haven�t you? And if anything heavyneeds carting about, call Bragg. Or, better still, I�ll haveStruthers� lad, Cal, come in here from the stables after fouro�clock and be at your beck and call till bedtime.�
Mrs. Blodgett snorted, �We�ll just trip overhim!� Then she clutched her elbow and released a slow moan.
�I want you to let Tillie tuck you in rightnow, Mrs. B.,� Macaulay said. �And on Saturday, I�m going to bringthe doctor back here to have a closer look at you.�
�I won�t have no truck with witch doctors!�she cried.
Macaulay then did an unexpected thing. Heleaned over and kissed her on the forehead. �Try to get some sleep,if you can.�
As Marc and Macaulay turned towards the door,Mrs. Blodgett called after them, �It ain�t been the same sinceAlfred left us, has it?�
The hallway was dark and Marc picked his wayup the steps. As they passed the pantry on their right, Marc hearda giggle, very much female and undeniably sexual. Bragg andPriscilla, he thought, behaving like servants everywhere. Perhapsthe new butler, however, had not approved, which might explain thetension among the three in the dining-room earlier. If Macaulayheard the giggle, he did not let on.
Seconds later they were back in the well-litrotunda.
�Mrs. B. and Alfred Harkness were veryclose,� Macaulay said. �They came here as young employees in myfather�s time, one a widower, the other a widow.�
�Didn�t he have a brother?� Marc asked,recalling some gossip he had heard from Charlene�s beau, JasperHogg.
Macaulay�s face darkened. �He did. GilesHarkness worked in the stables. He was my coachman and a wizardwith the horses.�
�Was?�
�He left in a great huff when he learned thatGraves Chilton was on his way here to take Alfred�s place.�
�But Chilton�s your butler, not thecoachman.�
�Indeed. But believe it or not, Giles hadthoughts of taking over from Alfred. But I wouldn�t let him near achina cup or a scullery maid. I may have let him know that a bittoo sharply. At any rate he�s gone off somewhere, and I�m short aman in the stables.�
�If anyone might have been envious ofChilton�s appointment, I�d have thought it would be Bragg.�
�True enough. But Bragg likes it where he is.The fellow hasn�t an ounce of ambition in him.�
They were at the door to the master bedroom.Through the nearby door to the bathroom they could hear someonesinging lustily, in French.
�Well, it�s nice to see Mr. Tremblay likessomething in Upper Canada,� Macaulay said.
They entered the bedroom, and Macaulay wentover to a table beside the four-poster bed and brought back twolarge tomes. �Tell your Beth that she can keep the Dickens as longas she likes. She may find little time for reading once the babyarrives.�
�It�s not due for another six weeks,� Marcsaid.
�That�s what Elizabeth thought when ourfirstborn surprised us.�
�I�ll have a leisurely gander at thisShakespearean treasure in my spare moments here,� Marc said at thedoor. �You�re not concerned about its security?� he added, strokingthe leather cover of the rare folio.
�Not at all. I trust my servants as I wouldmy family. Leave it beside your bed. It�ll be there whenever youget back.�
Marc thanked Macaulay and wished himgood-night He crossed the hall to his own bedroom door opposite. Ashe was easing it closed, he sensed some movement on the other sideof the rotunda. It was Graves Chilton. He had just emerged from thestairwell to the servants quarters. His jacket was buttonedcrookedly and his pomaded orange hair poked up in unintendeddisarray. He glanced about warily, then scuttled into his rooms afew feet away. That�s odd, Marc thought; Chilton had not been inthe kitchen or within earshot during the noisy incident with Mrs.Blodgett. Where had he been skulking? Just then Marc spotted AustinBragg descending the marble stairway from the upper floor of thenorthwest wing, an empty scuttle in his hand. Marc now had a prettygood idea where Chilton had been, and whom he had been with.Intrigue amongst the servants: that�s all they needed thisweek!
Marc crawled into bed and opened theShakespeare folio. Halfway through Twelfth Night he fellasleep.
***
Breakfast at Elmgrove was offered English-style.Sausages, pancakes, scrambled eggs and French toast were placedover chafing-dishes on the sideboard in the dining-room andreplenished periodically by the staff. The guests were free towander in as they pleased and help themselves. The Thursday meetingwas scheduled for eleven o�clock, which left plenty of time tosleep in, or rise early to prepare for the event or take someexercise outdoors. Marc awoke at eight, made his ablutions (withhot water supplied promptly by the �amorous� parlour-maid,Priscilla Finch), dressed himself in casual clothes, and made hisway to the dining-room. He expected he might find Macaulay alreadythere, as they had arranged to go walking at nine-fifteen. As Marcapproached the half-open door, he was startled by a sudden burst ofinvective, loud and in unintelligible French. The voice was that ofMaurice Tremblay, shaking with rage. Next came a low, cautioningresponse, unmistakeably the voice of Louis LaFontaine. The onlyword that was clear to Marc had been uttered by Tremblay: vendu � sell-out, traitor.
Marc deliberately rattled the door-handle,paused until the voices ceased, and then entered the room with abooming, �Bon matin, messieurs! Un bel jour,n-est-ce-pas?�
LaFontaine had quickly regained his aplomb,and greeted Marc politely. Tremblay had turned away and was tryingto spoon some scrambled egg out of its dish with a trembling lefthand. Fortunately for all concerned, Macaulay and Bergeron cameinto the room at this point, already talking about the racehorsesawaiting their admiration in the stables. LaFontaine excusedhimself, and a minute later, with his breakfast untouched, Tremblayleft also. B�rub� apparently had decided to sleep in.
�I could hear him snoring away in there,�Bergeron said to Marc in French. �Sleeps like a hog. I barely got awink.�
After their breakfast, Marc, Macaulay andBergeron dressed warmly, put on a pair of snowboots, and headed outthe front door. Chilton was back at his desk in the little officeoff the foyer, thumbing through his master�s accounts. In thecrisp, nipping air of the morning, the delegates walked along thewinding trail that eventually met the Kingston Road. No fresh snowhad fallen overnight, so it was obvious to them that no man, beastor vehicle had come into Elmgrove via the main drive. They had goneonly a few hundred yards when Macaulay steered them towards apleasant path � again untrodden � that took them through a sprucegrove and back out to the east side of the manor house. Farther offto the east and slightly to the north, the horse-stables andcow-barn lay hunched down in the snow. A well-used, cleared pathlinked these outbuildings with the back door of the house, alongwhich the hired help would make their way, hauling firewood,bringing in fresh milk for breakfast, or scurrying off to theprivies to empty the chamber-pots.
Undeterred by the language barrier, and withan occasional assist from Marc, Macaulay and Bergeron strolledalong this path, discussing the pedigree and unmatchable qualitiesof Macaulay�s pair of prize Arabians, who awaited them in the barnjust ahead. Marc noticed two things: halfway to the stables a thickgrove of cedars acted as a welcome windbreak; and beyond thecow-barn sat a stone cottage with smoke curling out of itschimney.
�Ah, there�s Struthers now,� Macaulay said.�He�s no horse whisperer like Harkness but a damn fine livestockhandler just the same.�
Marc was introduced to Abel Struthers and hissixteen-year-old son, Cal. The party went into the horse-barn,where they were given, in two languages, the grand tour. Marcfeigned as much interest as he could, considering that his mind wasalready racing ahead to the pivotal meeting at eleven o�clock.However, he did have time to take comfort in the fact that B�rub�and Hincks had hit it off right away, and now the reserved andsleep-deprived Erneste Bergeron was warming up to the eminentlylikeable Garnet Macaulay.

At five minutes to eleven Marc arrived at thelibrary to find all the delegates there except Bergeron. Chiltonthe butler was discreetly serving hot coffee to those seated aroundthe rectangular table. When he came around behind Macaulay, Marcheard him say quietly, �As I mentioned yesterday, sir, I�ve found adiscrepancy between the number of bags of oats listed in youraccounts and the number Mr. Struthers claims have been delivered tothe stables.�
�You think Harkness may have taken some withhim when he left?� Macaulay said.
�I couldn�t say, sir, but I�d feel better ifI were to go out there and count them for myself � in thedaylight.�
�Ah, I see. You�d like permission to leave uson our own at some point?�
�I would, sir. Bragg has agreed to serve thetwo-thirty refreshments you�ve ordered. I shouldn�t be long.�
�No problem, Chilton. I applaud yourconscientiousness.�
Chilton bowed and was about to back out ofthe room with his trolley when he was almost blindsided by ErnesteBergeron stumbling past him, flushed and wide-eyed.
�What on earth�s the matter?� Macaulay said,rising.
Bergeron looked wildly about, noticed theothers seated comfortably with their coffee around the table, tooka deep breath, and said in French, �We�ve got a spy amongstus!�
The accusation needed no translation.
�That�s not possible, Erneste,� Macaulay saidevenly.
Everyone present, especially the Quebecdelegates, was staring at Bergeron, more in disbelief thandismay.
�Would you be kind enough to explain?�LaFontaine said with admirable calm.
Macaulay waived the butler out of the room.Bergeron, at Macaulay�s urging, sat down, took another deep breath,and said, �When I went up to my chamber a few minutes ago to fetchmy notes for this meeting, I noticed that someone had beentampering with them.�
He waited while Marc translated.
�Stolen?� B�rub� said.
�No, not that. I left the three sheets ofpaper on my night-table before I went for a walk to see the horses- �
�And they were not where you left them?�B�rub� prompted.
�Oh, they were still there. But page threehad been placed where page two should have been. Someone must havegone into my chamber and read what I had written about yesterday�sdiscussion.�
LaFontaine looked steadily at his compatriot.�Can you be absolutely sure that you left them in the proper order,Erneste? Please, think carefully. We do not wish to have theimportant business of this day distorted or sabotaged by concernsover security.�
Bergeron flushed. �I am reasonably sure,� hesaid hesitantly.
�Miss Finch has been instructed not to enteryour room to tidy up until we are safely in our meeting,� Macaulaysaid, �unless specific requests are made for hot water or otheritems. I will check with her and also speak to the other servants,but I can assure you that they are completely trustworthy.Moreover, none of them speaks or reads French, as you�ve probablynoticed by now.�
�You�ve been having trouble sleeping, haveyou not, Erneste?� LaFontaine said kindly. �Is it not likely, andcertainly understandable, that you merely mixed the pages upyourself? After all, you say they were still exactly where you hadleft them.�
�You�re probably right,� Bergeron said with asigh. The dark patches under his eyes confirmed the state of hisfatigue. �I regret disrupting matters here. Please accept myapologies.�
�Accepted,� Macaulay said. To the others hesaid, �I asked my stableman Struthers to walk the periphery of theestate this morning. He informs me that no-one has come onto orleft the property since the snow stopped at noon yesterday. We areas secure as it is possible to be. I suggest we proceed with ourdeliberations.�
Hincks and Robert looked much relieved. Marcwas as well, although it did occur to him that the only servantMacaulay did not know much about was Graves Chilton.

FIVE

The chairman began the meeting by encouragingmembers to comment further on those items of their joint partyplatform � step one as Robert had termed it � that had been raisedand more or less agreed upon yesterday. They had had the eveningand early morning to mull these matters over, and there were boundto be clarifications required or additional points to beconsidered. Daniel B�rub� was most happy to revisit the topic ofcommerce and the myriad ways it could be increased once the doubleyoke of British rule and priestly interference was lifted. Someuseful suggestions were made regarding a common tariff for thecanal system and the need to dredge a deeper channel through theSt. Clair River. The first new topic was the contentious issue ofland distribution. The Clergy Reserves question had been settledlast fall in Upper Canada, but both delegations were concernedabout the rapacious land-grant companies chartered in the upperprovince and the vast fiefdoms of the seigneurs in Quebec, whereordinary farmers were little better than serfs. Lots of inexpensivearable land would be required if each half of the new dominion wereto grow and thrive. Maurice Tremblay spoke passionately about theissue, but had no more practical remedies to suggest than anyoneelse on either side of the table. Some headway was subsequentlymade on squatters� rights and more reasonable terms forhomesteading.
There followed a useful discussion of thenature of the civil law to be adopted in each province. Quebec hadalready been granted by Britain the right to use the Code Napoleon,but Upper Canada, of course, was governed by British civil law andits jurisprudence. Hincks pointed out that his understanding of thenew political structure was that Canada East and Canada West wouldhave separate, designated cabinet posts for both attorney-generaland solicitor-general, among others. Such a clear provincialdivision of responsibility should make the application of differingcivil codes workable.
�But will the good English burghers ofMontreal not press for a uniform civil law,� B�rub� said with aslight smile, �in order to facilitate a common commerce andmaintain them in a position of dominance?�
Robert looked at Hincks, who addressed thequestion. �I am certain they will so press, but it will do them nogood. Governor Poulett Thomson has informed us that the decisionabout these codes has already been taken. Our Hudson Bay merchantswill have to continue to use the Code Napoleon, whether they likeit or not.�
�Perhaps they may be encouraged to learn alittle French,� Robert said. �At least more than I have managedto.�
�You may be assured, gentlemen,� Hincksadded, �that a united Reform party will make certain that thisarrangement endures.�
The next topic was the franchise. If powerwere to be shifted away from the British governor and his appointedcouncils to an elected assembly and its right to hold any cabinetresponsible to it alone, then who was to get elected there and whowas to cast his vote for that person became of paramountimportance. Bergeron spoke to the need for keeping the property orincome restrictions as liberal as possible. Small farmers andself-employed tradesmen must be fully enfranchised, in particularbecause they represented the natural constituency of the Reformparty.
�They also have a natural right to vote forthose who are to rule over them, do they not?� LaFontaine said,breaking his customary initial silence.
�Government by the consent of the governed,�Hincks agreed with enthusiasm.
�What about all those who were imprisoned orcharged with treason during the rebellion?� Tremblay said withsomething close to a sneer. There was clearly a lot of anger stillsmouldering in him, intensified perhaps by the sharp exchange withLaFontaine at breakfast. �Hundreds of my fellows were releasedbefore trial or granted amnesty or convicted and then let go. Theyare in a legal limbo, are they not? Will they be able to holdoffice? Will they even be able to vote?� That these questions weremeant to apply to him and his own situation did not have to bestated.
�My sons would be among them,� B�rub� said,shaking his head.
�Might not Mr. LaFontaine himself be bannedfrom holding office?� Bergeron asked.
�We have a similar problem in Upper Canada,of course,� Robert said, �although most of our so-called rebelshave fled to the United States. As well, we went through areactionary period before our rebellion when attempts were made tohave resident aliens from the United States � about a quarter ofour population � made ineligible to stand for the Assembly. Eventheir property rights were threatened, and the waiting period fornaturalization lengthened. These measures, prompted by panic andblind prejudice, happily were resisted. At the moment, beneath theheated rhetoric, there is in this province a longing for peace andstability, and a mood of grudging forbearance. That is why it iscritical for us to unite as a party right from the outset of thenew parliament, to establish both our presence and our commitmentto liberal policies.�
�You are assuming, I take it,� Bergeron said,�that such matters will be left to the colonial legislature andthat London will not decide them in advance as attachments to theUnion Act?� Despite his fatigue, Bergeron had been following everyargument with interest and contributing more than Marc had expectedhe would, given his somewhat narrow band of concerns.
�That is correct,� Hincks said. �Likewise, itwill be left to the Assembly and the Upper House to decide on theirown protocols, including the use of French, which you can beassured we will press for immediately.�
�I have a more general point to raise,�LaFontaine said. �Like any other human endeavour, democracy must beboth learned and practised. In Quebec we have very littleexperience with elections and local office-holding. In the villagesand countryside, we have no widespread experience with the electionof mayors and councillors. We have priests and parish officers, andthe English magistrate with his quarter sessions. I made severalattempts to convince Mr. Thomson of the need to include in theUnion Act adequate and mandatory provision for the establishment ofa fixed system of municipal governance. Our towns need mayors,aldermen, bailiffs, dog-catchers. Our citizens need to see theconsequences of electing some of their own to govern them. But justbefore I left Montreal, I learned that the Tory opposition ofRobert Peel in London rejected these clauses in the bill, and theyhave been thrown out.�
Hincks�s brow creased with concern at theseremarks, the most sustained LaFontaine had so far made, though itwas plain that he could have made any of the points raised by hiscolleagues if he had not preferred to sit back, Sphinx-like, andobserve the proceedings.
�I heard the same bad news,� Robert said,�but in my latest communication with Mr. Poulett Thomson, heassured me that, should the municipal-governance clauses be deletedin London, he himself would use his executive authority toestablish a democratic municipal system throughout Quebec, as earlyas September. My impression was that he was as concerned as youthat the Quebec people become immersed in local politics as soon aspossible.�
LaFontaine nodded his approval, which did notcome with a smile, however. Perhaps later, Marc thought.
�Gentlemen,� Garnet Macaulay said into themomentary silence, �we have been at it for close to two hours. Mystaff have prepared a light luncheon and set it out in thedining-room. May I suggest that we repair to our own chambers tofreshen up, then proceed to our luncheon, and meet back here inforty minutes?�
�I do believe we have reached consensus on abasic party platform,� Hincks said happily. �I for one am ready tocelebrate with a little food and drink.�
�May I request one brief addition to theplatform,� B�rub� said, glancing at Robert, �before we leave stepone, that is?�
�It is brief, is it?� Hincks said witha grin.
�Since we are making a sort of wish-listhere,� B�rub� continued before he could be stopped, �I suggest thatwe go on record as a party endorsing Montreal as the naturalcapital of Canada.�
This abrupt request caught the membersoff-guard for a moment, as they were already anticipating thepleasures that might await them in the dining-room. But Robertreplied graciously, �None of us has any particular liking forKingston as our capital, Daniel, but I�ve been told that PoulettThomson has already made up his mind about Kingston, despite itsbeing woefully unprepared for us.�
�I realize that,� B�rub� said, �but I�msuggesting that we raise the issue as soon as we can in the newAssembly, along with the use of French, and move to have thecapital shifted to Montreal as soon as possible.�
Robert looked around the table.
�I see no objection to making that a plank inour platform,� Hincks said with some admiration for the Montrealmerchant�s willingness to engage freely in the give-and-take ofpractical politics.
The others nodded in agreement, althoughno-one other than B�rub� expected this item to be given a highpriority or to have an easy passage through the parliament if andwhen it was proposed.
�Luncheon, then,� Macaulay said, rubbing hishands together.
***
Mrs. Blodgett had recovered from her arthritisenough to prepare the guests a cold repast whose delights kept themin the dining-room a little beyond the allotted forty minutes. Theatmosphere was convivial, but the temptation to linger over themince tart and excellent coffee seemed to be prompted more by adesire to delay the upcoming session in the library than to prolongthe gormandising. As they all knew well, step two would make stepone look like a walk in the park.
When they had finally reassembled, Macaulaywas quick to turn the proceedings over to Robert Baldwin.
�Gentlemen, I need not remind you,� Robertbegan, �that the unprecedented achievement of this morning�sdeliberations will be for nought if the parliamentary system of thenew dominion does not exemplify the principles of responsiblegovernment. All future governors must select the members of theircabinet from among those elected to the majority party of theLegislative Assembly, from their associates in the LegislativeCouncil, or any others who support the policies and maintain theconfidence of that Assembly. Moreover, should said cabinet at anytime lose the confidence of the Assembly, its members shall beobliged to resign. This is the definition of responsible governmentthat my father and I have pressed upon successive governors for thepast dozen years, and one which Mr. Hincks and Mr. LaFontaine havecorresponded about for several months hitherto. Without theadoption of this principle and the evolution of a strict partypolitics, our agenda of reform will be stillborn.�
When Marc finished translating, no-oneresponded for a moment. Then Bergeron said, �If you have beenunsuccessful so far, what makes you believe that you, or we, canpersuade the British government to adopt the principle now?�
�We are a defeated people,� Tremblayadded bitterly, the tempering effects of the luncheon having wornoff. �And your rebels are in Van Dieman�s Land or hiding outin American slums. Why should the victors offer anything tothe vanquished?�
Robert, to whom these challenges had beendirected, replied quietly: �We would not have asked you here, andMr. LaFontaine would not have accepted our invitation, if we didnot believe we were moving inexorably towards our goal.�
�My colleague is referring to the secretnegotiations that he and I have had with Governor Poulett Thomson,�Hincks added hastily. �As you know, the Tories here vehementlyopposed the Union Act and its terms, and they, with theirconservative colleagues, held a majority in our Assembly. The Whiggovernment in London refused to endorse the union unless bothCanadian provinces approved of it. So, in order to get legislativeapproval here last November, His Excellency required outassistance. Although we too had qualms about the terms, we secretlyagreed to help the Governor by backing the bill and persuading themoderate conservatives to do so as well. In return for ourassistance, His Excellency assured us that, in practice, he wouldadhere to the principle of cabinet responsibility we recommended.So, you see, we have every expectation that when your Rougeand our Reform combine to make up a majority in the new Assembly,it will be our members � French and English � who will form theExecutive Council and be in a position to advance ourpolicies.�
�You have some written assurance of this?�B�rub� asked.
Hincks smiled. �We have not, and the reasonis simple: such a principle, the bulwark of British parliamentarydemocracy, has not been written down anywhere in Englishconstitutional law. It is merely a custom, and all the moreenduring for that.�
�I don�t follow,� Bergeron said. �If this�custom� has not the force of law, what guarantee do we have thatit will not be abandoned as soon as it is expedient to do so?�
�And how do you know the Governor hasn�tplayed you for fools?� Tremblay said, looking pleased withhimself.
�He could have told your moderateconservatives just the opposite,� B�rub� pointed out, �that hewould guarantee never to allow responsible government inreturn for their support. Certainly the fellow has been bothhigh-handed and devious in his dealings with us in Quebec.�
Robert and Hincks looked down the table toLouis LaFontaine.
�These are the very questions we came here tohave answered for us,� LaFontaine said softly.
The discussion was interrupted at thiscritical point by the less-than-unobtrusive arrival of thetea-trolley in the hands of Austin Bragg, subbing for the butler,who was no doubt snooping about the barns in search of a missingbag of oats. As soon as Bragg had served the refreshments anddeparted, Robert returned to the burning issue of the day.
�At the moment it is a matter of trust andlogic,� he said. �I believe that Poulett Thomson wants, and hasbeen commanded, to push through immediate reforms to alleviate oureconomic woes and unburden the mother country of the expense ofpropping us up and defending us from the United States. And I knowfor a fact that he realizes that nothing can be achieved withoutconstant support and real leadership in the Assembly. Moreover, Ihave been shown correspondence between him and Lord Russell inLondon, in which he has been told that he must govern with theconsent of the populace. Hence, in the short term, he has no choicebut to establish an administration selected from, and enjoying thesupport of, the group that controls the Assembly. And unbeknownstto him or our opponents, we are today laying the groundwork for aFrench-English party who will present him with that possibility,and, I might add, a party whose forward-looking economic policiescoincide with his own.�
�You might even say,� Hincks added when Marchad translated Robert�s response, �that this situation, very muchin our favour, is step one of step two.�
LaFontaine almost smiled. �That much I dosee,� he said, �though are we not in danger of getting tangled inour own steps? It�s still not clear where we would step next.�
�Let me try that one on,� Hincks said withhis customary and sometimes off-putting enthusiasm. �Robert issaying that the time is ripe to establish on a practical basis, inthe new set-up, a working arrangement with Poulett Thomson thatresembles responsible government as we understand it. Once it isseen to operate to the economic and social benefit of the twoprovinces and provided that party cohesion is maintained, it willbecome impossible for the Governor to alter the arrangements. Thistime the vast majority of the populace, conservative and liberal,will be behind the new arrangement, even if they do not all agreeon our policies. To go backwards would bring chaos and economicruin: too many citizens will have benefited to let that happen.Indeed, we see the extremists on both sides becoming marginalizedvery quickly.�
�But His Excellency Mr. Poulett Thomson isnot our monarch,� LaFontaine said. �Nor is his health good.�
�How do we know that his successor will notbe another Lord Gosford or General Colborne?� Tremblay cried,striking the table with his two-fingered hand. �These governorscome willy-nilly from anywhere! Your lieutenant-governor, SirGeorge Arthur, was known as the Executioner of Van Dieman�s Landbefore he arrived here in �thirty-eight to start hanging everyrebel he could see.�
�That is a concern,� Robert conceded. �All wecan do is make sure that conditions here will make it moredifficult for future governors to become tyrants. For now, the Whiggovernment in London is backing us.�
�A Whig government that is close tocollapse,� Bergeron said, indicating that he was well-versed on thestate of English politics, �with the unsavoury prospect of RobertPeel becoming the new Prime Minister.�
�Facing a Tory government in England will bestep three,� Robert said calmly. �Establishing the habit of cabinetresponsibility to the majority in the Assembly is step two, andshould occupy us for the next two or three years. That is all thegrace period we shall need. Step three will begin when the firstfresh and unsympathetic governor arrives, and none of us canpredict the outcome. But we can�t get to that step without thefirst two, and their accomplishment lies entirely within ourpower. With the program of reforms now agreed to, I am asking for asolemn commitment to the formation of a coalition party with theauthority to act as such in the new Legislature.�
In the brief silence that followed theseremarks, B�rub� said, �In the least we will be able to get thecanals improved, the roads built, and the banks brought to heel � before the roof falls in! Right now, we�re all stewing in our ownjuice.�
�And we could get the French languageapproved for the Assembly,� Bergeron said, �and legal protectionsfor our Catholic schools and colleges. And local government of somekind � �
Hincks interrupted to say, with a rush ofenthusiasm, �Mr. Baldwin has already sketched out a bold plan for acounty governance system that combines the best features of theBritish and American models.�
Maurice Tremblay startled the room bybringing his maimed fist down upon the table so smartly the coffeecups rattled in their saucers. �Damn it all!� he shouted, glaringat his colleagues and their schoolboy exuberance. �Don�t you seewhat is happening here?�
Marc started to translate but was waved offby Robert.
�We French are being taken for fools oncemore! We will be used and tossed aside as callously as Colborne�ssoldiers burned my wheat and terrified my children.�
�I think you had better explain yourself,�Hincks said through gritted teeth.
LaFontaine looked slightly discomfited byTremblay�s outburst, but said nothing.
�We�ve heard a lot of talk here aboutavoiding the extremes, about doing everything within the letter ofthe law, a law written for us by foreigners,� Tremblay continuedwith no effort to conceal his contempt. �But we wouldn�t evenbe at this table now if enough of us had had the guts tostand up for our families and our religion, had had the courage tolook the English musketeers in the eye and dare them to kill thosemen who only wished to farm the land they inherited from theirfathers.�
No-one said a word. Tremblay, alone in thisroom of lawyers and businessmen, had put his life on theline for his beliefs. He continued his speech, somewhat moremoderately: �Let us grant Mr. Baldwin and Mr. Hincks their firststep. What happens when we all get together in the new Assembly?There has been much talk of the moderates among the Upper-Canadianconservatives, of how their fanatic Orangemen and High Tories arelosing their grip. Do you honestly believe that the EnglishReformers will not quickly realign themselves with the economicinterests of the moderate Tories? Will they not, as soon as weFrench have served our purpose, find themselves more at home withthose who share their moderate policies as well as their languageand religion? There will then be one large, middle-of-the-roadEnglish party surrounded by splinter groups of diehard English andFrench Tories and we poor, pathetic French nationalists.�
The logic of this impassioned address seemedto catch everyone off-guard, French and English alike.
But Tremblay was not quite through. He waitedfor Marc to finish, then said, �This whole business here is abouttrust. I have heard lots of high-sounding arguments so far, butnothing to make me want to trust people who did not have thecourage to take up arms when it mattered or offer public supportfor the uprising and its goals.�
The ensuing silence was more than awkward.LaFontaine, expressionless, stared hard at Robert Baldwin.
�Let me then give you such a reason,� Robertsaid slowly and quietly. �When the new Assembly meets, I hope thatMr. LaFontaine and I will find ourselves sitting side by side inthe House among those in the majority party. When we are invited tojoin the cabinet and constitute a true Reform administration, as wecertainly shall, its leader and first minister will beLouis-Hippolyte LaFontaine. If not, then I myself will notserve.�
This declaration took everyone by surprise,even Hincks and especially LaFontaine.
�You�re saying that the alliance will be ledby one of us?� B�rub� said, not sure whether he ought to be shockedor incredulous. �But you yourself are held to be the leader of theReform party, are said to be the only man in Upper Canada capableof uniting the scattered liberal elements. How could you think ofrelinquishing your leadership role � to a French-speakingQuebecer?�
It was a question Hincks might have asked � or Marc.
�I have become a politician by necessity,�Robert said solemnly, making eye contact with each delegate aroundthe table as he spoke, �not by instinct or inclination. I havenever wished to sit in parliament or stump the back roads preachingReform doctrines. I am not an orator like Francis here or Mr.Edwards. I am a widower with four youngsters to raise. I long for aquiet life in my chambers and my home. But circumstance has broughtme here, as it has each of you. I will serve as long as I amneeded. And serving beside Mr. LaFontaine, who is most qualified tolead our alliance, is the best thing for me and for our party. ALaFontaine-Baldwin administration will make a bold statement tothose who oppose responsible government. To them our alliance mayseem unholy, but it will be real. It will be here to stay.�
Maurice Tremblay knew that he was beaten. Hisshoulders slumped and he stared down at the table in a daze.
�What more is there to say?� LaFontaine said.�We have negotiated a set of common policies and laid out aprocedural strategy for next year. We are dealing here withhonourable men. We shall make formidable allies.�
B�rub� and Bergeron were all smiles. Itappeared as if the impossible had been achieved, a coalition ofancient (and recent) enemies � the English and the French.
�Should we formalize the main points of ouralliance, as agreed upon earlier?� Hincks said into the buzz ofexcitement.
�We could do that tomorrow morning,� Macaulaysuggested. �Perhaps Mr. LaFontaine and Mr. Baldwin, along with Mr.Edwards as translator, could work up a written document in bothlanguages.�
�That sounds great,� Hincks said, �though wemust have only one copy for each group. We don�t want any part ofthese deliberations made public except by us when we are ready andto those whom we choose. Secrecy is critical at this point,eh?�
No-one disagreed with this statement of theobvious.
�After a hearty luncheon tomorrow,� Macaulaysaid, beaming, �I�ll have the sleighs brought down here and ourguests can begin making their way home.�
Elaborate precautions had been takenregarding the arrival and departure of the French delegates. Thesleighs that had brought them to Elmgrove, on Monday and Tuesdayevening, had gone with their drivers up to a safe farm north of thecity. Young Cal Struthers would be dispatched to signal theirreturn. The Quebecers, in pairs, would be driven to Port Hope,where they would stay overnight with Reform families, and thencatch a regular stage, two by two, for Kingston and Montreal.
Garnet Macaulay, still beaming, adjourned themeeting.

In the hall outside the library, Hincks stoppedMacaulay for a moment and said, �Garnet, I have a frock coat thatcould use a good brushing sometime before supper. It�s in thewardrobe in my room.�
�I�ll have Chilton see to it, Francis,�Macaulay said, always pleased to be helpful, �the minute he getsback from his late-day constitutional.�
�Thanks,� Hincks said, and hurried towardsthe billiard-room to catch up to B�rub�.
Marc drew Macaulay back into the recessedentrance to the library. �Your butler keeps to a rigid schedule,�he said evenly.
Macaulay smiled. �Yes. An occupationalweakness of butlers everywhere. Since he came here a week ago, hehas gone for a fifteen-minute walk just before the rush and havocof our supper-hour. Can�t blame him, eh?�
Marc was not sure how to phrase the questionhe had in mind. �And you. . find you have, ah, completeconfidence in him?�
�My word, Marc, you don�t need to be socircumspect. We�re all concerned about security, aren�t we? Theanswer is that Graves Chilton has given me no cause to besuspicious in that regard. Besides, he�s only been on the continentfor a couple of weeks and he doesn�t speak French, as MonsieurTremblay has discovered to his chagrin.�
�I�m relieved to hear it. Everything is goingso well, I don�t want anything untoward happening now.�
�Relax. We�ve got supper and the evening tolook forward to.�
�I�ll try to,� Marc said.

Supper was served at seven-thirty. Before that, mostof the delegates spent time in their rooms, napping or makingnotes. The renowned bathtub was in constant use. Hincks and B�rub�passed a pleasant hour at the billiard-table, talking finance asbest they could. Marc expected the mood at supper to be relaxed andconvivial, but despite the excellence of the food and stimulus ofthe drink, the delegates were strangely subdued. In the place ofcasual chatter or more friendly and unguarded exchanges, there wasan excess of courtly manners and clich�. It was as if, havingsurprised themselves by reaching an historic agreement withunseemly haste, the participants felt they ought to have secondthoughts, that nothing so challenging could be achieved so readily- with only a single dissenting voice.
In contrast to this unexpected formalityamong the guests was the near disarray among the servants.Priscilla Finch, Austin Bragg and Graves Chilton made such aneffort to avoid coming within five feet of one another that theirantics bordered on the comical. More than one soup bowl was tippedtoo far and the pristine tablecloth was further splotched withdroplets of misdirected burgundy. So it was with relief rather thansatisfaction that Marc heard Macaulay clear his throat noisily andcatch the attention of the table.
�Now that our supper is concluded, with ourthanks once again to Mrs. Blodgett, please feel free to use thegames room or take a brandy and cigar in the parlour. The viewbeyond the French doors is splendid and not to be missed.� Just asthe guests began to move, Macaulay looked over at Bergeron and saidin halting French, �You look as if you have not yet slept well,Erneste.�
Bergeron nodded. �Maybe tonight,� he said,without much hope in his voice.
�I have a suggestion to make. My wife takeslaudanum for her ailment, and with a full vial from Dr. Pogue totake with her to Kingston, she has left a good quantity of her oldbottle here at home.� Macaulay paused while Marc translated. �Shekeeps it on the shelf above the bathtub beside the oils and soaps.It�s clearly labelled. If you take one small teaspoonful in atisane or wine before you turn in, you will get a full night�ssleep. I guarantee it.�
�Thank you,� Bergeron said. �I try to resistdrugs, but I may have to give in tonight.�
�You have been a most gracious host,�LaFontaine said to Macaulay in English. �We shall not forget yourmany kindnesses.�
Marc stood beside Macaulay in the halloutside the dining-room, and watched B�rub� and Hincks cross intothe billiard-room. Bergeron excused himself and followed Tremblay,who had said nothing during supper, though his sour mood had donelittle to dull his appetite. The two men disappeared across therotunda and up the marble staircase. To Marc�s surprise anddelight, LaFontaine started walking beside Robert up the halltowards the parlour. As they turned into the doorway there,LaFontaine�s hand came up and rested for a moment on Robert�sshoulder.
Marc steered Macaulay into thebilliard-room.
***
Marc and Macaulay had just finished their secondhand of piquet when the butler appeared discreetly in thedoorway.
�Yes, Chilton, what is it?� Macaulay said,glancing up from his cards.
�There�s some person at the front doorwishing to see Mr. Edwards, sir. A rough-looking sort, but heclaims he has urgent news.�
Marc dropped his cards and stood up. �It hasto be Beth,� he said as panic and excitement rose up in him. �Thebaby,� he said to Macaulay, who was looking alarmed.
�Ah. Then you�d better go quickly, ol� chap.Babies don�t wait.�
�I�ll � I�ll try and get back here tomorrowas soon as I � �
�Don�t give it another thought. A day or twowon�t make any difference after the work we did this afternoon.Now, go!�
Marc followed Chilton up the hall to thefront door. Jasper Hogg was on the front porch, stamping hisfeet.
�Is Beth all right?� Marc asked.
�She�s gonna have the baby, Mr. Edwards! Mrs.Cobb�s already there!�
�I�ll get my coat and things, Jasper. Turnthe sleigh around.�

The skies had clouded over, but the snow on thelandscape lit their path as if it were noon on a sunny day. Jasperhad few details for Marc, except that Beth�s pains had startedcoming several hours before and his Charlene had run to fetch DoraCobb and his sister Etta had come over to watch little Maggie. Marcprayed he would be present for the birth, not wishing to bedelinquent a second time. He prayed also that it would be a safedelivery and (not without a twinge of guilt) that all would be wellenough for him to return to Elmgrove sometime tomorrow to help withthe writing of the historic accord.
Just as they pulled up in the lane besideBriar Cottage, it began to snow.

Dora Cobb, swathed in a gargantuan smock, met Marcas he came in.
�How is she?� Marc said, pulling at hisgloves.
�Don�t strain yerself,� Dora said. �The lassis fine.�
�And the babe?�
�Doin� fine also � tucked safe in his mama�sbelly.�
�Then I�m not too late?�
�In fact, you�re about a month early.� Dorawas grinning from plump cheek to plump cheek. �Beth�s had a bout offalse labour. It�s stopped an� she�s feelin� a bit peak�d, butotherwise healthy as a horse in hay. Go an� say hello.�
Marc felt both relief and disappointment ashe went into the bedroom and found Beth dozing under thecounterpane, the handle of a warming-pan protruding from its softdepths. She turned groggily, opened her eyes and said in a voicebarely above a whisper, �Oh, Marc. I�m sorry you had to be draggedaway. We figured it out a few minutes after Jasper left to fetchyou.�
Marc ignored her foolish talk and clasped herin his arms, sliding one hand down over her belly to make sure hisson was truly safe inside.
When Beth decided she�d had enough hugging,she pulled away and said, �Now, luv, you must go back. There�s noreason to stay. Dora�s left a sedative. The baby�ll likely comenext month when he�s supposed to, and I�ve got more well-wishersclutterin� up my house than I can stand. I�m trippin� overthem!�
�Well, it�s awfully late now. .�
�An� snowin� to beat the band!� Charlene saidfrom the doorway. �Jasper�s puttin� the horse in the barn. It�s ablizzard out there. Even Dora�s decided to sleep next door.�
�Then that settles it,� Beth said. �Youstay.�
�I�ll tell Jasper,� Charlene said. �Can he � �
�He can sleep here,� Beth said. �On thecouch.�
When they were alone, Marc undressed andslipped under the covers. He left the bedside candle lit. �You needto go right to sleep,� he said. �You�re looking very pale.�
�The pains stopped a while ago. I feelfine.�
�You haven�t drunk your sleepingdraught.�
Beth put a finger to his lips. �Stopstallin�. I want to hear all about it. Every last detail.�
�Only if you�ll promise to take yourmedicine.�
She rolled onto her side. �An� you can rub mymuscle-cramps while you�re at it,� she smiled.

Charlene Huggan took it upon herself to let hermaster and mistress sleep in. It was a glorious winter morning, allsunny skies and fresh, unstained snow. The blizzard had turned outto be a brief squall, depositing a three-inch blanket of fluffacross the cityscape. The trip back to Elmgrove would be quick andsmooth.
Marc felt too rested and ready to work to beannoyed with Charlene, and Jasper had got the stove and fireplacecrackling. The cottage hummed with heat and the cosiness of home.Who cared if it was almost nine o�clock?
Marc was just about to start in on his secondhelping of sausages when Charlene�s head popped into the doorway.�Sorry to disturb you,� she said, �but there�s a policeman at thedoor.�
�Cobb?� Marc said, thinking that Dora hadreturned home and informed her husband of Marc�s arrival lastnight. Cobb often dropped by on the way to work � or during hispatrol � for coffee and a chat.
�No, sir. It�s Wilkie, I think.�
Marc got up reluctantly, stepped aroundMaggie who was tottering from chair to chair with a huge grin onher face, and went to the front door. Constable Ewan Wilkie wasindeed standing on the stoop, hopping from one foot to the other,and blowing on his mitts. He had a worried look on his face, butthat was his usual expression.
�What is it, Ewan?� Marc said warily, havingspotted a familiar-looking horse and cutter standing in front ofthe cottage.
�The Chief sent me, sir. They want you out atElmgrove right away, if you c�n leave yer missus, that is.�
�But what have the police got to do withElmgrove?�
�Seems there�s been a murder out there, sir.Cobb went out over an hour ago, with the coroner. Sent thestableboy back into town to tell Chief Sturges to fetch you.�
�My God!� Marc cried, a dozen wild thoughtsrushing at him all at once. �One of the gentlemen stayingthere?�
Wilkie�s face brightened. �Oh, no, sir. Notone of them bigwigs. It was only some butler fella.�
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Young Cal Struthers knew nothing more about themurder than he had told Wilkie, and was too in awe of his gentlemanpassenger to say anything anyway. So he concentrated on what he didbest: driving Elmgrove�s swiftest horse smartly towards home,leaving Marc alone with his thoughts. As his investigativeexperience increased, Marc had schooled himself not to speculateneedlessly in advance of arriving at a crime scene. However, thatthe victim had not been one of the delegates, he had to admit, wasa substantial relief. And whatever the circumstances surroundingthe murder, they did not bode well for the success of theconference and an alliance that was nine-tenths forged.
As they approached the gates of Elmgrove andthe pair of stately trees overarching them, Marc turned hisattention to last night�s brief snow squall. Any footprints madealong the periphery of the estate before ten o�clock would still bevisible, even though they would be partially obscured by the threeinches of light snow that had fallen after that hour. And any madesubsequent to the squall would be instantly spotted. Which meantthat he could determine whether or not anyone had entered theproperty with malice on his mind. Marc hoped that somehow such hadbeen the case, but Graves Chilton was a newly landed Englishman, sothe chances of his having enemies here in Toronto were nearlyimpossible.
As the cutter pulled up in front of the mainentrance to the manor-house, Marc noticed a two-seater parked nearthe rear of the building. Abel Struthers was there tending to AngusWithers� matched pair of Clydesdales. Marc also noticed that therunner-tracks made by his own vehicle last evening were stillvisible beneath the fresh snow, as were the footprints left by himand Jasper Hogg. Since Dr. Withers and Cobb had entered through therear door of the manor, it was clear to Marc that no-one had triedto enter the house through the front door after he himself had lefthere at nine o�clock.
Constable Horatio Cobb was waiting for Marcin the foyer. He was in uniform, except for his helmet. Dora�sbreakfast could be seen in various spatters across his lapels andover his tie. �Thank the Lord you�re here, Major,� he said. �I wassure I was gonna be left on my own in this here madhouse.�
�Where�s Chief Sturges?� Marc asked.
�His gout�s near killin� him. We had to carryhim inta the office. Then when the young lad come in aboutseven-thirty cryin� murder, Sarge sent me out here to do thehonours.�
�Well, you are an experiencedinvestigator.�
�But I�m in a house full of French gents, andI don�t parlay a word of that garble. So I sent the lad back to askthe Chief to fetch you, seein� as Dora told me yer Beth was allright.�
�Well, we�re both here now � officially, itseems. So you�d better tell me what you�ve found so far.�
Marc tossed his coat and hat on a nearbyhall-tree, and looked past Cobb. �Where is Angus? And thevictim?�
�Angus is over there in the library talkin�to Macaulay. He�s finished his examination.�
�And the body?�
�In here,� Cobb said, indicating the smallbutler�s office just inside the foyer. The door was ajar. Marcpeered in. Graves Chilton was seated at his desk, his headseemingly asleep upon his forearms, as if he had been working lateat his accounts and drifted off from fatigue. Except that thisGraves Chilton was unnaturally still, and no breath escaped hisparted lips. Only his luxuriant, tangerine hair looked � grotesquely � alive.
Marc took one cautious step inside. The roomwas still warmed by the wall that abutted the parlour�s hearth.Partially hidden by the butler�s forearms and chin was whatappeared to be a ledger, opened about halfway. Just beyond it lay aglass tray with quills, an inkstand, and blotting-sand. The inkcontainer was stoppered and the quills in their proper place.Closer to the ledger, however, was a thick pencil. If Chilton hadbeen writing in the ledger, he had been using pencil, not ink.Which was unusual. At the victim�s right hand sat a dusty bottle ofwhat had to be vintage wine of some sort. It had beenwell-fingered, and four-fifths consumed. Near it Marc noticed asilver flask, lying on its side � unstoppered. There were two smallwine goblets on the desk, one at the victim�s left hand and theother across the desk, where a second chair had been drawn up.Chilton had been sharing a drink of his wine with someone seatedacross from him. His murderer?
�How do we know this was murder?� Marc saidto Cobb, who had come up beside him.
�Poisoned,� Cobb said with distaste. �The docsays that there bottle of fancy Spanish sherry was drippin� withloud-an�-numb.�
�Enough to kill him?�
�That�s right, Marc,� Angus Withers said,coming up behind the two investigators. �From what�s left in thebottle, I�m estimating there was four or five ounces in all, enoughlaudanum to stagger a horse. I�ll know for sure when I get it backto the surgery. And the corpse shows every sign of having beenpoisoned.�
�But surely Chilton would have noticedsomething odd about the sherry?�
�Normally, yes, though it�s not always thateasy to detect laudanum in small doses. Of course, you�d have to besober in any case.�
�You think he was too drunk to spot it?�
�That flask there is pretty much empty, butit definitely contained Scotch whiskey. I�m not the policeman here,but it�s likely the poor devil was nipping at the whiskey while hewas working at his accounts and � �
�And somebody decided to join him, bearing agift,� Marc said.
�A very expensive bottle of Amontillado. And,as it turns out, a deadly one.�
�Were there traces of laudanum in the secondglass, the one across from him?�
�I can�t be sure until I get it back to thesurgery, but it was definitely used to drink sherry from.�
�So you�re speculating that someone saw alight in here last night, invited himself in, figured the victimwas already inebriated, and offered to share a glass of Amontillado- leaving the bottle, laced with laudanum, to finish the butleroff?�
�Something like that,� Withers said. �I�llleave those details to you and Cobb. Right now I�m concerned withgetting the body into my sleigh before rigor starts to set in, andthen back to my surgery, not that I think I�ll find anything Ihaven�t deduced here.�
�Rigor hasn�t started?� Marc said, puzzled.�What time do you estimate death, then?�
�Not long ago. Just before sunrise, I�d say.It takes laudanum five or six hours to actually kill its victim.Add another two or three hours for rigor to begin, and my bestguess is that he consumed the fatal amount some time shortly aftermidnight.�
�I shouldn�t think he�d be working in heremuch beyond that hour. He�d had a very full day, like the rest ofus.�
�I agree,� Garnet Macaulay said as he came upbeside Withers. He looked bewildered, as if he�d woken to findhimself in a place that had once been familiar but was nowcompletely strange. �And except for this office, the main part ofthe house was dark and deserted by ten o�clock, when my guests andI left the parlour and billiard-room and went to bed. The two wingsat the rear of the house are where everyone sleeps � servants, too.Chilton would be alone in this cubby-hole. No-one would know he washere. I just can�t understand � �
�What if this door was open?� Cobb said. �Thecandle would shine into the hall here, an� you might see it fromthat round hall at the other end.�
�Either that or the poisoner knewChilton would be working here,� Marc said. �Garnet, I�ll need toknow everything about Chilton you can tell me, but first I want tohave a closer look in here.�
�Go right ahead, Marc. I wasn�t finished mychat with Mr. Macaulay anyway,� Withers said, drawing Macaulaydiscreetly back towards the library directly across the hall fromthe butler�s office.
Marc and Cobb went right up to the desk.
�You interested in the big book here?� Cobbsaid.
Marc nodded, then carefully pulled the ledgerfrom under Chilton�s stiffening arms. �Bring that candle closer,�Marc said, indicating one already alight on the shelf just abovethe desk.
�These other two are burned right down,� Cobbsaid. �I figure he fell asleep fer good with both of these stillblazin�. I lit this one fer the doc when we come in earlier.�
Marc was leafing through the pages of theledger. �This is a standard accounts book. There are entries goingback months, made by Alfred Harkness, the former butler. These lastfew pages show a different hand, Chilton�s, no doubt, since hisarrival just over a week ago. All of them are in ink.�
Cobb was fiddling with the quills. �These�refresh-cut an� clean. I�d say they ain�t been used fer a while.�
�Now, this is interesting,� Marc said as heran his fingers along the inside edge of the opened book. �Threepages, the top three, have been torn out of here � rather neatly,but unmistakeably removed. It�s possible that Chilton had beenwriting something on these sheets with that pencil.�
�An� now they�re missin�.�
�Indeed. We�ve got to consider thepossibility that Chilton was killed for something he had written onthose missing pages, something the killer did not want anyone toknow about.�
�So he ripped �em out an� took them withhim?�
�If he did � and that seems a reasonableconclusion � then he must have waited until Chilton was too drunkor dazed to notice. Or care.�
�Takin� an awful chance, wouldn�t you say,sittin� in here feedin� a bottle of poison to Macaulay�s butleruntil the poor bugger was too pissed to blink?�
�True, except that with this door closed theentire south section of Elmgrove would be in utter darkness. Evenvoices would not carry down the hall to the rotunda, and certainlynot into the sleeping quarters beyond it. If one were planning astealthy poisoning, this would be the ideal spot to carry itout.�
�Likewise, anybody sleepin� back there couldsneak out an� cross the round room an� paddle down here withoutbein� heard or seen.�
�Yes, and I�m certain he or she did. Thereare no fresh footprints outside the front door, and the Frenchdoors in the parlour are permanently locked during the wintermonths, I was told yesterday.�
�There�s a back door,� Cobb said. �We come inthat way. Brought us inta the round hall near the pink stairway.An� there�s a rear door to the servants� wing.�
�True, but don�t bother checking forbootprints back there. The servants will have been up and about atthe rear of the place since daybreak.�
�It�d been pretty much tramped about when wegot here after eight.�
�Still, I�d like you and Struthers to walkthe periphery of the grounds later, and look for signs of externalentry overnight. It�s not likely, but we must be thorough. By theway, who discovered the body?�
�Prissy Finch, the maid. She usually checkswith the butler before her tidyin� duties on this floor. Chiltonwasn�t in his room when she knocked, an� when he didn�t show up ferbreakfast, she figured he was workin� here an� lost track of thetime. The door was wide open, she says, so she seen the corpseright off. She says she didn�t touch anythin�, just screamed ferMr. Macaulay. All this was about seven o�clock. She got the squireoutta bed an� give him the bad news. An� he sent young Struthersskedadellin� inta town fer the police. I guess he reckoned it was asuicide an� the law oughta be brought along just in case. Turns outhe was almost right.�
�You�ve talked with Priscilla?�
�Yup. Her an� Macaulay. I figured I�d waituntil I got the details from Doc Withers before takin� things anyfarther. When he suggested murder, I sent fer you.�
�It is not inconceivable that this was asuicide,� Marc said slowly.
�Except there�s no sign of a bottle oflaudanum anywhere in here,� Cobb pointed out. �The desk drawer�sempty, an� you can see fer yerself that there�s nothin� much onthat shelf. I asked Macaulay to have a gander in the butler�s roomsup the hall there. He come back an� said he didn�t see no medicinebottle.�
�You and I will have to do a thorough searchourselves. Either Chilton or his visitor doctored the sherry, andthat amount of laudanum had to come from a pretty conspicuous vialor bottle. And from what I�ve observed myself, Cobb, Chilton seemedto be settling into his job in a normal way. He did not appeardepressed. In fact, I�m pretty sure he was initiating an affairwith Priscilla Finch. None of this suggests a man ready to killhimself. It�s no wonder that Garnet suspected foul play immediatelyand sent for the police.�
�An� you�d think if the butler was about todo himself in, he wouldn�t�ve poured his visitor a glass of thepolluted potion first.�
�True. And why leave two candles blazingthrough an open door, which might attract unwanted attention?�
�An� that�s pretty fancy wine fer a butlerwho�s just started his job an� ain�t had a penny in wages yet.�
�We�ll need to trace the source of thesherry. It may be that Chilton stole it from the cellars here. Hewould have keys. Also, we�ll need to find out who had a supply oflaudanum in this house.�
Cobb sighed. �We already got a pretty goodidea on that. As soon as the doc sniffed out laudanum, Macaulayturned white as the snow out there an� raced off to his bigbathroom. When he come back, he was even whiter. He told us hiswife�s medicine, almost a full bottle of loud-an�-numb, wasmissin� off the shelf.�
It was Marc�s turn to pale. �Oh, dear. That�stoo much of a coincidence. And everyone in the house knew it wasthere � including our illustrious guests.�
�The four gents from Quebec, ya mean?�
�And Hincks and Baldwin also. Where are thesepeople now?�
�I put our people in the parlour behind usan� the French gents in the dining-room. Prissy went back to theservants quarters, but I told her only to tell the others therethat Chilton was dead an� the police was investigatin�.�
�Well, so far, we�ve got the means and lotsof opportunity for someone in this house to have killed GravesChilton, but what on earth would the motive be? I don�t relishquestioning anyone here without some idea of why Chilton would be atarget for murder.�
�An� he has to be the target, eh? It�s hisoffice an� the killer sat across from him.�
�Yes. And I�m now wondering what could havebeen written in pencil on those three missing pages that would giverise to homicide?�
�It has to�ve been one of the servants, Ifigure. Macaulay tells me this Chilton just come from England lastweek to take over bein� their boss. Old Alfred�s been dead over twomonths, so it�s possible one of the regulars had some kind offiddle goin� on an� the new broom was onto it.�
�Good point. I overheard Chilton tellingMacaulay that he wanted to leave his post for half an houryesterday afternoon to check on some discrepancy or other insupplies for the horses. He gave every indication of being a realstickler for detail and correct behaviour. Also, on Wednesday Iheard him dressing down Austin Bragg rather publicly � embarrassinghim needlessly, I thought.�
�An� you say this Chilton had an eye on someforbidden part of young Prissy?�
�I�m sure of it. If Bragg was soft onPriscilla himself, there could be plenty of reason for dislikingthe new man. Still, murder is an extreme solution.� Marc paused,then said, �There was another of the staff here who might have itin for the butler � Giles Harkness, Alfred�s younger brother.Macaulay told me he left in a huff a week or so before Chiltonarrived here, because he fancied himself a replacement for Alfred.He hasn�t been seen since, but he would know his way around theestate and would likely be able to get in through one of those reardoors even if they were locked. Though I can�t imagine Chiltonoffering him a drink or a toast.�
Cobb grinned. �I run inta the fella a day ortwo after he left.�
�You did?�
�Yup. Drunk as a skunk, he was, in The Cockand Bull. I dragged him to his lodgings. He was holed up in Mrs.McCurdy�s hovel fer down-an�-outs.� The wart on the end of Cobb�snose twitched as he added, �An� the bugger made threats against hisemployer.�
�Excellent. You can check out his whereaboutslast night when you get back into town. It�s possible he conspiredwith one or more of his cronies here to do Chilton or Macaulay someharm. You�ll need to quiz the servants � tactfully � aboutthat.�
�Well, that certainly gives me a few hooks tobait when I go downstairs to start my in-terror-gatin�. An�servants have a nasty habit of seein� more�n they�re supposed to.They may�ve seen or heard somethin� that�ll be of use to us.� Cobbfollowed Marc back out into the hall. �Now, what about the bigwigs?We can�t just ignore �em, can we?�
�No, we can�t. I�d stake my life that neitherFrancis nor Robert was involved. But I�ll need to question them onwhat they might have seen or heard, especially in connection withthe laudanum container and the source of the sherry.�
�An� why would four Frenchmen be worriedabout Chilton or what he was scribblin� in his ledger? Was theresomethin� secret goin� on here?� Cobb gave Marc a quizzical look � part puzzlement, part scepticism.
�These gentlemen are. .ah. . fourbusinessmen here from Montreal. We were holding two days ofmeetings about some business plans we�re developing for the timewhen our two provinces are united.�
�I see. An� were any of these businessplans so important that the details needed to be kept under wrapsan� well away from the competition?�
�That is quite possible.�
�So, what if Chilton was spyin� on yerad-lib-erations an� scribblin� such details in that bignotebook? Could one of the French gents�ve caught him at it � say,by poppin� in last night fer a chat and a drink an� then, havin� abottle of loud-an�-numb to hand, distracted him fer a bitan� doctored the sherry?�
Marc thought of someone who might have beencarrying laudanum on him, but said nothing to Cobb. Instead hesaid, �Chilton gave every sign of not speaking French, and ourFrench guests are only marginally acquainted with English, so it�shard to see how the butler could have been a spy or carried on acasual chat in French prior to the attempt on his life.�
�An� Chilton come straight from England lastweek?�
�Apparently. He got off the Kingston toToronto stage last Thursday, according to Macaulay. And Iunderstand a letter from New York preceded him. It�s hard to seehow he could have been hired to come here to spy on a simplebusiness meeting or recruited on route. Still, I�ll need to knoweverything about Chilton that Macaulay knows. Something may alsoturn up when we search his room.�
�How are we gonna find the missin� medicinebottle without searchin� the whole house?�
�Good question. I�m certainly not going totreat our guests as suspects by ordering their rooms and suitcasesturned inside out. We�ll need to start slowly and cautiously.�
Just then Dr. Withers and Garnet Macaulayemerged from the library. Macaulay�s expression had gone frombewildered to distraught. He was wringing his hands.
�But that�s impossible, Angus! Thesegentlemen must be back in Quebec by Monday. They have obligations.They came here in good faith.�
�My hands are tied, Garnet. I have my duty ascoroner to perform.�
�What�s the trouble?� Marc asked.
�No trouble, counsellor,� Withers said. �Justthe law.�
�There�s got to be an inquest,� Macaulaysighed.
�Only if the police do not come up with amurderer,� Withers said, looking at Cobb.
�There has to be an inquest into anymysterious death,� Marc said to Macaulay.
�But we�ll be called as witnesses,� Macaulayprotested. �All of us.�
Marc got the point. He felt his stomachknot.
�That�s correct,� Withers said. �No-one whowas on this estate last night will be permitted to leave Torontountil after the inquest. I am truly sorry if this proves to be aninconvenience to your guests from Montreal.�
�But if we catch the killer,� Cobb said, �youwon�t need an inquest.�
�Right. I�ll tell you what I�m prepared todo. The victim has no family here, so I�ll take the body into mysurgery and put it on ice. I�ll give the police until Mondayafternoon to charge someone with the crime before I order aninquest. The earliest we could assemble a jury would be nextThursday or Friday � �
�That�s outrageous!� Macaulay cried.
�Easy, Garnet,� Marc said. �Angus�s offergives us three days to find the killer � quietly, eh?� Marc lookedat his friend, the coroner.
�You can count on that,� Withers said. �UntilMonday afternoon, unless the police decide otherwise, no-oneoutside this estate need know what happened here. After that, it�sa public matter.�
�Then you�ll be wanting a list of our guestsand my servants?� Macaulay said hesitantly.
�Not if you�ll give me your word as agentleman that every one of them will be available, should I needto call them to the stand.�
Macaulay looked vastly relieved.
�Moreover,� Withers smiled, �you�ll be myfirst witness, Garnet, and the first question you�ll be asked is toname all those present in your house and on your grounds on the dayof the butler�s death � under oath.�
Macaulay dredged up a grim smile.
�Thank you, Angus,� Marc said. �We have beenhaving sensitive business discussions with our Quebec guests, andthe less public these matters, the better.�
�You�re welcome. My objective here isstraightforward. I want to determine exactly how and why GravesChilton died and bring any wrongdoer to justice. Other kinds ofbusiness don�t interest me.� Withers turned to Cobb. �Horatio, Ibelieve our friend is still sufficiently flexible to be removed.Would you mind helping me get him into the sleigh?�
�Okay,� Cobb said, and followed the coronerback into the butler�s office. �But I�d like to have a look throughhis pockets before we toss him in.�
Marc and Macaulay watched as Cobb andWithers, now dressed for the outdoors, went about the business ofremoving the body. (Cobb found nothing of value or interest on thebutler�s person.)
As soon as the coroner�s sleigh had pulledaway and they were at last alone, Macaulay said to Marc, �What arewe going to do? If our French colleagues have to wait around herefor days on end like prisoners under suspicion, they�ll be frantic.And if they have to expose themselves and our doings here in apublic inquest, it will be a catastrophe. All our secret plans willbe known everywhere, and LaFontaine and the others will be put atserious risk back home.�
�Especially if the news arrives there beforethey�ve had a chance to explain themselves.�
�They�ll have no choice but to deny that anyagreement was reached here. They may even be forced to argueagainst positions they accepted here � in order to maintain anycredibility among their compatriots in Quebec.�
�They could even decide to fly the coop,�Marc said, �though I don�t honestly believe LaFontaine would doso.�
�And everything was going so well. I don�tknow how I can walk back into the dining-room and tell them what�sin store for them.�
�We don�t have to do that right away, Garnet.They�ll certainly be expecting to have to hang around here for atleast a day or two while the investigation is being carried out.Leave telling them about the deadline and the possibility of aninquest until tonight, when Cobb and I will have interviewedeverybody and perhaps developed some leads. I don�t want them in astate of panic or whatever before I�ve had a chance to interviewthem.�
�But you were supposed to meet with Robertand Louis this morning to draft a written accord.�
�I�ll be too busy, obviously, but when Iinterview Robert and Francis, I�ll see what they have to say aboutit. Don�t despair. With any luck, Cobb and I will find the culpritby nightfall, and we can take up our business where we left off,�Marc said with more optimism than he felt.
�Where do you intend to start?�
Marc nudged Macaulay towards the library.Inside and seated, he said, �I saw Cobb headed onto the grounds assoon as Angus pulled away. He�s going to walk the boundaries of theestate with Struthers to see whether anyone came onto the propertylast evening.�
Macaulay brightened. �Let�s hope itwas somebody from outside, eh? I can�t for the life of methink of anyone in here who would deliberately kill a man.�
�We�ll soon know. The light snowfall willhelp us determine for certain whether anyone penetrated theperiphery. Meantime, you can start things rolling by telling meeverything you know about Graves Chilton.�
�All right. As I mentioned earlier, he wasrecommended to me by a long-time friend of my father�s in London,Sir Godfrey Milburn. I have two letters from him, one in responseto my general request for help in procuring an experienced butlerand a second one answering the questions about Chilton I had put tohim in a follow-up.�
�Why did Chilton leave his former post tocome to the colonies?�
�Sir Godfrey candidly informed me thatChilton, who had been addicted to alcohol as a young man but hadbeen sober for years, began drinking again, and committed anindiscretion with one of the women in his employ.�
�Not usually a sacking offense � sadly,� Marcsaid.
�In this case the offense was so public itcould not be hushed up, he told me, and he had no recourse but tolet Chilton go.�
�Then, why recommend the fellow to you? Hesounds like a potential drunk with an eye for the tender sex.�
�True, but Sir Godfrey assured me that hisindiscretions with the maids heretofore had always been minor anddiscreet. Such affairs, as you know, are commonplace. Moreover, inChilton�s case, the man showed remorse, climbed immediately backonto the water-wagon, and was deemed worthy of a secondchance.�
�Well away from Sir Godfrey and Londonsociety.�
�In addition, as the baronet and his familyfrequently spent long periods of time on the Continent, Chilton wasfarmed out to a number of different houses whose masters wereacquaintances of the Milburns. Sir Godfrey sent me half a dozenglowing letters of commendation from these satisfied gents over theyears. Chilton, so long as he kept off the bottle, was a paragon ofbutlerhood.�
�I see why you�d be tempted to take himon.�
Macaulay got up. �I�ve got the letters overthere in that desk drawer. I�ll let you have a look at them, if youlike.�
�Yes, I�d like to read them.�
Macaulay took a key from his pocket andunlocked the drawer. He brought a handful of letters over to Marc.�Here are the reference letters, and here are Sir Godfrey�s � �
�What�s wrong?�
Macaulay looked puzzled. �The one Idistinctly remember leaving on top of this pile has been shuffledinto the pack.�
�Which one?�
�The letter that Chilton sent me from NewYork the very day he disembarked. Apparently, he arrived there illfrom the rough voyage.�
�What does the letter say?�
�Not a lot,� Macaulay said, holding thesingle sheet up to the light. �It says he planned to rest in NewYork for a week or so, and then set out for Kingston via the NewYork route. He gave me the date he expected to arrive and, as itturned out, he made it only a day beyond his prediction. Strutherssaw him get off the Kingston to Toronto stage outside our gateslate last Thursday afternoon.�
�So someone may have gotten into this drawerand looked over this letter?�
�Possibly. Though, like Bergeron, I may bemistaken about its being on top.�
Marc didn�t pursue the point, as it was clearthat the good-hearted Macaulay did not want to believe one of hisservants was illicitly and recklessly curious about the man whowould rule their lives.
�I don�t see how this particular letter couldhave anything to do with the murder?� Macaulay said.
�Neither do I. However, I do want to scanthose reference letters to see if I can form a picture of thefellow beyond his status as a paragon.�
�Well, somebody didn�t think he wasperfect.�
They heard Cobb enter the front hall and kickthe snow off his boots. He came straight into the library, drippingprofusely, his cheeks as scarlet as his nose.
�Any sign of intruders?� Marc asked.
�No, Major. Not even a jackrabbit crossed theproperty-line last night.�
�Damn,� Marc said. It was now undeniable: someone in this house had hated or feared Graves Chilton enough tomurder him in cold blood.

SEVEN

�So, how do you plan to proceed with theinvestigation?� Macaulay said when Cobb had removed his greatcoat,helmet and mitts, and sat himself down at the table.
�I�ll set up shop in here, if you don�tmind,� Marc said, �and call in our gentleman guests one by one,while Cobb will make himself comfortable in the northeast wing tointerview the staff.�
Macaulay paled. �You�re not going to treatthe Quebecers like suspects,� he gasped.
�No, no,� Marc reassured him. �I intend totreat them as important witnesses who will be assisting us in oursearch for the killer. I�ll simply ask them what they saw and heardlast evening, and whether or not they can help us discover whathappened to your wife�s laudanum.�
Macaulay looked much relieved. �I�ll informMrs. Blodgett and Priscilla that for today at least there will beno formal meals served. I�ll have her prepare cold fare and lay itout in the dining-room to be sampled whenever we wish.�
�Good thinking,� Marc said. He glanced atCobb, then said to Macaulay, �We�ll start our questioning with you,Garnet.�
�Yes, of course.�
�Tell us about last night after your guestsleft this area to go to bed,� Marc began. Cobb dragged his notebookout of his pocket, fished about for his pencil-stub, and preparedto take notes (�prepared� being all he ever did, as he invariablyrelied on his memory and, when he got back to the police quarters,he would dictate his findings to the police clerk, AugustusFrench).
�Well, Marc, after you left to see about Beth- and I�m delighted to hear that everything is all right at home � Francis and B�rub� played billiards for a while, while I watchedand tried to help them converse in two-and-a-half languages. Asyou�ll recall, Robert and LaFontaine were together in the parlour.They came out about nine-thirty or so and asked Chilton for asupply of paper and ink. Very mysteriously, I must say, they thenslipped off to their quarters.�
�Where was Tremblay?�
�According to Chilton, who was in and outserving us drinks, he had called for a bath. I don�t know if heactually took one � you could check with Priscilla � as he left usright after the meal. At some point I presume he went to bed � in asulk more than likely.�
�An� all these French gents was helpin� youwith yer business adventures, I take it?� Cobb said with a sidewaysgrin aimed at Marc.
�That�s right, constable. Anyway, by teno�clock we were all ready to turn in. I waited like a proper hostuntil everyone had left this part of the house. All went to theirrooms, except Bergeron, who, you�ll recall, retired early to tryand catch up on his lost sleep. He too may have taken a bath � I�dinstructed Bragg to fire up the boiler and Priscilla to leave extratowels so that the guests could fend for themselves in there.�
�So, except for Chilton, all the servantswould have been in their quarters by ten?� Marc said.
�Yes. With Phyllis in Kingston attending hermistress, only Bragg and Finch work on this floor.�
�And Chilton?�
�I watched him begin to tidy up the drinksglasses, bade him good night, and retired to my bedchamber. Hisroutine at this point would be to snuff the candles, check thefront and rear doors to see that they were locked and barred, andthen either retreat to his own rooms or go to his office to workthe accounts at his desk � where we found the poor bugger.�
�By ten-fifteen or so, then, this entiresection of the house would have been deserted and in relativedarkness?�
�It should have been, certainly, though Imyself was in my room by then and Chilton was, as we now know,still up and about.�
�Yes. We can be sure that Chilton did at somepoint go to his office, light two candles in there, open up hisledger, and begin sipping whiskey from a silver flask.�
�That surprises me, Marc, because he gaveabsolutely no indication that he was secretly imbibing. Youyourself observed his behaviour. And there was never the slightesttaint of alcohol on his breath.�
�It was his flask, all right,� Cobbsaid. �I saw his initials � G.C.�� on it.�
Marc raised an eyebrow in acknowledgement ofCobb�s keen observation. �Cobb and I will look for further evidenceof his drinking when we search his rooms in a few minutes.�
�He must have taken those wine-goblets fromthe china-cabinet in the dining-room,� Macaulay said.
�Perhaps he was expecting company?�Marc suggested.
�Or if someone did come down the hall anddecide to join him, he could have fetched a second glass in thirtyseconds,� Macaulay pointed out. �Or fetched two glasses if he�dbeen drinking his whiskey straight out of the flask.�
�What was drunk from those goblets wassherry,� Marc said. �We need to trace the possible source of thatbottle.�
�Do you keep Amount-i-ladle in yerwine cellar?� Cobb asked Macaulay.
�I noticed the label on the bottle when Ifirst arrived here this morning and was checking the body for signsof life � I didn�t touch anything, just looked � and I can say forcertain that the poisoned wine did not come from my cellar.�
Marc sighed. �That�s unfortunate. We hadhoped that Chilton � who, along with you, would have had the onlykeys to the cellar � had obtained the Amontillado there himself,and that he either did himself in or his visitor distracted himlong enough to pour laudanum into the sherry.�
�Maybe this visitor called fer anothergoblet, an� when the obligin� butler went off to fetch it, thebugger doctored the wine.�
�Very plausible,� Marc said. It was apossibility he himself had not considered. �Nevertheless, we nowface the unhappy prospect of discovering who took the laudanum fromthe bathroom shelf and how the Amontillado got into Elmgrove andended up in Chilton�s office.�
�If Chilton was a secret tippler,� Cobb said,�he could�ve brung the sherry here with him. Could�ve been apartin� gift from his old master.�
�Right now, that�s the most likelyexplanation. But we�ll need to ask everyone concerned aboutit.�
�We gonna ram-sack the rooms lookin�fer the missin� medicine bottle an� a jug of sherry like the one wefound beside Chilton?�
Macaulay flinched. �We can�t do that, sir! Myguests are gentlemen!�
�What we�ll do,� Marc said, �is ask thegentlemen themselves to look carefully in their own rooms to see ifthe empty vial has been illicitly stashed there. Surely a cold,calculating killer, which we have here, would not be souncalculating as to hide such damning evidence in his ownquarters.�
�Yes, yes, that�s the proper way to go aboutit,� Macaulay said gratefully.
�Thank you, Garnet,� Marc said, rising.�You�ve been very helpful and a pillar of strength in the midst ofthis sudden upheaval. Would you mind going into the nearby roomsand informing the others that I would like to begin interviewingthem individually in about fifteen minutes. They�ll no doubt beanxious and inquisitive. Please tell them only the essential facts: that the butler is dead, probably murdered, and that for the timebeing all normal activities are suspended. As I meet with them � here, if that�s convenient � I�ll add such information as I deemadvisable.�
�I�ll go right away. What are you going to doin the interim?�
�Have a close look at Graves Chilton�srooms.�

Elmgrove�s butler had been given two rooms for hispersonal use. Marc and Cobb entered the small sitting-room first,furnished simply and illuminated by a narrow window overlooking theeast lawn, now snow-covered. While Cobb turned over cushions andhunched down awkwardly to peer under the couch, Marc went to thesecretary, rolled up the cover, and began poking about among thepapers inside.
�What�ve ya got, Major?�
�Not much, but it may be significant. There�sa passenger�s receipt for a steamship ticket from Bristol to NewYork � in the name of Graves Chilton. Dated last month.�
�Looks like our victim did arrive here whenhe said he did.�
�It would seem so. And here�s a receipt fromThe Albany Hotel in New York City, where Chilton told Macaulay he�dbeen laid up for a week with the after-effects of mal demer.�
�That don�t leave much time fer him to getoverland to Kingston an� be recruited fer any new-furiousactivities at Elmgrove, does it?�
�No, it doesn�t. The man�s troubles must havestarted and ended right here in this house.�
�Let�s try the other room. There�s no whiskeyjugs or medicine bottles hidden in this one.�
They went into the bedroom. It was cold, darkand windowless. Cobb went back out, found a candle andlighting-kit, and returned. But an initial search of the placeturned up no hard evidence. However, in the wardrobe beside thebed, Marc found a leather grip and pulled it out.
Cobb opened it. �Empty,� he said. �But lookhere. The fella�s initials are set in brass near the handle. Hemust�ve carted his belongin�s two thousand miles in thisthing.�
Marc was re-examining the frock coats andtrousers in the wardrobe. �Every one of these has the label of aLondon tailor. Mr. Chilton seems to have done very well forhimself, before his fall from grace.�
�Say, what�s that that fell outta one of themcoat pockets?� Cobb said, pointing to a piece of paper at the footof the wardrobe.
Marc picked it up. �It�s a letter of sorts.It must have been stuffed in the lining � I didn�t see it atfirst.�
�What�s it say?�
Marc read aloud:

Bellingham House
21st inst.
Gravsie:

I hope the kis we had in the ironing
cubbord last nigt ment as much to you as
it did to me. I must see you agen or myhart
wil brake

yore lover
Gertie

�Sounds like he hung onto one of thembilly-douches from some silly maid of his,� Cobb opined.
Marc smiled, but found himself oddly touchedby the letter and its sentiments. �One of his many conquests backhome, I suppose. Macaulay was told that Chilton had a weakness forthe weaker sex.�
�Well,� Cobb summed up their effort, �we gotourselves a bone-a-fido English butler, but no medicinebottle an� no fancy booze.�
�Perhaps the poor devil carried that flask ofwhiskey around with him in order to face the temptation of thedrink every day. Alcohol can be a devastating addiction.�
�I guess we gotta figure the poison wasbrought inta his office by the killer, an� probably the sherry,too.�
�It�s not much, but with Garnet�s clearaccount of the late-evening events and whereabouts of the guestsand staff, and from what we�ve deduced about the possible sequenceof actions in the butler�s office, we now have a solid base fromwhich to ask questions of our suspects.�
Cobb grinned. �You like to take yer timeabout interrogatin�, don�t ya?�
�Never begin until you know all you can � �
�In advance of yer questionin�,� Cobbfinished up with a chuckle.
�So, let�s get to it,� his mentor said.

As they stepped out into the rotunda and turnedtowards the front of the house, they heard the door to theservants� wing open. Priscilla Finch came trotting past thembalancing a tray of buns and tarts.
�Miss Finch,� Marc said to her, �could wehave a word, please?�
Priscilla looked as if a word with thepolicemen or any other male was the last thing she wished, but shestopped at the entrance to the dining-room, drew her tray up to herchest, and waited, dutifully. Her eyes were red and swollen fromcrying, and made a vivid contrast with the washed-out white of herface. All her prettiness had vanished. Obviously the shock offinding the butler dead and cold in his office had deeply affectedher.
�I know you�ve had a terrible shock, miss,�Marc said as Cobb gallantly took the tray off her hands (and palmeda tart as he did so). �But I really do need to know something thatyou may be able to help me with.�
�I�I�ll try my best, sir,� she stammered,unable to control the trembling of her lower lip.
�Mr. Macaulay asked you and Bragg to preparethe bathroom for possible use later last evening, did he not?�
�Yessir,� she said warily. �We try to bea-bed or in our quarters before nine-thirty if possible, as we�reoften up a five-thirty or six in the mornin�.�
�Bragg would have made sure the boiler wasfull of hot water and you, I presume, would bring up a fresh supplyof towels and soaps?�
�Yessir. I did that about seven o�clock. Mr.Bragg was to come up a bit later an� stoke up the stove.�
�Did you place any soaps or salts on thelittle shelf above the tub?� Marc asked, recalling, as he did so,the layout of the room he had been shown on Wednesday.
�Matter of fact, I did, sir. Several bars ofperfumed soap and a big jar of bath salts.�
�Please, think carefully before answering: did you notice whether or not Mrs. Macaulay�s spare bottle oflaudanum was on that shelf?�
�I don�t haveta think, sir. It was there atseven o�clock. I recall �cause I reached over the tub an� had toshunt it aside a bit in order to get the pot of salts to sit thereproperly.�
�Thank you, Miss Finch,� Marc said, andnodded at Cobb to return the tray. Priscilla took it eagerly anddisappeared into the dining-room.
�That was serendipitous, Cobb,� Marc said.�We now know the laudanum was there at seven. I believe we can takeMiss Finch at her word � for now. So, sometime between seven and,say, twelve-thirty in the morning, someone in this house slippedinto the bathroom and removed it. All our guests knew where it wasbecause Macaulay announced its whereabouts at supper, and certainlythe servants would know.�
�You want me to head downstairs an� start inon them?� Cobb asked around a mouthful of mince tart.
�Yes. I�m setting up in the library. Meet mefor luncheon at one o�clock. That should give us time to completethe interviews and jot down some preliminary remarks andconclusions. Then we�ll go into the library and compare notes. Withany luck, we�ll develop one or two leads that will dictate ourafternoon activities.�
�I reckon we�re gonna need a littleluck, Major.�

Marc could not bring himself to treat Robert Baldwinand Francis Hincks as murder suspects, so he asked Macaulay tobring them into the library together. In addition to the matter ofthe murder itself, the three friends and political colleagues wereacutely aware of the complications it would bring to theirdeliberations here. However, as tempting as it was to plungedirectly into a discussion of these complications, they resistedthe urge admirably. Robert and Hincks sat down at one side of theconference table and quietly faced Marc in his role asinvestigator.
�Graves Chilton was found in his office earlythis morning,� Marc began, �poisoned by some sherry he had drunkthat had been laced with laudanum. We have reason to believe thelaudanum came from the bathroom off the rotunda, and was removedfrom there after seven o�clock last night. Although it is possiblethat Chilton committed suicide, all the circumstances point todeliberate murder, carried out by some person who shared a drinkwith him some time after midnight.�
From their expression it was clear to Marcthat his colleagues had already gleaned most of thisinformation.
�You�ll need to know whether we saw or heardanything pertinent to the matter,� Hincks said.
�Yes. We all had supper together atseven-thirty, and then drifted to the parlour and billiard-roomshortly before nine, except for Tremblay and Bergeron, who wentinto the northwest wing. A few minutes later I was called away home- Beth is fine and the baby still due, by the way � and Macaulayhas assured me that everyone except the butler had cleared thissection of the house by ten o�clock. We presume Chilton tidied up,then went to his office and opened up the estate�s ledger, thoughit appears he decided to take whiskey from his flask rather thanwork on the accounts. However, he may have been using a pencil tomake notes of some kind in the ledger, for we found evidence thatthree pages had been removed from it, presumably taken away by thekiller.�
The sinister implications of these latteractions were not lost upon Robert and Hincks, but Hincks saidsimply, �I was exhausted and went straight to my room. I was asleepby eleven and did not wake up until roused by the commotion thismorning. That isn�t a lot of help, I�m afraid.�
�I also went straight to my room, but I didnot sleep right away,� Robert said. �Louis and I had a frank talkin the parlour � his English, thank Heaven, being better than myFrench. When we learned that your Beth was likely in labour andthat you might not be able to rejoin us for at least a day andperhaps not at all, Louis and I decided on a strategy to formulatea written agreement to seal our alliance. We would each go to ourroom and write out, as best we could, the main points ofconvergence from our two days of talks � me in English, he inFrench. If you did return, we two would meet with you for an hour,have you go over the two drafts with us, and make a fair copy ofeach. I would date and sign the French document, Louis the Englishone. If you did not return, Clement Peachey from my chamberswould be conscripted to play your role.�
Marc wanted to talk about this intriguingdevelopment, but said instead, �So, you were at your desk for sometime after ten o�clock?�
�I was � until about midnight. I left onlyonce to visit the water-closet a few steps down the hall.�
�Did you hear anything? Anything at all?�
�As a matter of fact, I did. Just beforetwelve, as I was about to get into bed, I heard footsteps in thehall on the floor above me � one person, I�d say, walking slowlydown towards the stairway. What I actually heard was the creakingof the floorboards under the hall carpet.�
�That�s very helpful, Robert. You see, wethink some person came to Chilton�s office about that very time. Ineed to know who it was.�
�My God!� Hincks cried. �I hope you�re notsuggesting one of our Quebecers was involved?�
�I�m not suggesting anything, Francis � really. If someone from our floor or theirs was out for a stroll,unable to sleep perhaps, they could be a material witness, couldhave seen or heard something vital that will itself point us to thekiller. Without some hard facts to go on, Cobb and I are helpless.So, Robert, could you tell from the sounds which of the rooms thismidnight stroller might have come from?�
Robert thought about this. �Well, thecreaking started at my end of the wing, of that I�m certain.�
�Maurice Tremblay is in the room aboveyours,� Marc said. �I�ll need to quiz him closely on thematter.�
�He isn�t happy with our accord,� Hincks saidmeaningfully.
�True,� Marc said, �but I�m not jumping toany conclusions.�
�And a good thing none of us is,� Robertsaid. �This incident could jeopardize everything we�ve achieved sofar � or do worse.�
�You�ve given me more than I expected,� Marcsaid. �There is just one more thing. The doctored wine was anexpensive Amontillado sherry, not from Garnet�s cellar. Do you haveany idea where Chilton could have got it?�
They had no idea whatsoever. They had seen noevidence that any of the guests had brought in their own supply ofspirits.
�Before we let you get on with theinvestigation,� Robert said as he started to get up, �could we askwhether or not you might find an hour sometime before the end ofthe day to meet with Louis and me?�
�Yes, of course. How about seven o�clock,here in the library? By then I hope Cobb and I will be close tosolving this case.�
�We need to get the documents signed,� Hinckssaid, �in spite of these desperate circumstances.�
Marc sat back down and motioned for them tosit again. �We have a more serious problem,� he said, �one I wasgoing to tell you about later today.� Reluctantly he informed themof the coroner�s decision to give the police until noon on Mondayto charge someone with the murder before he made the incidentpublic and set a date for an inquest, in effect putting Elmgrove inquarantine and threatening to expose its secret doings to generalscrutiny.
Hincks gasped at this last revelation. Robertsank back in his chair.
�Well, then,� Hincks said when he hadrecovered from the shock, �we�ll just have to get LaFontaine�ssignature on the accord before he and his colleagues learn of thispotential catastrophe.�
Robert put a hand over Hincks�s wrist.�Francis, that cannot happen. The alliance we are seeking to buildcan only work if it is founded upon absolute trust and pursued inthat spirit. Louis, Marc and I will go ahead with the business offinalizing the documents, as planned, but when we�ve finished andbefore any signature is appended, I�d like everyone concernedbrought in here and the coroner�s edict explained in full. Thenwe�ll see what can be done.�
Hincks started to protest, but settled for adeep sigh. �Damn. We were so close.� Then he brightened a bit andsmiled at Marc. �But you�re going to find us a murderer by seveno�clock, aren�t you, my friend?�

Daniel B�rub� was next. As usual, he preferredtalking to listening. �My God, Edwards, I hope this dreadfulbusiness doesn�t upset all our plans. We�ve got to get theseprovinces moving again or we�ll all starve! Just the thought of adecent set of canals and roads and a government interested inmaking money instead of hoarding other people�s gives me theshivers. I feel sorry for this wretched butler, of course, buthundreds have already died for our cause and thousands more havesuffered terribly � �
When Marc finally settled him down enough toget a few words in edgewise, he learned that B�rub�, like Hincks,had gone straight to bed following their billiards game and falleninstantly asleep. He had heard nothing, and was very sorry he couldnot be more useful.
Macaulay brought Erneste Bergeron in next.While he looked worried, anxious even, the purple bags under hiseyes had disappeared.
�You slept well, then?� Marc inquired. �Atlast.�
�Yes, sir, I did. I had to be wakened andtold the unhappy news about the butler. I am still in a state ofdisbelief.�
�So you went to your bedchamber right aftersupper, about eight-forty-five?�
�Well, I did and I didn�t. I fetched mynight-clothes and went into the bathroom to have a good relaxingsoak. The servants had left everything prepared, so I drew my ownbath and lay in it for a good half-hour.�
�You�ll recall that Mr. Macaulay mentionedhis wife�s laudanum as a possible sedative for you?�
�Of course. But I felt so mellow there in thebath � and sleepy � that I decided not to avail myself of it, butgo straight to bed.�
�But did you by any chance notice whether ornot the vial of laudanum was on the shelf?�
�Oh, yes. It was there all right. I had it inmy hand, but put it back.�
So, Marc thought, Priscilla Finch was tellingthe truth. The killer must have removed the drug some time afternine-thirty � possibly much later and just before heading up themain hall to Chilton�s office.
�One final question,� Marc said. �We�rehoping to trace the source of a bottle of sherry found at the sceneof the crime, a vintage Amontillado.�
�Was that where the poison was?� Bergeronasked, going suddenly pale. Perhaps the grim reality of thebutler�s death had just struck him, unawares.
�Yes. But we don�t know where the Amontilladooriginated as it didn�t come from our host�s cellar.�
�I�d like to help, Mr. Edwards, but I don�thave the foggiest notion where the butler could have got it.�
Bergeron had nothing more to add, but he hadbeen helpful. Moreover, like B�rub�, he had given no indicationthat he was being treated as a suspect. For which Marc wasgrateful.

Maurice Tremblay was not pleased to be ushered intothe library by Garnet Macaulay. Even before he sat down, he glaredat Marc and said, �We were not told you were a policeman as well asa translator.�
�I am neither a policeman nor a translator,�Marc said evenly. �As you know I am a barrister who speaks Frenchand supports the Reform party.�
Something close to disdain appeared inTremblay�s eyes. �I heard one of the servants refer to you as theHero of St. Denis. You are a soldier, a British soldier. You firedyour weapon at me two years ago. For all I know you may havemurdered one of my friends there.�
Marc was taken aback by the vehemence of theaccusation. He kept eye contact with Tremblay as he replied, ascalmly as he could, �I was an officer in the 23rd Regimentof Foot. I fought in the battle at St. Denis, not out of convictionbut because it was my soldierly duty. I did not have severalfingers blown off, but I was severely wounded. I resigned mycommission. I changed my life. And I am here this week withmy friends and your allies, Francis Hincks and RobertBaldwin.�
�All that may be so,� Tremblay said, hissneer softening just a little, �but right now you are a policemanwho sees before him a possible murderer.�
�You are not a suspect, sir, but a potentialwitness who may help Constable Cobb and me solve this case andsalvage the political achievements we�ve made since Wednesday. AndI am not a paid policeman or investigator. I am occasionallyseconded by the police to assist them in murder cases, as I wasthis morning. I could hardly say no, especially in circumstanceswhere tact and judgement may be essential.�
�Very well, then. Proceed with the fictionthat I am merely a witness. I have nothing to hide in anyevent.�
�I didn�t suppose you had. Now, first of all,tell me what you did when you left the dining-room ateight-forty-five last night?�
�I thought this incident took place aftermidnight?� Tremblay said warily.
�Did you go right to your room?�
�No. If you must know, and I fail to see howit�s any of your business, I went up to my room for the purpose ofpreparing to take a bath.�
�But Erneste beat you to it.�
�Not exactly. He looked as if he needed itmore than I did � he hadn�t slept much in three nights. I patientlywaited until he had finished, and then ran my own bath.�
�A little past nine-thirty?�
�Probably.� Tremblay�s lip curled as headded, �Where is this going, Edwards? The butler wasn�t drowned,was he?�
�He was poisoned with laudanum from a bottleremoved by the killer from the shelf above the bathtub. Did younotice whether or not it was still there?�
�You think I may have removed it, waited tillthe rest of you nodded off, and then went straight up the hall tothe butler�s office and induced him to swallow it?�
Marc was beginning to seethe at these rudeand contemptuous remarks, but held his temper long enough to say,�Please tell me whether you noticed it there while you bathed.�
�I didn�t notice it and then again I did notnot-notice it. In short, I haven�t the slightest idea whether itwas there or not.�
If Tremblay were telling the truth, then thelast person to confirm its existence on the bathroom shelf wasBergeron, about nine-thirty. �Let me ask you another question,then. You were back in your bedchamber before your other twocolleagues retired about ten o�clock. Did you see or hear anythinglater on? Any sound or movement in your hallway?�
�How could I? I was asleep by ten-fifteen. Iam a sound sleeper.�
�You had no cause to leave your room in thenight? To visit the water-closet, for example?�
�Or commit a murder? And if I did so, Icertainly wouldn�t confess the crime to you, would I?�
�I repeat, sir, that you are not a suspect,�Marc lied. �I am asking you the question because I�ve been toldsomeone on your floor did leave his room around midnight. Thatperson may have seen or heard something he didn�t considerimportant at the time but in hindsight might be critical to thisinvestigation.�
�I fell asleep. Period.� Tremblay set hischin on his chest and dared Marc to continue.
�I do have one final query. Did you bring anywine or spirits with you or see such anywhere in the house that didnot come from Macaulay�s cellar?�
Almost resigned to these apparentnon-sequiturs, Tremblay sighed: �No and no.�
Marc smiled and sat back. �You are not happywith the accord we are going to ratify later today, are you?�
�Why should I be?� Tremblay snapped. �But I�mnot foolish enough to poison my host�s butler just to throw aspanner into the works. If this is an example of your prowess as aninvestigator of crimes, we have no hope of catching the actualkiller.�
�I was asking merely because I heard you wereplanning to stand for the new parliament � as a Nationalist, as aRouge.�
Tremblay looked daggers at Marc, but did notreply.
�Thank you for your cooperation,� Marc said,and turned his back to the man.

Louis LaFontaine was in every way a contrast to hisyoung colleague. He was mannerly, cooperative, appreciative of thedelicate situation Marc had been put in, and acutely aware of theimportance of the investigation. He asked after Beth�s health, andsat with perfect calm as Marc took him through the sequence of keyquestions he had asked the others. LaFontaine answered promptly butalways without elaboration. He was a man who husbanded his wordsand kept his feelings intensely private.
When asked about the bathroom and thelaudanum removed from it, he said, �I did not use our host�s bath,though I was tempted to. The room appeared to be unoccupied when Ipassed it on my way upstairs shortly before ten.�
Marc mentioned the sherry and his desire toknow where it might have originated. �Hincks wrote me that Macaulayhad an excellent cellar,� LaFontaine said, �so, as far as I know,none of us brought along anything to drink.�
�I�ve been told that someone was heardleaving their bedchamber upstairs about midnight. Did you happen tohear anyone in the hall at that time � while you were working onthe French draft of our agreement, perhaps?�
LaFontaine�s lips moved in the slight flinchthat stood for a smile among his few gestures. �Not unless I waslistening to myself.�
It was Marc�s turn to flinch. �Are you sayingit was you, sir, who walked down the hall towards the stairs atmidnight?�
�It was. And I walked down the stairsand made my way through the shadows towards the parlour, where Iwished to observe the fully risen moon shine upon the snow outsidethe French doors.�
Marc�s heart skipped a beat. At last, apossible witness to what happened in the little office next to theparlour. Perhaps LaFontaine had seen the light in there or evennoticed who the mysterious visitor might have been.
�Was Graves Chilton in his office, sir, whenyou approached the parlour?�
�Of course he was. He hailed me like a longlost friend, and invited me in for a chat and a drink. Naturally Iaccepted.�
Marc�s heart damn near stopped.

EIGHT

LaFontaine leaned across the table towards Marc witha look of concern on his face. �It was just a drink and a briefexchange of pleasantries, with execrable English on my part � nomore than ten minutes in all.� Then he added wryly, �I did notpoison the fellow.�
Marc was abashed, at his extreme reaction andat the traitorous thought that had prompted it. He recovered asbest he could, grateful again for LaFontaine�s unshakeable aplomb.�Would you mind telling me, sir,� he said at last, �precisely whatoccurred?�
�Certainly. Mr. Chilton was in the doorway ofhis bureau, having heard me shuffling down the dark hallway, and hebegged me to join him in a celebratory drink. I asked him what hewas celebrating, and he said the conclusion of his first week atElmgrove and his success in his new position. I thought, why not? Iwas too excited to sleep, and I too had something tocelebrate.�
Marc was pleased to hear that this man, whomight well lead their unified party to future glories and whoseemed so aloof at times, could be too excited to sleep. �So youentered the office?� he prompted.
�I did. Mr. Chilton waved me to a chairopposite him. On the desk lay a silver flask, and I realized, toolate, that the fellow had been celebrating from it for some time.Near it sat an uncorked bottle of sherry.�
�Were there any glasses?�
�No. I was afraid he was going to bid meshare his flask, but he smiled and asked me to drink a toast withthe sherry. It was, he said, a gift, and he did not wish to open itand drink alone. Relieved, I acquiesced, and he immediately excusedhimself and returned a minute later with two small crystalgoblets.�
�From the dining-room,� Marc suggested. �Didhe happen to say who gave him the gift?�
�No. I assumed it was from his employer,either Mr. Macaulay or his former one in England. But he never saidone way or the other.�
�So he uncorked the sherry and poured out twoglasses?�
�Yes. I took only a single finger in myglass. He filled his to the brim. We toasted his success. I wasabout to leave when he started to talk about the trials andtribulations of being a butler, and it was then I realized it wasnot my poor grasp of rapidly spoken English but his inebriationthat was causing my failure to understand what he was going onabout. Very politely I disengaged, and as I was leaving, I pleadedwith him not to drink any more, but to go straight to bed.�
�And you did not notice anything odd aboutthe sherry?�
LaFontaine smiled. �I take it that I shouldhave, as it was probably laced with laudanum?�
�It might have been, though someone elsecould have joined Chilton after you left, and doctored itsurreptitiously. That�s why I�m asking.�
LaFontaine paused to think about the matter.�To be honest, whenever I drink sherry, it�s invariably sweet, so Ihave no reference point for dry sherry like Amontillado. But, yes,it definitely seemed �off� in some way. I recall making a face atthe time, but I did not wish to be discourteous by suggesting hisvalued gift might be tainted. And I did go back to my room and fallinto the deepest sleep I�ve had since leaving Montreal.�
�I�m grateful that you didn�t consume anymore than a thimbleful, sir. It sounds very much like the sherrywas doctored before it was given to the butler � the cork beingremoved and then replaced after the drug was poured in.�
�I see. So you will be looking for the personwho gave Mr. Chilton the sherry?�
�It would seem so,� Marc said, thenremembered to ask, �By the way, were there indications that Chiltonhad been working at his accounts?�
�There was a big ledger on the desk, but itwasn�t open, and I didn�t notice any pens lying about loose. I�dhave to say that he had either finished his work or had gotdrinking and never begun.�
�Well, sir, I do wish to thank you. You�vebeen very helpful.�
�I just wish the fellow had taken myadvice.�
Marc got up, and the two men shook hands.
�I look forward to our session with Robertlater today,� LaFontaine said.
So did Marc, though he was painfully awarethat it might be an abortive meeting if he and Cobb could notlocate the cold-blooded murderer amongst them.
As soon as LaFontaine left, Marc began thelaborious but necessary process of making detailed notes on eachinterview, including the content and his own thoughts about itspertinence to the case. Cobb would do the same, and they would notonly compare notes in a subsequent, freewheeling discussion buttake time alone to peruse each other�s written comments. It was aprocedure that had paid dividends in their past investigations, andhe hoped it would do so in this one.
Regarding the laudanum: he knew now that ithad been safely on the bathroom shelf at nine-thirty or so whenBergeron completed his bath. It may have been there when Tremblaytook his bath a few minutes later or, indeed, Tremblay himself mayhave taken it with him. If not, then anyone, guest or servant,could have slipped across the rotunda to the unlocked bathroomafter the house had settled into sleep at ten o�clock, and spiritedit away. To do what? Doctor a bottle of sherry. That doctoredbottle was on Chilton�s desk at midnight when LaFontaine drank atoast from it. So, sometime between, say, ten-fifteen and midnight,the killer slipped out of one or another of the north wings, paddedup the hall to Chilton�s office, and offered him a deadly gift. Intheory any of the guests could have brought the Amontillado withhim in his luggage and kept it out of sight. While the servantswould not normally be in possession of such a treasure, if they hada motive to kill Chilton, they could have obtained it or, morelikely, have already had it squirreled away for some rainy-daycelebration. Marc knew from his youth on his uncle�s estate inEngland that servants had access to wine and spirits, not only fromtheir master�s stores but from those of neighbouring houses wherethey were often loaned out. Also, he had to remember that thesherry could still have been doctored after LaFontaine�svisit, though that possibility was now remote.
The thought that LaFontaine�s account seemedto point suspicion towards one of the distinguished guests wasdisquieting, to say the least. He hoped Cobb would be able to comeup with a viable suspect or two downstairs. Meanwhile, he needed tothink about Tremblay. The fellow had had opportunity and means tosteal the laudanum and present Chilton with the poisoned sherrysometime before midnight. And he also had a motive: to bring thenegotiations he feared to a grinding halt.
There was still the puzzling business of theledger and the three pages ripped out and missing. Did Tremblaypossibly conclude that the newly arrived Chilton was a spy for theEnglish Tories or the Governor? Did he rip out and destroysomething on those pages that he thought might be exposed,something that would jeopardize his standing back home, where hehad ambitious plans to run for parliament?
Marc stopped thinking. At some point itbecame counter-productive. He would wait for Cobb, who couldnavigate nimbly among the wiles and dodges of theservant-class.
***
Cobb knew that if you wished to find the servant whowould know just about everything that was going on below the salt,so to speak, and was the de facto governor of the house, yousought out the cook. That was his thought as he descended the foursteps towards the kitchen of Elmgrove. But when he entered it, hewas disappointed, and surprised, to find the big L-shaped roomoccupied by a single soul � a painfully thin, plain young woman.She was standing beside a hefty wooden table, like a butcher�sblock, slicing thick pieces of cold ham and licking her fingerswhenever the opportunity arose. At Cobb�s entrance she jumpedbackwards and dropped her knife. Her large eyes were filled withfear, and her shrivelled chin quivered.
�We ain�t done nothin� wrong down here,constable!� she cried in a spare, high-pitched voice.
�I�m sure you haven�t, miss,� Cobb said,smiling. He had left his helmet upstairs and with his coatunbuttoned and his tie askew, he felt he would be presenting acasual, even friendly, face to those he planned to grill. �I justneed to talk to you an� yer fellow servants about last night. Infact, I was hopin� to start with Mrs. Blodgett.�
�Well, I ain�t her, constable. I�m Hetty, oneof her helpers,� Hetty Janes said, keeping the table between herand Cobb.
�Glad ta meet ya, Hetty. I�m Cobb.� He bentover, picked up the knife and laid it beside the plate of slicedham. �Now if you�ll be kind enough to tell Mrs. Blodgett I�m herean� would like to � �
�She can�t talk to ya,� Hetty said, stillquivering but showing signs of pluck. �She can�t talk tonobody.�
�Is she not in, then?�
�She�s in her bed, back there in her rooms.Got her arthritis somethin� awful. Tillie, that�s my sister, she�sin there nursin� her.�
�How long has she been under theweather?�
�Took to her bed about nine o�clock lastnight, right after the supper meal. Worn out, she was, from cookin�fer half a dozen swells who don�t even speak the King�s English!Ain�t her fault she�s been laid low!�
�I don�t suppose it is,� Cobb saidsympathetically. �An� she�s been in bed since then?�
�Didn�t wake up till eight o�clock, if ya c�nbelieve it! Tillie had to tell her about the dreadful thing thathappened upstairs, of course, which upset her all over again.Still, she done her duty an� give Tillie an� me our instructionsabout gettin� food ready fer Mr. Macaulay an� the swells.� Thisseries of complaints seemed to have a calming effect on Hetty�sfears. She had backed up against a sink on the far wall, and wasnow comfortable enough to sit awkwardly on its rim. �But she�s goneback to sleep again, an� we ain�t supposed to disturb her.�
�Well, lass, I�ll just wait till later in theday to talk to her. Meantime I can start with the others. I beentold there�s Mr. Bragg, Miss Finch, yer Tillie, an� yerself whomake up the Elmgrove staff.�
�An� Phyllis, the mistress�s maid, who�s offin Kingston. An� Mr. Struthers an� his boy Cal, out in the stables.An� Giles, who run off after Alfred died.�
�Where are Miss Finch an� Mr. Bragg rightnow?�
�Prissy got things set up in the dining-rooma while ago, then went to her room. She�s very upset, findin� adead body like that.�
�Understandable. An� Mr. Bragg?�
�He�s tendin� to the fireplaces upstairs.He�ll be down here shortly,� she said, and flushed a brightscarlet. �Fer some food,� she added.
�Is there a place where I can interview youpeople in private?�
�You don�t think any of us did in poor Mr.Chilton?� she cried, hopping off the sink.
�No, no, not at all. But I�ve found thatservants see an� hear things that are usually helpful to us.Nothin� fer you to worry about.�
Looking only marginally relieved, Hetty said,�Well, there�s the big pantry over there. It�s got a table. I couldclear it for ya, an� take in a couple of chairs from our eatin�place back there.�
�I�d be most pleased if you�d do that ferme,� Cobb said, and flashed her his most ingratiating, gap-toothedgrin.
While Hetty cleared the jars and pots off thepantry table, Cobb carried two wooden chairs into the little roomand set them up. He removed his notebook and pencil from his pocketand arranged them on the table. Hetty brought in a candle-lanternand lit a candelabrum on a nearby shelf. The door would have to bekept ajar to provide both extra light and an exit-point for thesmoke. It wasn�t the Elmgrove library, but it would do.
As Hetty turned to go, Cobb said as gently ashe could, �Hetty, lass. I�d like to start my questionin� withyou.�

�I want ya to tell me everythin� that happened downhere from about suppertime on.�
Hetty looked as if she wanted to ask why, butthere was enough of the authority figure in the constable seatedopposite her � despite his bristled hair, red nose and winking wart- to make her drop her eyes and do as she was bid. The question wasnot hard to answer, she informed Cobb, because last evening was arepeat of the previous one. As Chilton, Bragg and Finch served eachcourse upstairs, the soiled dishes came down via the dumb-waiterand were scrubbed clean by herself and Tillie. Mrs. Blodgett, withhelp from Cal Struthers, got the fresh food into the dumb-waiter,and generally supervised the operation. Abel Struthers, thestableman, was again conscripted to tend the fires in the northwestwing and replace chamber-pots where needed. Without the services ofthe disgruntled Giles Harkness or the regular upstairs maid, allhands were needed. But by nine-thirty the dining-room was tidied,the dishes and pots were washed and put away, and everyoneexhausted. Long before that, Mrs. Blodgett, as she had done theevening previous, collapsed in her chair and had to be helped tobed by Tillie, who decided to sleep in a cot beside her mistress.And soon after, the Struthers duo left for their cottage behind thestables.
�So everybody down here was in bed by, say,quarter to ten?� Cobb said when he was finally able to get a wordin.
�We get up before the sun, we do. There�s nolate nights fer the likes of us.�
�An� all of you, except fer Mrs. Blodgett,have rooms off the hall at the bottom of the stairs backthere?�
�Yes. Austin an� Prissy have their own roomsan� Tillie an� me share. If Giles don�t come back, I�m to move intohis place.�
�So you an� Bragg an� Prissy went in thereabout the same time?�
Hetty looked flustered for the first timesince she had realized she wasn�t likely to be arrested. �No. Notexactly. I mean, I went first. I barred the door that goes to thewoodshed an� the back yard, an� went inta my room. I just gotundressed when I heard Prissy an� Austin come down the stairs,talkin�. Then I heard their doors open an� close.�
Cobb pretended to scribble this down, as hehad done all along, then peered up, chewing his pencil. �What werethey talkin� about?�
Hetty went beet-red, the blood draining downalarmingly into her tiny, vee-shaped chin. �I�I don�t eavesdropon other people�s conversations,� she stammered.
�But they definitely went to bed � separately?� Cobb felt himself begin to redden.
The scarlet chin rose up and jutted out. �Itold you, I heard two doors slam.�
�Okay, okay, you made yer point. So you�resayin� that a little before ten o�clock, everybody down here wastucked in an� sawin� logs?�
Hetty paused while her pasty complexionreturned slowly, then said, �I did hear Tillie come out into thekitchen � to get a glass of water fer Mrs. Blodgett, I suppose. Ididn�t hear nothin� after that.�
Cobb thanked her, and then asked her to seekout Austin Bragg and bring him to the pantry.

Austin Bragg, in the prime of his manhood and toohandsome for his own good, was not in the least intimidated by thecrudely uniformed constable sitting across from him in a pantrythat formed a portion of what he considered his home turf. He didnot wait for Cobb to begin.
�I suppose you think I did away with my bossbecause he dressed me down in front of the guests on Wednesday?� hesaid somewhere between a snarl and a taunt.
Cobb stared down at his notebook. �I gatheryou didn�t take to the new man?�
�How could I? Chilton was an English snob whotreated us all down here like we was dirt.�
�But yer master, Mr. Macaulay, wasn�t aboutto send him packin�, eh?�
Bragg glowered, a gesture that might havemade him appear menacingly attractive to the ladies but to anyoneelse it rendered him momentarily ugly � and repulsive. �The buggerwas efficient enough an� knew his job. I�ll give him that much. Buthe wasn�t Alfred, was he?�
�I was gonna start off this talk Mr. Bragg,with a simple request to have you tell me what you did, what youseen an� what you heard upstairs after supper. Could you do thatfer me? An� I�ll try not to suppose too much.�
Bragg�s belligerence softened perceptibly,and he said in a more straightforward manner, �Prissy an� me servedthe supper in the dining-room, tryin� not to bump into the butlerwho never took his eyes off us an� never once said anythin�complimentary about our work, even though we had to carry onwithout Phyllis�s help or Giles Harkness assistin� the girls downhere.�
�Nothin� unusual happened at supper?�
�Nothin� that I saw. I was far too busy tonotice what any of the gentleman guests were doin�.�
�What did you do after supper?�
�I helped Prissy an� Chilton tidy up thedining-room. I�d already stoked up the boiler in the bathroom, butI went into the master�s wing to see if old Struthers had managedthe fires in the rooms there. The fires have to be damped downproperly an� bricks set out to warm fer Prissy, who gets the bedsready. Can�t have gentlemen gettin� cold bottoms now, can we?�
Cobb ignored the invitation to slag hisbetters. �Did anybody use the big bathtub?�
Bragg thought about that. �I was pretty busy,but I did see the older Frenchman with the baggy eyes go in thereabout nine o�clock. He took care of himself.�
�Anybody else?�
�Somebody was splashin� around in there a fewminutes after he left, but I don�t know who.�
�Did you see Mrs. Macaulay�s medicine bottleon the shelf in there at any time last night?�
�I know where she keeps it. We all do. Istoked the fire in the stove in there before supper, but I couldn�ttell you if it was on the shelf or not. Is that what killedChilton? We heard it was somethin� in the wine he drank.�
�You don�t know of any loud-an�-numbbein� used down here by any chance?�
Bragg stiffened. ��Course not. Mr. Macaulayis strict about drugs of any kind. If we need medicines, he has thedoctor supply them, an� he pays. He�s a good man. We all feelterrible that he�s got mixed up with the likes of GravesChilton.�
�Do you keep wine in yer room?�
�What the hell are you drivin� at? We don�tneed to keep wine or anythin� else in our rooms. Mr. Macaulay givesus enough fer our meals, from his own cellar. You think justbecause it was a servant that got killed that the culprit�s got tobe one of his own kind, don�t you? Well, I didn�t kill him, an�neither did anybody else down here. Why don�t you poke yer whiskeynose about upstairs an� leave us alone!�
Cobb made as if to write this remarkablestatement down in his notebook. Then he glanced up and tried tolook stern. �Where were you at midnight last night?�
Bragg, who was already quite agitated, beganto shake with anger. �Damn you, Cobb! I was in bed, and I stayed inbed all night!�
�You come down here about a quarter to ten,with Miss Finch, from yer duties upstairs an� the two of you wentstraight to yer rooms?�
�Where else would we go? Into the parlour forbrandy an� cigars?�
�Can you prove you didn�t sneak out after allwas quiet an� go skulkin� about upstairs, where you might�ve seen alight in the butler�s office?�
Bragg looked as if he were about to lungeacross the table and throttle his interrogator, but caught himselfjust in time. Instead, he sat back, and let his entire body relax,as a satisfied smirk lit up his face. �If you must know, constable,I was not in my own room or my own bed.� He paused to let thesalacious implications of this manly revelation sink in, and waitedfor Cobb to respond. He was now enjoying himself.
Cobb had little choice but to ask, �Whoseroom were you in, Mr. Bragg?�
�I shared a warm bed with Priscilla Finch.All night. An� we didn�t do a lot of sleepin�.�
Cobb kept eye contact as he replied, �Talkin�philosophy, I take it?�
Bragg snorted. �We were doin� things thelikes of you only dream about.�
�Enough so�s she�ll remember you bein�there?�
�If you got any more accusations to make,make �em now, Cobb. I got work to do.� Without seeking Cobb�sassent, he got up, kicked the chair aside, and ambled out. As hereached the stairs, he began to whistle.
Cobb was so hot under the collar he thoughtit might ignite and incinerate his tie. He had put early money onAustin Bragg at short odds, but if the pompous braggart really hadan airtight alibi, then all bets were off. For the moment, though,he had only Bragg�s word about whose bed he had shared.
When Hetty Janes poked her head in a fewmoments later, he asked her to fetch Priscilla Finch.

Although Prissy had managed to stifle her tears, theaftermath of prolonged weeping had left her pretty face devastated.Even her dazzling flaxen curls had gone limp. If she and Bragg hadtangled and tingled all night, Cobb thought, the discovery ofChilton�s body had dampened down those delights pretty quickly.That is, if they had been delights.
Cobb tried to get her to stop nibbling at theknuckles on her right hand and teetering on the edge of the chairacross from him � by taking her gently through her routine actionsat supper and afterwards. To no avail. Her answers were brief andguarded. Something was going on here, beyond her understandableupset of the early morning, he thought.
He persevered. �You turn down the gentlemen�sbeds at night an� tidy them up the next mornin�?�
�Yes, sir.�
�Did you happen to notice any bottles ofliquor or wine among the gentlemen�s effects whilst carryin� outthese chores?�
Prissy went chalk-white. �I did not! I�m nota snoop! Mr. Macaulay wouldn�t like that, would he?�
��Course he wouldn�t. I didn�t mean to sayyou was a snoop, but one of the gents could�ve left his bottle ofcomfort, like, on his night-table.�
�Well, I didn�t see none.�
�Fine. That�s very helpful, Prissy. An�that�s all I�m doin� here � beggin� yer help.� He flashed her theCobb grin.
She waited, unsmiling.
Cobb kept his voice perfectly level: �Youfinished yer chores, then, an� come down here an� went straight tobed in yer room?�
Prissy began trembling all over, and Cobbfeared she would burst out bawling and he would be forced to endthe interrogation, as he never knew how to handle a weeping female.�Anythin� you tell me, Prissy, is confa-dental. Nobody elsewill need to know. I promise.�
Prissy dropped her pretty chin on thestarched border of her apron and kept it there as she said, �Austinan� me are plannin� on gettin� married, as soon as we get enoughsaved up.�
�I see,� Cobb said in his most fatherlymanner. �So you sometimes cuddle in together � to keep warm on achilly night?�
�Once or twice. I know it�s wrong, but � �
�An� you an� Mr. Bragg were in yourroom all last night?�
Prissy nodded.
Damn! Cobb said to himself. There goes twosuspects with one blow. While he was willing to think Bragg a liarand exaggerator, the emotions gripping this pretty but patheticyoung woman before him were unquestionably genuine. She and Braggwere lovers. And yet, he suddenly remembered, Marc had mentionedthat the butler had made a play for Prissy, though it was unclearwhat her response had been. But if Bragg had found out, he wouldhave had a much more compelling motive than ridding Elmgrove of anoverbearing butler. Still, if Prissy stuck to her story, nothingfurther could be done about Bragg � for now. Cobb decided not topress the girl any longer, wary of the female floodgates. Insteadhe said, �You been very helpful, miss. An� yer secret will be safewith me.�
She mumbled a thank-you, got up slowly, as ifin a daze, and left.
That her affair was a secret here in theclosed community of servants was doubtful, to say the least, Cobbmused. Mrs. Blodgett would know all, chapter and verse. Still, thiswasn�t the old country, thank the Lord, and such goings-on amongthe staff were seldom cause for alarm or dismissal, especially ifthe business was kept discreet. Loyal and competent servants wereas scarce as hen�s teeth in Toronto. Even illegitimate babies weretolerated and often raised in the household, despite the ravings ofseveral churches. Cobb approved heartily. He despised hypocrisy,and found so-called class divisions a prime example of thatparticular human failing.
Back in the kitchen proper, he was glad tosee Hetty busy setting out a plate of ham, rolls and butter for himon one of the several sideboards.
�Help yerself to a glass of ale,� she said,indicating a small cask with a convenient spigot sticking out ofit.
�Is Tillie available to see me?� he said,sidling up to the food.
�She said she�d come out in fifteen minutes.She�s changin� Mrs. Blodgett�s sheets. I got to go out to the shedan� scrub chamber-pots. You�ll be all right here on yer own?�
Cobb eyed the cask of ale. �I�ll manage,� hesaid.

Cobb was just brushing the crumbs off his lapelswhen Tillie Janes poked her head out the door of Mrs. Blodgett�ssitting-room at the rear of the kitchen and said sweetly, �I�ll beanother fifteen minutes, sir.�
A fresh mouthful of bread and ham preventedCobb from objecting, so he resigned himself to another half-glassof warm ale. Then he went quickly to the hallway and turned rightinto the servants� living quarters. Off a narrow, uncarpeted hallthere were four doors on the left and one on the right at the farend. Without knocking he went into the first one on the left. Aman�s room. And from the clothes in the rickety wardrobe he deducedit was Bragg�s sleeping den. It took no more than three minutes tosearch the threadbare, Spartan place where Bragg must collapseexhausted at the end of each day. The narrow window looked as if ithadn�t been opened since summer. In the adjacent room Cobb turnedover two pretty uniforms before realizing he was in the bedroom ofMrs. Macaulay�s maid, Phyllis. He gave the place a quick searchanyway. Next came another man�s room, stripped clean of everythingnot nailed down: the onetime abode of the self-exiled malcontent,Giles Harkness. At the end of the hall on the left he found thesomewhat larger and windowed room of Hetty and Tillie Janes. Theyshared a single bed covered by a brightly patterned quilt. He foundnothing of interest.
As he was leaving, he gave the interior walla sharp rap. To his surprise the partition seemed thick and solid.At least the staff would not have to listen each other snore.Directly across the hall he found Prissy Finch�s room, and althoughthere were more signs of a feminine presence and several frocks notnormally sported by ordinary housemaids, Cobb discovered no hiddenvials or bottles of sherry or pages ripped from the estate�saccounts-book.
Just as he stepped back into the warmth ofthe kitchen, Tillie Janes was emerging from Mrs. Blodgett�ssitting-room.
Cobb smiled and said, �No need to go inta thelittle pantry, Tillie. Looks like we got the kitchen toourselves.�
They settled themselves at the long table thestaff used for their own meals.
�I�m so sorry about the delays, constable,but Mrs. Blodgett � �
�No need to apologize, miss. Illness ain�tsomethin� we do to ourselves � usually.�
�Well, at least the dear, dear soul�s had aquiet night. It�s been some time since that happened.�
�I really need to ask you about last night,�Cobb said almost apologetically, �though I expect you were prettybusy right here.�
�I helped as usual with supper preparationsan� the wash-up. Cal Struthers come in an� pitched in real hard.Mrs. Blodgett fell into her chair about eight-thirty. We carriedher inta bed before nine. I decided I better sleep on the cotbeside her.�
�So, other than that sad business, nothin�else out of the ordinary happened?�
�No, sir. Nothin�.�
�Yer sister told me she heard you come outhere just after she went inta her room to sleep, about a quarter toten or so.� It occurred to Cobb that young Hetty must have had herbedroom door wide open to have heard her sister or anything else ofinterest out here.
�I come out to make Mrs. Blodgett a cup ofcamomile tea,� Tillie said quickly. �There was still hot water onthe stove.� She looked hard at Cobb, as if she were bracing for afollow-up probe.
�To help the old gal to sleep, eh?�
�Yes, sir.�
�An� the two of you stayed together, inthere, fer the rest of the night?�
�All night. She�s been sittin� up a bittoday, an� takin� some soup.�
�Glad to hear it.�
�You wanta talk to her � later?�
�Hardly seems worth it, considerin� she wasmostly asleep an� not amble-tarry when all the fuss startedupstairs.�
�Thank you, sir. You are very kind.�
Cobb considered himself so, but invariablyblushed when reminded of it. �I�ll just keep usin� yer pantry, ifit�s okay,� he said. �I gotta make some notes.�
�Go right ahead. I�ll bring you in a cup oftea.�
�Could ya make that a glass of ale?�

He had just finished one laborious page when Tilliearrived with refreshments. Writing came hard to Cobb: his flawlessmemory worked far too fast for his strong, stubby fingers. Normallyhe would have returned to the police quarters at City Hall anddictated his findings to Gussie French. But that was not possiblein this case.
�Ah, lass, just in time,� he smiled.
Tillie nodded, set the glass and plate down,but did not turn to leave.
�Somethin� else you need to tell me?� Cobbsaid quietly.
�Mrs. Blodgett said I should tell youanythin� that might have to do with the awful business upstairslast night. She said you�d likely be lookin� close at Mr. Bragg�cause he an� Mr. Chilton didn�t see eye to eye.�
�You heard or seen somethin� to do with Mr.Bragg last night?�
�I did. But I never thought to mention itearlier. It didn�t seem to have nothin� to do with Mr. Chiltondyin� like that. Then I remembered what Mrs. Blodgett told me Ioughta do.�
�And I didn�t ask, did I?� Cobb said kindly.�So tell me now.�
Tillie took a deep breath and said, �Just asI was takin� the tea in to Mrs. Blodgett, I heard Austin and Prissycome down from their duties upstairs. They turned into thehall.�
�To their rooms?�
�Yes.� She began to blush. �An� they werehavin� a fearsome quarrel.�
Cobb set his pencil down. �A lover�s spat,was it?�
The blush deepened. �They�re plannin� to getmarried. I never heard them say a sharp word to one another � never. But they were both shoutin�. Austin was accusin� her of..�
�Flirtin� with the butler?� Cobbprompted.
Tillie�s fingers were splayed out at thetable�s edge, the knuckles white. �Kissin� him, he said. In theother pantry, off the hall by the upstairs door.�
The episode Marc must have been alluding to,Cobb thought. And if this quarrel were so boisterous, why wasn�t itheard by Hetty, nearby with her bedroom door ajar?
�Did ya hear anythin� that Prissysaid?�
�She was angry, but her cryin� made it hardto hear what she was yellin� back at him.�
�How did it all end?�
�I heard Prissy stomp off down the hall an�slam her door. Austin shouted a bad word after her. I waited. Butthere wasn�t any more. I heard another door close, real quiet. Iwanted to go to Prissy � she�s real pretty an� awful kind to me � but I had to take the tea into Mrs. Blodgett, didn�t I?�
�You did indeed,� Cobb said, reaching acrossand patting the back of her nearest hand. �An� you were right tocome an� tell me this.�
�C�n I go now?�
�Yup. Mrs. Blodgett�ll be expectin� you.�
Prissy left quickly. Cobb picked up hispencil. Well now, he thought, Mr. Bragg was certainly riled up atthe thought of Graves Chilton grappling with his fianc�e. Angryenough to plot the fellow�s death? It would have been easy for himto dig out a pilfered bottle of sherry he�d stashed somewhere, slipup to the dark rotunda, enter the bathroom, remove the container oflaudanum, go into the dining-room where the wide windows wouldprovide lots of moonlight for him to see well enough to doctor thesherry and pocket the empty drug-bottle. Then down the hall to thebutler�s office. A friendly chat. Amontillado as a peace offeringbetween two veteran servants, men of the world who�d gotten off onthe wrong foot, et cetera. Then pad your way back to your room,knowing that Chilton, already half-cut with whiskey from his flask,would drink enough of the sherry to kill him or, in the least,render him senseless and expose his drinking habit to a master whowould not approve of it one bit, who might well sack himoutright.
Cobb was certain he was on the right trail.Prissy Finch, the foolish girl, had lied to him in order to giveher momentarily estranged lover an alibi, a lie the blackguard hadgood reason to urge upon her.
Cobb heard Hetty Janes come back into thekitchen from the shed where she had been working. He stepped outand confronted her. She took one look at his face and burst intotears.
�I was gonna tell ya about the quarrel,� shewailed. �Honest I was. But I couldn�t see how it would help ya findMr. Chilton�s killer. An� you never asked.�
�There, there, miss, no need to go weepin� onme. I just need you to back up the story I already heard. Now sitdown an� try to stymie yer sobbin�. It hurts my ears.�
Between sobs, Hetty confirmed her sister�saccount of the quarrel.
�Your room is across from Prissy�s, isn�t it?Did you hear Prissy go into her room an� slam the door?�
�Uh huh. It shook the whole place.�
�An� Bragg didn�t follow her in?�
Hetty stared at the floor. �No. He called hera � a bad name. He was hoppin� mad.�
Cobb thanked her, told her not to worry, andheaded back into the pantry to work on his notes. As he did so, outof the corner of his eye, he noticed Tillie Janes standing in Mrs.Blodgett�s doorway. She had been eavesdropping on her sister�sinterrogation. The two young women looked at each other, and inthat instant something significant was silently communicated. ButCobb�s head was abuzz with more exciting matters. Prissy Finchwas lying! Austin Bragg had motive, means and opportunity!
He began to write, as rapidly as his thickfingers would permit.

NINE

It was just before one when Cobb came upstairs andwalked past the dead butler�s quarters to the dining-room. Acrossthe hall in the billiard-room he could see, through the open door,four of the gentlemen at the card-table, playing whist by the lookof it. He recognized Macaulay, Hincks and Robert Baldwin. Thefourth player was one of the Frenchmen, a cheerful-looking fellow,though none of them seemed overly enthusiastic about the game. Itwas a lot harder to sit and wait anxiously, as they no doubt were,Cobb concluded, than to be actively engaged in finding a killer.Moreover, said killer was likely loose somewhere amongst them.
Marc was not yet in the dining-room. ButPrissy Finch was, fussing with the food on the sideboard. When sheturned and saw who had just come in, she started. Her eyes wentdown to her shoes and, head-down, she tried to scoot past him.
�Not so fast, miss. I got another question toput to you. An� this time I want the truth.�
�I don�t know what you mean,� she said, herdefiance belied by a trembling lip.
�I know all about the spat you an� Bragg haddownstairs at quarter to ten last night.�
�Who told you somethin� like that?�
�Never you mind. Two people heard it, an�they heard you slam yer door an� they heard Bragg call yousomethin� that�d make a nun blush.�
Prissy was no nun, but she slowly turnedscarlet. She said nothing.
�So, young lady, you don�t really expect meto believe you an� Mr. Bragg cuddled together fer a whole nightafter a ragin� quarrel an� slammin� doors an� foulname-callin�?�
Prissy thrust her trembling lower lip as farforward as she could. �A few minutes later he come down to my rooman� slipped in real quiet. We � we kissed an� made up.�
Cobb released a long, sceptical sigh. �Soyou�re stickin� to yer story, come Hell or high water, are ya?�
�We kissed an� made up,� she quavered.
�I hope the blackguard is worth lyin� for,�Cobb said sternly.
Prissy whirled and fled the room.
Cobb�s anger at Bragg and his kind rose upbiliously, and threatened to spoil his appetite. An alibi had beenconcocted and adhered to, but it could � and would � be broken. Hehelped himself to three sweet pastries and sat down at the fancytable to wait for his partner.

After a brief lunch, Marc and Cobb made their way upthe hall to the library. The early-afternoon sun was pouringthrough the big windows. Outside, the air was clear and cold. Ithad not snowed since the squall last night. Following theircustomary practice, they began describing, in turn, theirinterviews, impressions and conclusions. (Afterwards, they wouldread each other�s notes line by line, scanning for small pointsthat might have been overlooked in the give-and-take ofconversation.)
�You first, Major,� Cobb said generously,suspecting he had the best lead and hoping to save it for thefinale.
Marc started in on a detailed account of hisinterviews, in the sequence in which he had conducted them. When hegot to Maurice Tremblay, Cobb arched an eyebrow, but it wasLaFontaine�s story that riveted his attention and elicited a seriesof approving grunts.
�So you see,� Marc finished up, �we now knowa fair amount about what transpired in Chilton�s office. The sherrywas there, unopened, when LaFontaine arrived at midnight. It wasalmost certainly doctored already, some time between nine-thirtyand then, which is the time-span the killer would have had to stealMrs. Macaulay�s laudanum and prepare the sherry for delivery toChilton.�
�Which means it could�ve been anybody in thehouse, providin� they were sneaky enough,� Cobb pointed out. �An�that medicine bottle could be lyin� in the snow out there an� notbe found till spring.�
�Yes, that�s the bad news in all this. ButI�ve felt in this case, as in several of our past ones, that motiveis the most determining factor in an investigation.�
Cobb smiled around his wayward teeth. �You�rethinkin� of Tremblay, who ain�t too happy about yer economicaladventures an� might wanta break up yer parlay?�
Marc had skirted around the political aspectsof the secret discussions, but Cobb was quite aware of their natureand purpose. As a Reform supporter, he heartily approved, though hedid wish the Quebec people would adopt a lingo that ordinary folkcould get their ears around.
�I�m certainly hoping it isn�tTremblay,� Marc said. �Now what have you got for us?�
�I got us a murderer,� Cobb said, unable tocontain his delight.
�You old bugger!� Marc said, laughing. �Youlet me go on and on, and all the while you�d already fingeredsomebody. Well, then, go ahead. I�m all ears.�
�I�m glad I waited fer you to finish,� Cobbsaid, ��cause what yer French gent told ya about what he�d seen inthe office over there perfectly fits what I�ve come up with.�
He then went straight to the main point: Austin Bragg was their man. Cobb laid out the fellow�s motive,means and opportunity, and then outlined the testimony he�delicited from the various other servants to corroborate his theory.He magnanimously omitted several of the more clever manoeuvres hehad used to get said testimony from servants who were not alwaysforthcoming. The presence of the doctored sherry on Chilton�s deskat or before midnight, along with Chilton�s advanced state ofinebriation, made Cobb�s deductions about how Bragg carried out thecrime not only plausible, but undeniable. Moreover, Bragg had liedand had suborned his own fianc�e. For what other reason would hebehave so brazenly than to cover his tracks as a murderer?
Marc looked much relieved: better a servantthan a delegate from Quebec.
�What do we do now?� Cobb asked. �Go toPrissy an� break that phoney alibi? Haul Bragg in here an� put thescrews to him?�
Marc thought for a minute, then said, �Ithink we need to see what Bragg himself has to say first. You admityou failed to shake Prissy from her story a few minutes ago. Ithink it wise to let her stew for a few hours, if need be.�
�Maybe Bragg�ll fess up,� Cobb said, thoughhe was not sanguine about the possibility.
Marc got up. �We�ll soon see. I�ll haveGarnet round him up and bring him here. We�ll both take a run athim.�
Cobb rubbed his hands together. �I can�twait.�
Marc walked down the hall towards thebilliard-room. Macaulay must have heard him coming because hepopped out of the doorway and said hopefully, �Any news?�
�We�re on a promising trail, Garnet. I can�tgive you details yet, but Cobb and I need to talk to Austin Braggright away � in the library.�
�I believe he�s upstairs. I�ll get him foryou.�
�Thanks.�
�By the way, Marc. The natives are gettingvery restless. Could we possibly move the seven o�clock meetingwith Louis to six o�clock?�
�All right. Let�s do that. I may have aresult for you by then. If I need to, I can always ask for it to bemoved to a later time.�
�Good, good.� Macaulay, a natural optimist,did his best to smile through his anxiety. Then he dashed offtowards the rotunda.

Austin Bragg was not pleased at being escorted byhis employer into the library and bade to sit down opposite Marcand Cobb. But the setting, his master�s grave demeanour, and theno-nonsense expression on the face of his interrogators did much toundercut his belligerence. He sat grimly silent while Marc thankedMacaulay, who reluctantly left the room.
Marc got right to the point: �Mr. Bragg,Constable Cobb and I have good reason to believe that you didnot spend the night with your fianc�e, Miss Finch.�
Bragg�s lip began to curl in defiance, buthis response was meek enough: �I don�t see how that�s possible. Itold yer friend here the truth.�
�We know all about the quarrel you had withMiss Finch as you two came downstairs from your chores at about aquarter to ten.�
�So what? We didn�t try to hide it � we wasloud enough to wake the dead.�
�But you failed to mention it when firstinterviewed.�
�Why should I have told you people? It didn�tmatter a fig to Chilton bein� poisoned.�
�Oh, but it did,� Cobb said. �Who�s gonnabelieve you an� Finch cozied up together after yer screamin� match,and after that filthy word you yelled at her, eh?�
Bragg started to glower at Cobb, whom heconsidered a lesser being than a manservant in a prestigiouscountry manor. Then he sat back and let a contemptuous grin slideacross his face. �I called her a fucking slut, that�s all. I wasangry. But I was soon sorry I done it an� � �
�You called her that vile thing for lettingMr. Chilton accost her in the hall-pantry and otherwise accede tohis advances,� Marc said quietly. �Didn�t you?�
Bragg�s black eyes blazed. �You got nobusiness snoopin� about in people�s personal affairs!�
�Ah, but we have, Mr. Bragg,� Marc said.�Your response to Miss Finch was one of anger and jealousy, both ofwhich are powerful incentives to murder. You feared that Chiltonwould steal the affections of your bride-to-be, didn�t you?�
Bragg snorted. �You can�t provoke me intasayin� somethin� I�d regret. Prissy and I made up. I said I wassorry, an� that was all there was to it. I knew she�d never reallygo fer such a fancy Dan as Chilton.�
�You were heard goin� inta yer own room an�she was heard slammin� the door of hers,� Cobb said.
�Got yer spies everywhere, ain�t ya?�
�So, Mr. Bragg,� Marc said, �are you nowprepared to tell us what really happened? What you did after thequarrel had driven you to your separate rooms?�
Bragg stared hard at Marc, then Cobb, andbegan to smile slowly as he said, �Chilton was poisoned by someoneafter midnight, wasn�t he? I was with Prissy all night. An� sheain�t said otherwise, has she? Else you would�ve come right outwith it, wouldn�t ya?�
Cobb gave the show away by saying sharply,�We know you�ve talked that girl inta lyin� fer ya!�
Bragg got up, grinning. �You got nothin� onme. I�ve got an alibi. I�m goin� back to my work, where I should�vebeen all along.�
And he stomped out.
�He�s a tough customer,� Marc said to Cobb,who was seething.
�Not as tough as me, he ain�t! He thinks he�sput one over on us, but all he�s done is make us more certain he�sthe killer.�
�It looks that way,� Marc said. �It�s hard tosee why he�d go through with the lie and the stress it�s obviouslyputting on his fianc�e unless he were guilty ofsomething.�
�So, Major, just how�re we gonna go aboutprovin� it?�
�I�ll need to think about that somemore.�
�I say we drag Prissy in here an� get her tode-track that alibi.�
�But even if she does, Cobb, we�ve got noreal evidence against Bragg. You searched his room and foundnothing. In fact, you searched all the bedrooms down there.�
�Except fer Mrs. Blodgett�s.�
�I�d bet ten pounds that Bragg would neverconsider hiding the laudanum bottle or anything else in thatquarter. Mrs. Blodgett may be ailing, but nothing goes on in herkitchen or its vicinity that she won�t know about or soondiscover.�
�So what�ll we do? You wanta come up with aguilty party before that meetin� of yers, don�t ya?�
Marc nodded. �Bragg will go straight to MissFinch and tell her about the pressure we�re putting on them. Let�sgive her an hour or two more to sweat and worry. Also, the nexttime we bring Bragg in here, I want to know a lot more abouthim.�
�How�re we gonna do that? Unless we could getMrs. Blodgett to help.�
�Possibly. I�d like to know, for example,whether Bragg and the malcontent, Giles Harkness, were pals. Wereeither of them known to filch a bottle of the best from Macaulay�scellar or the well-stocked stores of other houses they followedtheir master into? That expensive sherry had to come into thishouse from somewhere outside it.�
�An� Harkness was the one who had it in ferthe new butler long before he arrived, eh?�
�Good thinking. Is it not possible, then,that Harkness and Bragg were in on this together? They both hadpowerful motives.�
�When could they�ve met to plan a murder?Chilton only came here eight days ago.�
�We need to know when Bragg could haverendezvoused with Harkness, in town or perhaps secretly here on theestate.�
�How c�n we do all that this afternoon?�
Marc thought for a minute, then said, ��I�dlike you to take Macaulay�s best horse and cutter and drive intotown right away.�
�To Mrs. Sturdy�s poorhouse,� Cobb saidexcitedly. �If Harkness is there, I�ll in-tear-o-grate himhard, and if he ain�t, I�ll get Mrs. Sturdy to tell me all abouthis comin�s an� goin�s. She�ll know everythin�.�
�Excellent! Meanwhile, I�ll head out to thestables to talk to Abel Struthers. He�s been here for years, andwill know a lot about both Harkness and Bragg. Do you think you canbe back here by four-thirty?�
�Can a duck waddle?� Cobb said.

Arrangements were quickly made for Cobb to takeMacaulay�s single-seater into the city proper. Young Cal Struthersharnessed the horse and supplied Cobb with a buffalo-robe and a furhat, as a sharp northwest wind had arisen and the temperature hadplummeted. Marc and Abel Struthers watched Cobb glide away, thenwalked slowly back to the Struthers� cottage.
Seated before a brisk fire, Marc andStruthers lit their pipes, and Marc began the interview.
�I�ll be candid, sir. Austin Bragg is asuspect in the poisoning of Graves Chilton. I need to know a fewthings about him, and I�d like you to be frank with me in responseto my queries.�
Struthers� heavy brows rose in mild surprise.He was a large man with craggy features, wind-burnt cheeks and anopen, kindly demeanour. �Hard to believe that, sir. Austin c�n be abit bull-headed an� full of himself at times, but he�s always beena reliable worker. Never been in trouble that I know of.�
�And I do hope we�re wrong about him,� Marcsaid, though he wasn�t sure he wished it so. �You may be able tohelp us eliminate him as a suspect.�
�Me? Well now, that don�t seempossible, does it? Cal an� me spend most of our time out here, faraway from the house an� the other staff. But I�ll do my best.�
�First of all, were Bragg and Giles Harknessfriends?�
Struthers relaxed a bit and said, �Well,that�s easy enough. Yes, they were good chums. Giles always wantedto be a house-servant like his older brother, Alfred, the butlerthat died. Giles was the one who took wood into the back-shed an�did any heavy liftin� about the kitchen. Sometimes, I know, he�dfollow Bragg about upstairs to get the hang of how things worked upthere.�
�Did his brother encourage him?�
�Not at all. Alfred was very strict aboutwhere our proper place was. Giles was a wonder with horses. Alfredthought he should stay out here where he belonged.�
�Did Bragg and Giles ever go to towntogether?�
�Only to church on Sundays. But they did gohuntin� together. An� sometimes I�d let them use this cottage whenthey had a Saturday afternoon off.�
�To do what?�
Struthers hesitated, then leaned forward andwhispered, �They had a fondness fer drink an� dicin� � nothin�serious, mind you, just a way to pass the afternoon and unwind abit. Mr. Macaulay didn�t allow the servants to drink on thepremises, except fer a glass of wine or beer at supper.� He leanedfarther forward and added, �I never seen either of �em reallydrunk.�
�Any particular kind of drink?�
�Oh, yeah. It was always sherry.�
Marc tried not to reveal the excitement hefelt. �I trust they were not taking it from Mr. Macaulay�scellar?�
�Oh no, never. Alfred kept strict track ofthat.�
�Where would they get it, then?�
�Giles got it from someplace in town. Henever said where.�
�I see. And as far as you know, Braggwouldn�t have taken sherry to his own room in the house?�
�Never saw him do so.�
�Did Bragg go to church last Sunday?�
�He went along with the rest of us.�
�Could he have had time to do some visitingwhile in town?�
�Could have. I took the Janes girls an�Prissy fer some coffee afterwards. Austin said he felt more like astroll. We all come back together about an hour later.�
�Was Bragg carrying anything with him?�
Struthers smiled. �If he did have a bottle onhim, it would�ve been well hidden in his big coat, so I couldn�tsay one way or another.�
�Could Bragg have left Elmgrove anytime onMonday or Tuesday?� (Chilton, Marc knew, had arrived on theprevious Thursday, so if any plot to murder him had been hatchedafter that, the window of opportunity had been small.)
�No way. I know when my horses�ve been used,an� Austin was kept far too busy to have had time to walk to town.He�s been here at Elmgrove since Sunday at two o�clock. An� we�vebeen so busy gettin� ready fer this gatherin� I doubt he could�vebeen off the property in the last two weeks, except ferchurch.�
Marc decided to change tack, grateful thatStruthers seemed incurious about the purpose or direction of hisquestions. �Yesterday afternoon Mr. Chilton asked Mr. Macaulay ifhe might be excused for half an hour or so while he came out hereto check on some discrepancy or other in regard to yoursupplies.�
Struthers frowned slightly but did not seemthreatened by the remark. �Oh, that. Big mix-up. I found themissin� bags of feed under some straw that Cal tossed over �em bymistake.�
�I see. So you and Chilton agreed on thetotal?�
�Not really. Cal told me about the problemlast night after supper, an� I went an� double-checked.�
Marc could not hide his surprise. �You�resaying that Chilton did not come here yesterday afternoon?�
�That�s right. And if he did, we didn�t seehim. I was in the barn all that time.�
Puzzling, Marc thought, as it had been Braggwho had served them coffee around two-thirty in the library, notChilton. Where had the butler been?
Marc thanked Struthers and began to walk backto the house. It looked now as if Bragg had had access not only tolaudanum but to Amontillado as well. If Bragg and Giles Harknessdid plot the death of the butler, they knew that only an expensivebrand of sherry could be used as a gift, a �peace offering� and adeadly bait. The exchange must have been made after church onSunday. And there were lots of places besides his room where a wilyservant could stash such a bit of contraband. Now, if Cobb couldjust pinpoint Harkness�s movements on Sunday last, they could beginclosing the net over Bragg.
As he left the shelter of the cedar windbreaktwenty paces past the stables, Marc felt the icy nor�wester on hisface and pulled the collar of his greatcoat up over his ears. Hewas glad it was Cobb who was braving the elements.
***
Mrs. Sturdy sat across from Cobb in an overstuffedeasy-chair and offered him what she took to be a lascivious smile.Its effect, however, was somewhat dimmed by the smoking cherootthat hung perilously at the edge of one thick lip and by thetarpaulin-sized dress she had arranged to flatter her numerouscurves � its crimson and yellow tulips rippling and winking in amost distracting manner. Her right hand lay plump upon the greasydoily of the chair-arm, grasping and regrasping a glass of gin sopotent Cobb thought he could hear it sizzle. He had accepted aglass of it from his enthusiastic hostess, but had not yet raisedit above waist level.
�I don�t often get company on a Fridayafternoon,� she was saying, �especially a handsome gentleman of thelaw.�
�I�ve come on official police business,� Cobbsaid with one eye on the precarious perch of the live cigar. �I amlooking for information on a boarder of yours, Giles Harkness.�
Mrs. Sturdy guffawed, and her cheroot landedon the rag rug beside her chair. She stamped it out with one savageblow of her leather slipper, as she said to Cobb, �I take it you�rereferrin� to the gentleman who puked all over yer boots onmy verandah a coupla weeks ago?� She raised her gin-glass towardsher mouth, but snorted so vehemently at her own witticism she hadto stop it mid-way and watch it splash across her lap. �God damnit!� she cried, still laughing. �I hate to waste the stuff on agood dress!�
But Cobb was not eyeing the gin-stain seepingamong the tulips. He was reminded once again of that incident onthe verandah: not the vomit on his boots but the threat thatHarkness had made. Cobb could not remember its precise nature, buthe knew it was made against Elmgrove and that it had been utteredin deadly earnest. It was clear now that Giles Harkness had to beconnected somehow with the murder of Graves Chilton. Even thoughHarkness could not have known the man, he must have viewed him as ausurper, and would have found a ready ally in Austin Bragg. Butwhen could they have met to collaborate?
�What can you tell me about Harkness?� Cobbasked after a pause, in which his hostess found time to lightanother cheroot with a nearby candle.
�Well, for one thing, he ain�t here,� shesaid, finally getting the gin where she had been aiming it, andcapping the pleasure with a hefty puff on the cheroot.
�You mean he�s left yer place?�
�I do. The bastard skedadelled a week agoSunday. Up an� left early in the mornin�, owin� me fifty cents rentmoney. If he ever shows his ugly mug here again, I�ll run his ballsthrough my sausage-grinder.�
Cobb sighed. Harkness apparently haddisappeared just two days after that Friday evening when Cobb haddragged him out of The Cock and Bull and dropped him on Mrs.Sturdy�s porch. This was not the sort of news Cobb wished to hear.�Any idea where he went?�
�I know exactly where he went.�
�Outta town?�
�All the way to Burford, a hundred milesoutta my reach!�
�How do you know this, if he just up an� tookoff?�
�Found a letter in his room, didn�t I? Seemssome farmer down that way raises a few horses an� heard our friendwas outta work. The letter invites him to come down an� try hishand at tamin� them broncos. But the only thing I ever seen himtame was a bottle of cheap sherry.�
�I�d like to see this letter, if Imight.�
�I�ll get it fer ya. Meanwhile, unbutton thatdreadful jacket an� make yerself comfortable.�
She got up with some difficulty and lumberedinto one of the nearby rooms. Cobb tried not to watch her tulipsshimmy. A minute later she came out with the letter. Cobb read itright through. It was definitely a job offer from one SimeonMortimer near the village of Burford.
�An� you�re sure he left town on account ofthis?�
�I�ve had two of his drinkin� pals lookin�out fer him. He ain�t appeared in any of his usualwaterin�-holes.�
Disappointed, Cobb realized there was littlemore to be gained here. At the door, he tried one last question.�Did Harkness ever have any contact, here or elsewhere, with afella named Austin Bragg?�
�Don�t know the name. An� Mr. Harkness didn�tentertain a lot.�
Cobb thanked her and headed down the porchsteps.
�Hey,� Mrs. Sturdy called after him, �youain�t touched yer drink!�
***
At four o�clock Marc could contain himself nolonger. He had spent a frustrating half-hour making notes on theinterview with Abel Struthers and then reading carefully throughthe notes Cobb had left from his morning downstairs. It simply hadto be Bragg. The disgruntled Tremblay was a possibility, of course,in that he could have taken the laudanum when he left the bathroomabout a quarter to ten, doctored the sherry he had cached in hisluggage, and slipped down to Chilton�s office after he heardLaFontaine come back. But the motive was weak. There were manyother ways in which Tremblay might wreck the negotiations, short ofmurdering the butler and risking the noose. Tremblay had beenthrough the wars, perhaps had killed even, but he had a needyfamily back in Quebec and had ambitious plans for his own future.Moreover, Marc did not want it to be him.
Marc decided he would not wait for Cobb withnews of a conspiracy between Bragg and Harkness: he would go toPrissy Finch and break Bragg�s alibi. He met Macaulay outside thebilliard-room, looking frayed and anxious.

�We�re getting close,� Marc said. �I need tofind Miss Finch right away.�
Macaulay seemed desperate to ask for details,but said evenly, �I sent her down to the kitchen for biscuits aminute ago.�
Marc headed for the servants quarters. As hewent down the stairs and pushed open the door to the kitchen, healmost knocked Prissy and her tray of sweets flying backwards.
�Oh, I�m sorry,� he said.
�Not to worry,� Prissy said quickly enough,but she was obviously flustered.
But not by the sudden appearance of thepolice interrogator: it was the scene behind her that had upset herand sent her hurrying towards the stairs. Hetty Janes was sittingin Mrs. Blodgett�s rocking-chair with a ten-fingered grip on itswooden arms. She was rocking furiously up and down, like a child inmid-tantrum, and tears were streaming down her face. Her sisterTillie was waving ineffectually at the rocker as it whizzed backand forth past her, and chanting, �It ain�t yer fault, Het, itain�t yer fault! You gotta stop!�
Before Marc could blink or say a word, Prissyhad scooted past him and up the stairs to the rotunda. In front ofhim, Hetty Janes � startled by the abrupt arrival of a tall,authoritative gentleman � stopped rocking. For several seconds theonly sounds in the room were the diminishing squeaks of the chairand the ritual snuffling of the distraught young woman.
�Oh, Mr.Edwards,� Tillie cried as she reachedout and finally brought the rocker to a halt. �You�ve come just intime!�
�I have?�
�Hetty has somethin� she�s gotta tell you,but we ain�t been able to quiet her down enough to have her utter asensible word. She keeps blamin� herself, which ain�t right.�
Hetty choked back a sob far enough to say, �Ijust hope we ain�t woke up Mrs. Blodgett. You mustn�t tell her,Til. Promise.�
�She won�t blame you anyways, Het. You knowthat, so there�s no need to carry on so. It ain�t the end of theworld.�
Marc took a couple of steps towards thesisters, who had momentarily forgotten him. �What isn�t the end ofthe world?� he said gently. �What is it you need to tell me,Hetty?�
Hetty blushed extravagantly, but was alreadyso red and blotched from weeping that it made little difference toher ravaged appearance. She looked at her sister: �Oh, I couldn�t,Til. You gotta do it for me.�
�I�d like one of you to tell me,� Marc said alittle less gently.
�It�s embarrassin� fer everybody,� Tilliesaid, �but it�s gotta be said. Mr. Edwards, Austin was fibbin� whenhe told you he spent the night with Prissy. He couldn�t have,because he never left Hetty�s bed, not fer one minute.�
Marc was speechless. The claim seemedincredible. Why would Bragg coerce or wheedle his fianc�e intolying for him if he had a ready-made alibi in Hetty Janes? More tothe point, would the too-handsome fellow deign to spend a night ofpassion with such a plain, thin little thing? Something was amisshere.
�I know what you�re thinkin�,� Tillie said.�But Prissy an� Austin had a dreadful row � we both heard it � an�Prissy went slammin� inta her room. Hetty says Austin saw her dooropen an� her peekin� out, an� he just sidled up an� eased her backinside. He was mad at Prissy an� he wanted to get even.�
Hetty began to snuffle again.
�He put his hand over her mouth an� � an� hadhis way with her,� Tillie said in a tone that conveyed bothamazement and outrage.
Marc wanted to ask why Hetty had not criedout, but suspected the answer would be too painful for everybodyconcerned.
�It was me who let him stay,� Hetty bawled.�I�m the one to blame. And I�m sure Prissy guessed what I done whenshe seen me in such a state next mornin�.�
�She won�t blame you, even if she has,�Tillie soothed. �If she hadn�t let that awful butler make eyes ather an� kiss her, none of this would�ve happened, would it?�
�So Austin Bragg never left your room afterten o�clock last night?� Marc said to Hetty, though the answer tothat question had already been made clear.
Hetty nodded, and dropped her eyes to herlap.
�But why would Austin and Prissy both lieabout what they were doing?�
Neither of the sisters answered, but in theirfaces Marc could discern the reason well enough: Bragg hadregretted his haste, did not want the world � or Prissy � to knowwhat he had �stooped� to, and had convinced Prissy that he neededan alibi because he had been �sleeping alone� in his own room.
�Thank you for being truthful,� Marc saidlamely, and slowly backed out of the kitchen. As he turned on thestairs, he heard Hetty say in a plaintive voice, �But it was sonice, Til, so nice.�
By the time he reached the rotunda a fewmoments later, it struck Marc that, unless Cobb had discoveredsomething of significance in Toronto, these new revelations had inall likelihood eliminated their prime suspect.
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�Jesus Christ on a donkey!� Cobb cried when Marcbroke the news to him at quarter to five in the library. �Ya meanto tell me we ain�t got the bugger by the short hairs no more?�
�Or any other hairs,� Marc said. �If thecrime was set up sometime between ten o�clock and midnight, aswe�ve surmised, then Austin Bragg is in the clear. But there�sstill Harkness, remember. Bragg could be part of a conspiracy.Though it�s not likely, the Amontillado could have been doctoredwith some other laudanum and given to Chilton long before lastnight.�
Cobb sighed, and let his dripping helmet dropto the carpet. �My news ain�t so good either.�
�Let�s hear it anyway. The only thing thatcounts, alas, is the truth.�
Cobb proceeded to give a detailed account ofhis visit with Mrs. Sturdy, leaving out only her allusion to thevomit on his boots.
�Burford?� Marc said when Cobb had finished.�It would take a day and a half to get there, check out Harkness�sstory, and get back here.�
�That�s the way I figure it too. But whatgood would it do? If I find the bugger there, then he�s more orless off the hook � bein� absent from the scene, so to speak, feralmost two weeks. And if he ain�t there, then that means he�s foundanother hidey-hole in Toronto, an� it could take us a month ofSundays to flush him out.�
�Quite right on both counts. But we may haveto go after him regardless if we can�t solve the case by Monday atnoon. What interests me right now is that threat he made againstMacaulay or Elmgrove in general. What better way to get even thanby murdering the man he viewed as his usurper and causing hismaster embarrassment or worse?�
�But when could Bragg an� Harkness have gottogether to dream up this plot? You said Struthers was sure Braggwas kept too busy to be gallivantin� off to the city.�
�There was a short period last Sunday whenBragg left his group after church and disappeared. I was countingon Harkness having been nearby to meet up with him. But all thesigns now indicate he was already in Burford. Damn! If we couldhave been given just a few more days � �
�Could you purr-sway Doc Withers intodelayin� the inquest?�
�Probably. But I�m certain our French guestswill have reached the end of their tolerance by then, and decide togo back to Quebec. We can hardly hold them here indefinitely � thatis, unless we accuse one of them of the crime.�
�Tremblay, fer instance?�
�He has not been struck off my list, butuntil we come up with a better motive than his unhappiness with our�economical� negotiations, as you so quaintly called them, I amloathe to even question him vigorously as a suspect.�
�The French gents�ll close ranks, yamean?�
�Something like that.�
Cobb picked up his helmet, shook the last ofthe melted snow off it (he had dropped it in a drift after aninelegant descent from Macaulay�s cutter) and set it on the table.�Well, where does all this leave us, then? Our prize fish haswriggled off the hook, we lost our bait, an� the hook itself islookin� a trifle bent.�
�We�ve still got the laudanum, Cobb. Thedisappearance of that bottle from the bathroom shelf afternine-thirty or so and the timely appearance of laudanum in a bottleof Amontillado three hours later can�t be mere coincidence, can it?And Macaulay says it was a fist-sized bottle with a long neck. Thewindows in Elmgrove have long been frozen shut. One of the servantscould easily have disposed of it, but if our killer is not Bragg,and is to be found among our guests, then that bottle is still inthis house.�
�So we oughta roust everybody outta the fancywing an� go rummagin� through it inch by inch?�
�If we have no luck by Sunday afternoon, Iintend to scour the place. Meantime, I�ll ask Macaulay to keep theguests indoors or, if they go walking, to accompany them. I�ll alsoask Prissy Finch to keep a sharp eye out when she�s tidying uptheir rooms. But for now, caution and discretion are still thewatchwords in that quarter.�
�Whatever you say, Major. But what about themmissin� pages ripped outta the lead-ger? I been wonderin�all along why Bragg would have cause to cart them off if he was thekiller.�
�I haven�t given that a lot of thought, butit�s a valid question all right. Remember, we did speculate thatChilton seemed overzealous and was keeping a critical eye on hisunderlings. Those pages could have contained damaging reports ontheir perceived peccadilloes.�
�But why put yer list of theirpeck-a-dillies in yer big fat accounts book?�
�It�s the one absolutely safe place for them.The upstairs servants move freely through all the rooms up here,including Chilton�s own quarters. Macaulay told me yesterday thatChilton was working late to bring the estate�s accounts up to datebecause they�d been neglected since Alfred�s death. Macaulaynormally checked the book every month or so, and in this case hewould have waited until Chilton had it ready for him. No-one, then,would have occasion or reason to consult it. Also, I noticed inyour notes that you unlocked the drawer in his office desk with thekey you found on his person and � �
�An� there was nothin� in it.�
�Because he kept only the ledger inthere, eh � locked away.�
Cobb�s face lit up. �Say, you don�t supposeall the servants are in on this, do you? Harkness givesBragg a bottle of Amontillado � somewhere, somehow � an� Bragg getsPrissy to snitch the loud-an�-numb, he spikes it, giveshimself an alibi with poor Hetty, an� then Prissy or Tillie sidlesup to Chilton�s office when the house settles down, say abouteleven o�clock, an� bats her lashes a bit an� says ever so sugary,�We chipped in to buy ya little present� an� so on. The otherservants know what�s up, but turn a blind eye an� help with eachother�s alibi.�
Marc smiled, genuinely amused despite thedesperateness of their situation. �A reasonable enough theory, oldfriend, but I was downstairs, as you were, and we were present tojudge for ourselves the strength and truth of the emotions wewitnessed there. Still, Prissy herself remains a possibility. Herevasiveness and her tears may well have much to do with guilt andregret.�
�Then we need to get to her soon.�
�Yes. We�ve got an hour before I�m to meetwith Robert and LaFontaine.�
�An� we ain�t talked to Mrs. Blodgett yet,have we?�
Marc, who had started to get up, sat backdown. �No, and we should do so before we beard Prissy. There is nochance that Mrs. Blodgett is part of a conspiracy that would in anyway harm Macaulay. She�s been here for two decades, and she andGarnet appear to be very close. And cooks always know what�s goingon in their domain. We need to ask her if she�s noticed anythingout of the ordinary down there. She�ll also know if Bragg wasabsent for any length of time over the past two or three weeks.She�ll be our honest broker.�
Cobb got up. �Then let�s head down there. Wegot less than an hour to come up with somethin� you can take intayer conflab at six.�
Marc nodded, and followed Cobb down the hall.Once again Macaulay popped out of the billiard-room, lookingknackered. �Any news?�
�We�ll have something by six,� Marc lied.�Right now, we�re hoping to interview Mrs. Blodgett.�
�Then you�re in luck. Finch just told meshe�s up, taking tea, and being her wonderful bossy self.�
Marc excused himself, and he and Cobbsprinted for the rotunda.

Mrs. Blodgett was seated comfortably in herrocking-chair, balancing a cup of tea and smiling up at hernursemaid, Tillie Janes. Hetty could be heard working somewhere inthe back shed, and humming to herself.
�Come right in, gentlemen,� Mrs. Blodgettsaid. �Tillie�s just made the tea. You�ll have a cup?�
�That�s kind of you,� Marc said, �butConstable Cobb and I would like to talk to you in private for a fewminutes before my meeting starts at six o�clock.�
�About the sad business upstairs, I take it?�she sighed. �Tillie�s been bringin� me up to date since I decidedto rejoin the livin�.�
Tillie looked anxious at this turn of events,but whether it was out of general concern for Mrs. Blodgett�sfragile health or something less noble, Marc could not tell.
�I�ll just go an� tidy up yer room, then,�Tillie said. �No need fer you to leave yer chair, is there?�
�Thanks, Til. You�ve been real good to an oldlady.�
Tillie smiled, patted her mistress on thewrist, and went back into the cook�s quarters.
�You sure you won�t have a cup of tea? Or amince tart?�
Cobb salivated, but resisted manfully.
�No, thank you,� Marc said. He drew a chairup beside the cook, who looked steadily at him as he said, �Firstof all, what we would like to learn from you has nothing to do withwhat you heard or saw last night, because we know you were in bedsuffering from your arthritis.�
�That I was, sir. I collapsed before thesupper was cleared away, an� the girls had to carry me into my bed.Tillie stayed with me, bless her.�
�We do think you might be able to help us inanother way, however,� Marc said.
�If you won�t find it too fatiguin�,� Cobbsaid gallantly.
Mrs. Blodgett chortled at this, and managedto slop a good deal of her tea onto her saucer. �My goodness. Lookat me! I ain�t felt this spry in months! I went to bed in terriblepain, but Tillie an� me prayed real hard an� the Good Lord blessedme with the longest an� deepest sleep I�ve had since I was a babe.I�m just disappointed I�ve got no supper to cook fer Mr. Macaulayan� his guests.�
Marc felt his stomach knot.
�You all right?� Mrs. Blodgett said.
�Did Tillie prepare a glass of camomile teafor you last night?� Marc said in a voice that alarmed the cook andsurprised Cobb.
�Yes, sir, she did. But why�re you lookin�like that? It wasn�t poisoned.�
�About a quarter to ten?�
�I wouldn�t know that fer sure, but it wasonly a few minutes after I was put to bed. I was moanin� an�carryin� on somethin� awful.�
To Cobb�s astonishment, Marc marched acrossthe room to the door of Mrs. Blodgett�s quarters and shouted,�Tillie! Please come out here!�
Then he walked slowly back to Cobb and Mrs.Blodgett, who stared open-mouthed at him.
�You lost yer marbles?� Cobb said.
Tillie came hesitantly into the room, herface a mask of fear.
�Tell us, Tillie,� Marc said sharply, �whatyou put in Mrs. Blodgett�s tea last night before she fell into adeep, painless sleep?�
Tillie began to tremble all over, but she didnot cry. She was made of sterner stuff than her younger sister. Sheignored her interrogator and said to Mrs. Blodgett, �I couldn�tstand to see you sufferin� so, ma�am. I know I shoulda got Mr.Macaulay�s permission first, but he was busy with his importantguests an� I just couldn�t bear watchin� you in such pain feranother night. I�m so sorry, so sorry � �
�Control yerself, girl!� Mrs. Blodgett cried,not unkindly. �The world ain�t comin� to an end. Just tell us whatyou done.�
It was Marc who responded: �She slipped up tothe bathroom off the rotunda � after Mr. Tremblay had left it andjust before the other guests arrived to retire � and brought backwith her the bottle containing Mrs. Macaulay�s laudanum.�
�Jesus!� Cobb breathed, then: �Pardon myFrench.�
�I followed the instructions, ma�am. I c�nread! I only give you a teaspoonful in yer tea. An� look at thewonders it worked! I don�t care if Mr. Macaulay sacks me, I don�t � �
�Nobody�s gonna get sacked,� Mrs. Blodgettsaid, taking Tillie�s hands into her own swollen, arthritic ones.�You�ve only used a wee bit of it, an� Mr. Macaulay was gonna havethe doctor see me tomorrow to get some medicine fer me, so there�snothin� to get upset about. You just leave everythin� to me.�
�Where is the bottle now?� Marc said.
�In the drawer of Mrs. Blodgett�s commode,�Tillie said warily, not completely convinced by her mistress�sassurances that she was truly out of danger. �Do you want me tofetch it?�
Marc sighed and looked bleakly at Cobb. Thenhe said to Mrs. Blodgett, �I�ll leave the matter in your capablehands, ma�am. In a way, you and Tillie have been helpful to ourinvestigation, though it would have been better if we had knownabout this sooner than later.�
The two women looked much relieved.
Marc and Cobb took their leave. Neither saida word until they were back in the library and seated before theirnotes once again.
�Well, Major,� Cobb said finally, �now we gotno loud-�an�-numb, no Bragg, no Harkness, no wine � an� noprospects.�
�It couldn�t get any worse, could it? TheAmontillado did contain a massive dose of laudanum, but it looksnow as if it was smuggled in here, probably in a small vial � easily hidden and easily disposed of. The wine could also have comein via someone�s luggage or much earlier with Bragg or any of theservants who attend church or market in town. We can�t be sure nowwhen the crime was initiated, that is to say, whenthe doctored sherry was actually handed to Chilton with maliceaforethought. It could have been given to him an hour after hearrived a week ago Thursday.�
�Well, there�s still Tremblay. He could�vebrought both things with him.�
�Possibly. But we haven�t got any compellingreason to grill him or ransack his room other than our desperationat having no other available target.�
�I�d say we just lost our fishin� line an�the pole to boot.�
�And I�m due to meet with LaFontaine andRobert in a few minutes. I�ve got nothing but bad news toreport.�
�We still got tomorrow an� Sunday.�
�Thank God. But I see no reason for you tostay here any longer. Why don�t you go home, say hello to Dora andthe children, and come back in the morning. Young Struthers candrive you in now and pick you up after breakfast.�
Cobb frowned. �You can�t get rid of me thateasy, Major. I�ll just hang around here till yer meetin�s over.I�ll fetch myself a few goodies from the dining-room an� sit herean� read through all these notes again. Besides, you may needsomebody to cheer you up after all the bad news has been doledout.�
�Thanks, Cobb,� Marc said, deeply moved bythe unqualified friendship of a man whom, despite hisrough-and-ready manners, Marc considered to be a truegentleman.
***
It had been just over twenty-four hours since thedelegates had completed their negotiations, and surprised eventhemselves that things had gone so well so quickly. But to Marc,seated between Louis LaFontaine and Robert Baldwin at the rosewooddavenport in the parlour, it seemed like an age, an age in whichthere had been a sea-change in the atmosphere and circumstance ofElmwood. Robert looked weary but not dispirited, after a day inwhich, against his nature, he had done his duty by helping Macaulayand Hincks entertain Bergeron and B�rub� at whist, piquet andbilliards. LaFontaine looked as he had from the outset: serious tothe point of self-absorption but acutely aware, in the silence hedrew around himself, of everything going on about him. And Marc,who had endured a fruitless, frustrating day found, to his surpriseand relief, that the moment he glanced at the two documents laidbefore him, he was able to move smoothly back into the sphere ofpolitical negotiation and, for a little while at least, forgetabout murder in all its ugliness. Robert and Louis did their partby refraining from quizzing him about the status of theinvestigation.
At Robert�s suggestion, Marc began by readingthe English summary of what had been agreed to yesterday in regardto principal policy initiatives and parliamentary strategies forthe new coalition. As he read out the English, clause by clause, hetranslated it into French for LaFontaine�s benefit. At severalpoints, LaFontaine interrupted to ask for clarification, which wasfollowed by a brief exchange between the two leaders by way oftheir translator. The fact that both men had put theirunquestioning trust in him was not lost upon Marc. Next, Marc readthrough LaFontaine�s French summary and translated it for Robert.Only two minor clarifications were required. No additions orcross-outs were asked for. These two men � of differing culture,religion and political experience � had grasped the essentials ofthe two-day negotiations and independently summarized them with anuncanny convergence. They seemed able to read each other�sthoughts. It boded well for the future.
The two leaders shook hands, pleased withtheir achievement.
The smile on Robert�s face, however, fadedslowly as he turned to Marc and nodded meaningfully.
Clearing his throat, Marc said, �Mr.LaFontaine, we feel obligated to ask all our members to come intothe room at this time in order that I may bring them up to date onthe murder investigation, a briefing I�m sure they have beenanxious to hear despite their admirable forbearance. In addition, Ihave some further news that may be disquieting in the extreme.�
�Which may affect your decision to sign theagreement,� Robert said carefully, and LaFontaine responded with aNapoleonic furrow of the brow.
Marc went out and with Macaulay�s helprounded up everybody concerned. When they were all seated and theexcited buzzing had diminished somewhat, Robert stood and announcedthat Marc had something to say about the investigation. The twodocuments, meanwhile, sat on the davenport nearby and were subjectto more than one curious glance from those assembled.
As the news affected the Quebecers mostdirectly, Marc spoke in French, trusting that Robert, Hincks andMacaulay would get the gist of his remarks. �I want to thankeveryone here for their patience and cooperation,� he began. �Whatyou deserve to know is that Constable Cobb and I have workeddiligently all day to track down the person or persons who poisonedGraves Chilton. We have developed some promising leads, which Icannot specify for obvious reasons, but I must be frank and tellyou that we will not be making an arrest any time this evening. Infact, our investigation may take us as far afield as Burford, avillage beyond Brantford, and require another day or two � atbest.�
�Are you saying we�ve got to stay here untilSunday!� Tremblay cried, and looked as if he were ready to punchanyone within range of his fists. �That�s outrageous, and absurd!You told us this morning we were not suspects! If not, then whyshould we be asked to hang about here?�
�Are we suspects?� inquired B�rub�,who had entered the parlour with the smile of a satisfied merchanton his face.
�It�s not that you are or are not suspects,�Marc said. �It�s something else. Our coroner, Dr. Angus Withers,has given the police until Monday noon to come up with the murdereror else he will call for an inquest later next week. He has alsoagreed to keep Chilton�s death under wraps, in deference to thedelicacy of the situation here, but in turn has declared all of usat Elmgrove, guests and staff, to be potential witnesses at theinquest.�
�You�ve got to be joking!� Tremblayspluttered.
�We cannot be put on a witness-stand,�Bergeron said, �before the public � in Toronto! Everythingwe�ve been doing here since Wednesday will be known! We�ll all beruined!�
�If we aren�t all discovered andexposed before then,� B�rub� said as his plump cheeksreddened. �How long can we stay here without somebodynoticing us?�
�The news of these � these negotiations willget back to Montreal long before we do!� Tremblay said, looking tohis colleagues for support. �Our enemies will be laughing up theirsleeves. Your Tories here will do the same.�
�Try to calm yourself, sir,� Macaulay said inhis fractured French.
�Kiss my arse!� Tremblay shouted in perfectEnglish. To Marc he said with slightly less vehemence, �You cannotkeep us here. Your coroner has served us no subpoenas. We shalldepart first thing in the morning.�
�There are no subpoenas, and won�t be untilMonday noon,� Marc said, �because Mr. Macaulay and I made agentleman�s agreement with Dr. Withers.�
�Your agreement, not ours!�
�Perhaps we should leave,� Bergeronsuggested, �while we can.�
�What�s another day?� B�rub� said with asideways glance at the unsigned documents.
�We�ve been told that this so-called alliancehas to be based on trust,� Tremblay carried on, �but what kind oftrust is it when gentlemen�s agreements are made behind our backsand we are told we are not suspects when it�s obvious we are?�
�Maurice, restrain yourself,� B�rub� said.�Please.�
Robert, who had got the import of these angryremarks if not their precise wording, looked over at LaFontaine andsaid, �Louis?�
LaFontaine stood up. The room fellsilent.
�There is no need for any of us to panic,� hesaid calmly. �My colleagues and I will be safe here until Sunday,and have been treated with kindness and generosity. I, too, sharetheir concerns about public exposure at an inquest. As a lawyer, Ialso am cognizant of the imperatives of a criminal investigation.As the crime was committed here, everyone in this house has to beconsidered a suspect, whatever his station. And that is as itshould be. After all, it is precisely the unearned privileges andautomatic entitlements of the established elite that we have comehere to oppose, so it would be the plainest hypocrisy for any of usto claim immunity simply because we are gentlemen.�
He paused while Marc quickly translated andhis followers stared at him with a kind of wary reverence � eventhe fiery Tremblay.
�A deal has been struck with the coroner,� hecontinued, �chiefly to protect us and the deliberations we havedistilled in those documents over there. We shall honour it byremaining here until Sunday evening, and offering the police ourfull cooperation. At that time, if there has been no charge laid, Ipropose we all meet again here in this room � to weigh ouroptions.�
�What about the accord?� B�rub� said.
�It cannot be signed this evening. The risksare too great for all of us. If we are exposed before Monday, thedocuments will have to be burned. With luck and God�s will, Sundayevening will see a murderer charged and an historic alliance sealedwith our signatures.�
At this stage, Marc felt that even Godwouldn�t lay odds on that happy outcome.
***
Garnet Macaulay joined the wake in the library assoon as he had seen his guests comfortably settled in thedining-room, where hot soup and cold chicken had been laid out. Heglanced at the pile of papers that Marc and Cobb were shufflingidly.
�At least we�ve got till Sunday night,�Macaulay said, sitting himself down with a world-weary sigh. �Didyou mean it, Marc, when you said you had some promising leads?�
�We did, Garnet, but they�ve fizzled out. I�mtrying to persuade Constable Cobb here to go home and get a goodnight�s sleep, and we�ll all start fresh in the morning.�
Cobb was riffling the pile of Marc�s noteslike a deck of cards. �While you were deliverin� the bad news, Iread through everythin� you jotted down here, Major, an� there�sonly one small item I�m puzzled about.�
�Only one?� Marc said.
�Way back near the beginnin�, you mentionsome reference letters from the butler�s betters back inEngland.�
�Yes,� Macaulay said, �I showed them toMarc.�
�I don�t see �em amongst these papers.�
Marc looked up quickly. �They�re in a drawerin my room. I glanced at them and then promptly forgot aboutthem.�
�Hard to see why they�d be important,�Macaulay said reluctantly.
�Yeah, we�re cluckin� at straws, ain�t we?�Cobb said.
�Nevertheless,� Marc said, �we�d be remiss innot going over them line by line. I�ll go and get them.�
Three minutes later Marc returned and droppedhalf a dozen letters on the table. �Let�s start reading. You neverknow.�
They each took a letter and began.
�This fella should�ve beencannon-ized, not murdered,� Cobb muttered. �I don�t believewhat I�m readin� here!�
�This one�s the same,� Macaulay said. �Yousee why I quit reading these after the first two or three? I justwrote Sir Godfrey and said, �Send the paragon to me!��
Marc muttered his agreement with thesesentiments, but a minute later cried out loud enough to make Cobbjump.
�What is it?� Macaulay said.
�It�s a routine letter from a TheodoreMontgomery about Chilton�s stint at his estate last summer.�
�Sir Theodore? He�s a high-court judge,�Macaulay said.
�Then I guess we ought to believe what he�swritten here at the end of a lengthy paean of praise. Listen tothis: �Graves Chilton is the most competent, thoroughly honest andtrustworthy servant I�ve ever had the pleasure of employing. Let meknow when he�s available again. My only complaint is that everyonce in a while the light from a chandelier will bounce off hisbald pate and damn near blind you! (ha! ha!)�.�
��Bald pate�?� Macaulay said, as if he hadmisheard the phrase.
�That�s what it says,� Marc replied, thetruth having already dawned upon him.
�What the hell�s goin� on here?� Cobb said.�Our corpse�s got a head full of orange hair, thicker�n a mink�scrotch!�
�What�s �goin� on�,� Marc said, �is this: we�ve had a butler murdered in his office, but it wasn�t GravesChilton.�
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�That can�t be,� Cobb said. �We searched his roomand it was full of the butler�s belongin�s.�
Macaulay could do nothing but look from Marcto Cobb, bewildered.
�Then we�d better have a closer look,� Marcsaid to Cobb. �We�ve got to start by taking the judge�s comment atface value: the butler who spent several months in his home was abald man named Chilton.�
They went down the hall to the butler�squarters, trying not to appear as dazed as they felt. Once inside,they turned out every pair of trousers, frock coat, morning coatand shirt to scrutinize the labels. Every one of them bore somereference to a London tailor or shop. They tore apart themonogrammed luggage in search of some telltale clue stuffed in apocket or lodged in a crease: with no luck. These wereunquestionably the belongings of one Graves Chilton, even if theman who had most recently possessed them was not.
�Maybe we got the lord�s letter wrong � somehow,� Cobb suggested as he looked forlornly at the thoroughlydishevelled sitting-room.
�I think we�ve got an even more puzzlingmystery on our hands,� Macaulay said miserably.
�Perhaps not,� Marc said. He was standing inthe open doorway of the butler�s bedroom, holding a good-weatherwalking-boot in one hand. �I examined this boot this morning,looking for the maker�s stamp and hoping to find a laudanum bottleor some equally significant piece of evidence inside it. At thetime I took this object here merely to be a black stocking jammedin the toe. But, as you can see, it�s not a stocking, it�s a � �
�Too-pate!� Cobb cried just asMacaulay gasped, �A hair-piece!�
Marc dangled the limp object between a thumband forefinger. �An expensive bit of wiggery,� he smiled, �tocamouflage a vain butler�s bald head.�
�It must have been hidden there by themurdered man when he found it in the stolen luggage,� Macaulayspeculated. �Either that or he hadn�t got around to needing theseparticular boots.�
�However it got here,� Marc said, �itcorroborates Sir Theodore�s claim. And that means � �
�We got ourselves a poisonedim-poseur,� Cobb said, grinning.

When they got back to the library, Macaulay and Cobbwaited patiently for Marc to begin making some sense of this new,baffling development.
�Now that we are ninety-nine percent certainwe are dealing with an impostor,� Marc began, �the question arises: how did this come about? And after that: why?�
�Well, I suppose this red-headed chap couldhave stolen Graves Chilton�s belongings, including any papers andletters, way back in England, and then boarded a ship for NewYork,� Macaulay suggested.
�In order to steal the man�s position here atElmgrove?� Marc said sceptically.
�Well, now,� Cobb said, �I reckon it�s acushy enough job hereabouts, but who�d risk robbery or worse justto get a job thousands of miles away in a foreign country?�
While Macaulay may have had some objection toone or two particulars in Cobb�s statement, he had to nod hisagreement with its main point.
�Quite so,� Marc said. �I believe thatexplanation is merely a remote possibility. So, let us assume thatthe real Graves Chilton got as far as New York. We do have a letterin what is purportedly his own handwriting from that city. And I�msure a comparison of that letter with the impostor�s handwriting inthe ledger will tell us one way or the other.�
�What then?� Cobb said.
�The letter you received, Garnet, was pennedin a New York Hotel, wasn�t it? And announced his safe arrivalthere. And told of his seasickness and the likelihood of his beingdelayed, if I remember rightly?�
�It did,� Macaulay said, pulling the letteritself from the pile they had left on the table. �And he appendedhis proposed itinerary, one that would have seen him arrive inKingston from New York State and, I quote, �on Tuesday with a viewto my catching the stagecoach there and arriving at Elmgrove thenext day, Wednesday the 16th�.�
He handed the letter to Marc, who perused itclosely. �The writing here is quite distinctive � slanted left andelongated.�
�So he was plannin� to get here a week agoWednesday?� Cobb said to Macaulay.
�Yes. But he didn�t actually arrive untillate on Thursday, did he? He must�ve got delayed somewhere in NewYork State.�
�Or delayed here in Upper Canada,� Marc saiddarkly. �It�s improbable that anyone would waylay a travellingEnglish butler and steal his clothing and effects in order to carryon and take up the fellow�s duties in Toronto � and do theambushing in an adjacent country. After all, Chilton was headinghere anyway. Why not wait till he got closer?�
�What are you suggesting, then?� Macaulaysaid.
�It seems logical to me that Chilton waswaylaid somewhere between here and Kingston in a move that wascarefully planned by someone who expected him along that route. Andthis someone � our murdered impostor being the most likelycandidate � wished to assume Chilton�s identity for reasons we haveyet to determine.�
�But how would the waylayer know the clotheswould fit?� Cobb asked. �The real Chilton come from England. Ourwaylayer couldn�t�ve seen him till he got here.�
�That may have been a happy coincidence,�Marc said. �All the impostor really required was the monogrammedluggage and the personal papers. He could have been prepared tosupply his own clothing.�
�Come to think of it,� Macaulay said, �Iremarked to Chilton � to the impostor, that is � that his suitsseemed to hang a bit loose on him. And he said, quite properly,that he had lost considerable weight due to his seasickness andtravel fatigue.�
Was he was able to convince you and yourstaff that he had been a butler in Sir Godfrey�s service inEngland?� asked Marc.
�He was certainly very English!� Macaulayreplied.
Marc did not pursue the matter furtherbecause he realized that Garnet�s amiable and trusting nature hadcontributed to the ease of the interloper�s deception.
�All this is well an� good,� Cobb grumbled,�but we�re talkin� here about somebody committin� a hangin�offence just to become Elmgrove�s butler!�
�You think the real Chilton�s dead?� Macaulaysaid, greatly shocked.
�He�d haveta be, wouldn�t he?� Cobb saidmatter-of-factly. �Stands to reason the impostor couldn�t carry onhis business here with the genuine butler likely to pop up at anymoment.�
�This is appalling,� Macaulay said with asharp intake of breath. �Two butlers, and both of them nowdead.�
�An� we ain�t likely to find poor Chilton�sbody till the snow melts,� Cobb pointed out. �If he was killed onthe Kingston Road, his corpse would�ve been tossed inta the bush ina four-foot drift. By the time the wolves or coyotes get throughwith it, only the bones�ll be left fer us to find.�
�But why?� Macaulay said. �Why wouldsomeone go to such desperate lengths to get himself into thishouse?�
There was a pregnant pause while the answerpresented itself inexorably to each of them.
It was Cobb who spoke first: �To spy on yereconomical mash-a-nations?�
�It has to be,� Macaulay breathed. �Somebodywas prepared to kill in order to infiltrate our deliberations thisweek.�
�Possibly,� Marc said slowly. �But that sortof operation would take a fair amount of planning. And remember,the impostor knew how to be a butler. Someone, probably more thanone person, recruited him and arranged for the takeover ofChilton�s identity.� Marc looked at Macaulay. �Who would know youhad hired a butler from England to replace Alfred?�
Macaulay sighed. �Half of Toronto. I made nosecret of it. I might even have told people in town when he wasexpected, more or less.�
�And that he was named Chilton?�
�I suppose so. Elizabeth and I socialize alot in town and I do business there most weeks. Everyone askedabout Alfred and how ever was I to replace him. Many of my Toryacquaintances would have known about Chilton, that�s for sure. Infact, knowing as I did that we were going to have our conferencehere this week, I went out of my way to suggest that everything outhere was normal. The last thing I wanted to do was to appearsecretive.�
�I understand,� Marc said. �But we�ve gotnothing concrete to go on here. The perpetrators of this fraudcould be anyone opposed to our views and plans.�
�An� how are we gonna find the spy�s killerif we don�t know who he is or who he�s been workin� for?� Cobbsaid.
�We�re assuming he was a spy,� Macaulaycontinued, �but I don�t for the life of me see how this phoneybutler could have determined what was being said in this room overthe past few days.�
�I can speculate how it was done,� Marc said.�The entrance-way to this room is recessed. The impostor could havestood within it with his ear pressed to the door and not have beenobserved by anyone farther down the hall or anyone crossing therotunda. And since the butler was the only servant allowed in hereto serve coffee or tea, there was little chance of his being takenby surprise from behind. If he did hear someone coming up the hall,all he had to do was bustle across to his office directly opposite- a perfectly natural action that would arouse no suspicion.�
�But a lot of our discussion was in Frenchand not always translated,� Macaulay pointed out.
�It�s entirely possible that the impostorunderstood French and kept that fact well hidden,� Marc said.
�So what do we do?� Cobb said, suppressing ayawn.
�Always begin with what you know or have inhand,� Marc said. �We can be pretty sure that Chilton wasintercepted between here and Kingston. My instinct suggests that itwould be even closer to Toronto than Kingston. Chilton wrote Garnetthat he was going to be travelling on Weller�s stagecoach. He wouldhave had fellow passengers. He would have been aboard no earlierthan Tuesday of last week and no later than Thursday, the day theimpostor arrived here in his stead. The real Chilton, a completelybald Englishman of slim build, would have been noted by passengersand driver, and certainly by the hosts of various inns where thesleigh stops en route. Following the usual schedule, the passengersdisembark at Cobourg and stay there overnight.�
�So what�re you sayin�?� Cobb inquired,beginning to sense the possibility of some positive action in lieuof this endless palaver.
�I believe we can discover exactly how farthe real Chilton got on that trip. At some point he vanishes, andanother chap pops up in his place. That can�t have happened withoutsomeone noticing when it occurred, even if nothing sinisterwas suspected at the time. With luck we�ll be able to pinpoint theprecise location.�
�Where there might be a body?� Cobb said.
�And possible witnesses to whatever happened.Even if we don�t find the body, we need to determine who theimpostor was. Until we do, we won�t be able to track down theperson or persons who collaborated with him.�
�That may be the way to catchChilton�s killers,� Macaulay said, �but we�ve got a biggerproblem right here and now: to charge somebody with theimpostor�s murder before Monday morning.�
�I can�t believe they are not connected,�Marc said. �And I don�t want to speculate how until we havemore hard facts.�
�But how can we get the facts we need beforeSunday night?�
Marc looked at Cobb. �By retracing theitinerary of Weller�s stagecoach, all the way to Kingston ifnecessary.�
�You want me to hit the road?� Cobb said withobvious delight.
�I do, old friend.� Marc turned to Macaulay.�Could you provide Cobb with a fast horse and cutter for a coupleof days?�
�Certainly. I�ll give him Ben. He�s not fastbut he can trot for miles without tiring or complaining.�
�Good. I think also that you should go inplain clothes,� Marc said to Cobb. �You have no jurisdiction as aconstable outside of Toronto anyway.�
�Alfred�s clothes will fit,� Macaulay said,eyeing Cobb�s muscled belly. �They�re in a trunk in my room.�
�What d�ya expect me to do once I get ontothe Kingston Road?� Cobb asked.
�Stop at every inn or wayside hutch you seeand simply say you have been hired by friends to find a missingman, one Graves Chilton. Find out if they happened to have spotteda bald English butler on board the stage when it stoppedthere � a week ago Tuesday, Wednesday or Thursday. At some point heis bound to have been noticed and then to have disappeared. Whenyou find that point, use all your investigative skills to determinewhat might have happened.�
�You said a couple of days?�
�Yes. I�d like you to get back here by Sundaynight, if you can, and no later than Monday afternoon. I�m hopingthat Angus will grant us a day�s extension, given these newdevelopments.�
�But I couldn�t get much past Cobourg an� beback by Sunday night,� Cobb said.
�Right. But I really don�t think you�ll haveto go any farther.�
�So we just wait,� Macaulay said, �andtry to keep our guests amused?�
�I�m sorry, but I think that�s what we haveto do. If we can confirm that the impostor was a deliberate plant,then we can reasonably assume that the motive for his murder was anattempt to silence him.�
�But that means � � Macaulay stoppedhimself.
�Yes. One of our guests becomes the mostlikely candidate.�
�Christ,� Macaulay sighed, �this is gettingworse by the second.�
�But we must not get ahead of ourselves.Cobb, I�d like you to leave at five tomorrow morning. With luck youcould reach Cobourg by late afternoon or early evening. And, ofcourse, you�ll need a place to sleep here tonight.�
�You can take the butler�s quarters,�Macaulay said to Cobb. �I�ll have Struthers fetched and tell him tohave the horse and cutter ready. I�ll have Finch pack you somelinens and toiletries for the journey, and Mrs. Blodgett canprepare some food for you to take along.�
�Thanks, Garnet,� Marc said. �You�ve been atower of strength all day, and I appreciate it.�
�So, if this imposin� fella really wasa spy,� Cobb said, �then we got an explanation fer them three pagesbein� ripped outta the lead-ger an� carted off before theyfell inta the wrong hands.�
�I just wish we could be absolutely sure hewas a spy,� Macaulay said.
Marc�s face lit up. �I think we candetermine that, Garnet. Right now.� He jumped to his feet. �Thosepages may be missing and long burned, but the killer didn�t realizehe may have left behind a trace element for us to read. Followme!�
With that, Marc dashed out into the hall,veered to his left, entered the parlour, scooted over to thefireplace, ran both hands across a charred log in the hearth, andthen brushed past his astonished colleagues still in the doorway.They turned in time see him enter the butler�s office, and followedhim in. There they were further astonished as he began to rub hisblackened fingers across the open pages of the ledger, which layexactly where they had left it this morning.
�You gone an� flipped yer wig?� Cobb said,coming up beside him.
Then he saw what Marc was doing, and chuckledappreciatively. As the charcoal was rubbed gently across the blankpage, the impressions left by a pencil having been pressed firmlyupon the page above it (now missing) began to emerge.
�A child�s trick,� Marc explained as theblurred outlines of letters and words became more and more visible.�We used it to leave secret messages for our friends.�
�Can you make out what was written on themissing page?� Macaulay asked anxiously.
�The impressions, as you can see, are notuniformly sharp and in places are not deep enough to be of any use,but, yes, I can make out quite a few words and phrases. And thehandwriting here is not even close to that of the New Yorkletter.�
�Well, that seals it, then,� Cobb said. �Wegot two dead Chiltons on our plate.�
�What about the content?� Macaulaysaid, leaning over Marc�s shoulder. �What was the impostorscribbling there?�
Marc was moving his lips silently as hestrained to bring some sense to what he was seeing.
�These aren�t my accounts, are they?�Macaulay said.
�No, they aren�t,� Marc said, whistlingsoftly. �I can�t make out any entire sentences, but I can seeenough to know that our impostor was recording the key points andconclusions of our discussions across the hall � in both Englishand French!�
�Well, don�t that beat all,� Cobb said.
Macaulay groaned. �This is terrible,terrible.�
�But the missin� pages are sure to be ashesby now,� Cobb suggested, not quite certain why Macaulay wasdistraught.
�If the motive was to remove those pages andsilence the spy who wrote on them,� Marc explained, �then our primesuspect has to be one of the negotiators, doesn�t it?�
�One of them French gents,� Cobb said.

Marc assured Macaulay that he would wait untilCobb�s return from the Kingston Road on Sunday or Monday beforeinterrogating any of the Quebecers or, for that matter, Robert orHincks, who technically shared their motive. Meantime, he wouldkeep his eyes and ears open for any further evidence, but that wasall. For they still had those historic documents ready to besigned: thus there was every reason to delay accusations orintrusive interrogations that would shatter the trust needed tolegitimate the terms of the accord and make them operable over thenext year or so. Somewhat relieved, Macaulay went off to round upclothes for Cobb and to arrange for the constable�s early-morninggetaway. Cobb himself went into the butler�s quarters to try andget some sleep.
Marc found Robert and Hincks in thebilliard-room.
�There�s been a development in the case,� hesaid quietly, not wishing to excite them unnecessarily. Both menwere looking exhausted, and very much dispirited.
�Thank God,� Robert said. �We�ve come so veryclose to our goal.�
�Yes, we have. But I�m afraid thisdevelopment will occasion a delay in the investigation � untilSunday at least.�
�That long?� Hincks said.
�I�m sending Cobb out of town on amission.�
�You�re after that malcontent, Harkness,aren�t you?�
�Giles Harkness has a powerful motive,� Marcsaid to avoid an outright lie. Macaulay had agreed to keep the newsof the impostor to himself, and Marc felt it best that no-one elseknow anything about the current direction of the investigation.
�And he would know how to get in and out ofhere without anyone being the wiser,� Hincks said, cautiouslyhopeful once again.
�You and Robert should go back to Torontotonight. There�s no reason for you to stay on, and your appearancein town carrying out your customary activities is the best defencewe have right now for keeping everything here at Elmgrove underwraps. Come back after church on Sunday, unless I send for youearlier.�
�You�ll stay on, then?� Robert said.
�Yes. I�ll give Garnet some help in amusingour guests, and I�ll keep on poking about � discreetly � forevidence. Would you mind letting Beth know about my plans? And askher to inform Dora Cobb that her husband will be away from home,possibly until Monday.�
�We�ll be happy to do that,� Robert said. Heput his hand on Marc�s shoulder. �I don�t know how we would managewithout you.�
Marc was touched, but he knew what they didnot: if Cobb was not successful on the Kingston Road and thepresent line of inquiry proved abortive, all that had been achievedthis week would be lost.

TWELVE

Marc was surprised that he fell into a sound sleepand woke up at eight o�clock on Saturday morning feeling almostrefreshed. It was eight-thirty when he arrived in the dining-roomamidst the aroma of sausages and coffee. But only Louis LaFontainewas seated at the table, just finishing his meal. He gave Marc anabbreviated smile and motioned him to an adjacent chair. Marcnodded, quickly poured himself a cup of coffee, and sat down.
�Where are the others?� Marc asked. �Or haveI outslept the entire household?�
Another smile, slightly broader. �I believeyou have at that. But, then, while you worked feverishly all dayyesterday, we spent the time pretending not to worry.�
�I suggested that Robert and Francis go hometo their families until Sunday afternoon. Cobb and I have takenstatements from them, so there is little more they can do here � until. .�
�Until you and Mr. Cobb catch themurderer.�
�Yes.�
�Please don�t fuss unnecessarily about us.Mrs. Macaulay, it turns out, has an extensive collection of Frenchbooks � novels, poetry, and political tracts. Whenever you do notrequire the library for your investigation, our host has invited usto read there or in the beautiful parlour or in the privacy of ourrooms.�
�I won�t be using the library, and ConstableCobb is off investigating in the city. I trust you�ll have a quietday.�
LaFontaine excused himself and left Marc tohis breakfast. A few minutes later Prissy Finch appeared in thedoorway. Marc assumed she was here to clear away dishes and checkthe food supply, but she stood still, hands behind her back, andlooked over at him uncertainly.
�Come in, Miss Finch. You�ll not bedisturbing me. I�m almost done.�
�Prissy,� she said. �Everybody calls mePrissy.�
�Did you wish to talk to me?�
Prissy nodded, and took several small stepstowards the table.
�I�m sorry you and Austin had to get tangledup in the investigation.,� Marc said. �But you know, don�t you,that you should not have lied to us, even to protect yourfianc�.�
Prissy reddened slightly. �He ain�t my fianc�no more. And I�m very very sorry I lied about where he was onThursday night.�
�I see. Then you do know that he and � �
�I do. We ain�t got many secrets downstairs.And I know he did it because of what I did with poor Mr.Chilton.�
�Why did you lie for him, then, if youalready knew he didn�t need an alibi?�
Prissy looked down at her shoes. �I didn�twant everybody � up here � knowin� what he did with poor Hetty. AndI was certain Austin had nothin� to do with poisonin� Mr. Chilton.Don�t you see, sir, Austin got even with me, not the butler.That�s his way.�
�But if you loved Austin, why did you letChilton press his affections on you?�
Prissy looked up and, with a touch ofdefiance, said, �Austin wasn�t payin� me much attention lately. Hewas upset that Giles run off an� he didn�t like anybody takin�Alfred�s place. I�I only wanted to make him a little bitjealous.�
Marc said very gently, �Perhaps he was tryingto make you a little jealous by sleeping with Hetty?�
�You�re kind to think that and I�d like tobelieve it,� she said, coming right up to the table, �but I comehere fer another reason. I found somethin� you need to see.� Frombehind her back she brought out a wine bottle.
�Where did you find that?� Marc asked, eyeingthe label.
�I was tidyin� up Mr. Bergeron�s room a fewminutes ago and I found this bottle stuffed inside one of his bigpillows when I went to fluff it up.�
Marc took the object from her. It was a litreof sherry, partially consumed and recorked.
�Thank you, Prissy. You�ve done well.�
�I gotta do a lot of things awfully well tomake up fer the mess I made downstairs,� she said, and turnedtowards the door so that Marc would not see her tears.

Erneste Bergeron was sitting peacefully in aneasy-chair in the parlour, smoking a pipe and taking in thesnowscape beyond the French doors. He glanced up as Marc came upbeside him with the sherry bottle in plain view.
�This is yours, I believe,� Marc said evenly.
Bergeron�s only response was a deep sigh. Hemotioned for Marc to sit in the chair nearest him and said with anembarrassed smile, �I feel so very foolish, Mr. Edwards. It was astupid thing to do � hiding my wine in a pillow � but I had amoment of panic when I heard the butler had been poisoned bydrinking sherry laced with laudanum.�
�But you must have soon learned it wasAmontillado? Everybody else seemed to know.�
�Yes, I did.�
�And this is a hunting sherry � one youbrought with you, I assume, because it doesn�t match the brandMacaulay has been serving.�
�That�s right. I have trouble sleeping, asyou know, and at home I take a glass of this sherry before Iretire. I knew Mr. Macaulay would have sherry in his stores, but Ithought my own brand would be better � for me.�
�I still don�t see why you hid it fromus.�
�That�s simple, or so it seemed yesterday.You see, I came here very uncertain of the kind of allianceLaFontaine was hoping for. I knew about the attempts here to keepUpper Canada a secular state and to veto any sort of establishedchurch. I am deeply religious, and I feared for my own church andits schools.�
�And then you got to observe the Anti-Christfirsthand across the negotiating table,� Marc smiled.
�Yes. Mr. Baldwin is obviously a devoutChristian, an Anglican even. I believed him when he said ourreligions would be protected. And I passionately wished to see theeconomic reforms proposed in our meetings come to fruition. So,when the butler was found dead, and a bottle of sherry withlaudanum in it suspected as the instrument of his death, I fearedthat my weakness for sherry and the bottle in my luggage � alongwith the access I had to the laudanum in the bathroom � would castsuspicion our way and, in the least, break the bonds of trust wehad so painstakingly established. I know it seems foolish inretrospect, but I went immediately to my room and hid my sherrywhere I thought no-one would find it � in a decorative pillow thathadn�t ever been used as far as I could tell. But the maid was tooconscientious. She insisted on fluffing up all the pillows in myroom whether they needed it or not.�
�That must have been her doing,� Marc saidcarefully, �because I assure you I have not asked that your roomsbe searched.�
�So you are now looking outside the estatefor the culprit?� Bergeron said hopefully.
Marc offered him a noncommittal nod.
�I do hope you�ll forgive my foolishfears.�
�I already have,� Marc said, then rosequietly and left the room.
Well, he thought as he headed down the hallin search of Macaulay, Bergeron could now almost certainly beeliminated as a suspect. His enthusiasm for the alliance wasundoubtedly genuine, as was his religious fervour. It was hard toenvision him poisoning the impostor, even if he somehow discoveredhe was a spy, making off with the three-page summary of theproceedings, and hiding an irrelevant sherry bottle ineptly in hisown room. LaFontaine � like Robert, Hincks and Macaulay � was noteven in the picture. And the servants likewise. Even Bragg, ifPrissy was correct, was more into petty revenge than deadlyconspiracies. That left Tremblay and B�rub�. Somehow before Cobbreturned on Sunday, Marc would have to develop a tactful strategyfor bearding those two.
Unless, of course, Cobb were to unearth freshand convincing evidence of another kind. And Marc had learned neverto underestimate his partner and friend.
***
It was pitch-dark when Cobb guided Ben and thetwo-man cutter out of Elmgrove and onto the Kingston Road.Fortunately the six-year-old horse that Struthers had introducedhim to outside the stables was a mixed breed that combinedendurance and reasonable speed. �Give him his head and he�ll getyou where you�re goin� on his own time. He won�t need feedin� an�waterin� every five miles,� Struthers had advised. So Cobb did justthat. It was not often that he took the reins of a sleigh or acarriage, as in town he walked wherever he needed to go. Once in awhile the police would commandeer a vehicle from one of the locallivery stables or, on a rare occasions, a saddled mount. But Cobbhad been raised on a farm outside Woodstock, and although hisfather sometimes let them drive the Percheron team to church andback, he and his brother Larry (christened Laertes) would hitchthem up whenever Papa was off on an errand to the neighbours andrace down the back lane pretending they were Ben-Hur among theRomans. No such boyish temptation presented itself this day,however. Cobourg was about seventy meandering miles away, and hemight have a dozen stops to make before he got there late in theday. Instead, he tied off the reins and left his progress to Ben�sexperience and judgement. This stratagem allowed him to beginsampling the hamper of delectables prepared for him by Mrs.Blodgett and the Janes sisters.
A couple of miles out of town, just beyondScaddings bridge over the Don River, sat a rough log tavernoperated by Polonius Mitchum. Although it was unlikely that thereal Graves Chilton had got this close to Elmgrove before beingwaylaid and robbed of his identity, Cobb decided to stop there andtry out his cover story. At five-thirty in the morning, only theostler would be up with the animals, but that was the man he wantedto see.
As he anticipated, the ostler did recallevery occasion the Weller stage had stopped at Mitchum�s over thepast two weeks. Not often, of course, and only when some passengeror other insisted on stopping for reasons of thirst or intestinalemergencies. However, like most ostlers and stablemen, this fellowhad a keen eye for faces and eccentricities among stagecoachpassengers. Unfortunately, on the Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursdayof the previous week, there had been no stops made. And before theTuesday in question, he was certain no-one fitting Chilton�sdescription (bald or otherwise) had been among the paying customerswho did stop.
Confident now that his pretending to be acousin of Chilton�s on the lookout for a butler who hadn�t arrivedwhen scheduled to, Cobb pointed Ben east along the Kingston Highwaythrough the snowbound bush of Upper Canada. The road itself, morelike an exaggerated lumber trail, weaved its way aroundimpenetrable clumps of hardwoods, stretches of stubborn evergreen,frozen swamps, and rigid outcroppings of rock. But as no snow hadfallen since Thursday evening�s brief squall, the roadbed waspacked flat and icy. Ben clopped along at a sprightly pace whilethe runners hummed behind him.
Just as the sun was rising above the treelineabout seven o�clock, Cob spotted a square-timber dwelling built tooclose to the road to be merely a farmhouse. He pulled up in front,and was pleased to see a sign scrawled in chalk above the ricketydoor:

DЯINK & FOOD

Through an oil-paper window, he spied a flicker oflight.
A stout woman with a friendly face blemishedby the elements (or too much of the inn�s liquid product) came outto greet him, blowing clouds of her own breath before her.
�What�re ya doin� on the road this early,young fella?� she boomed, wrapping her shawl more snugly about herthroat.
�I�m on a mission to find my missin� cousin,�Cobb said.
�Well, I ain�t got yer cousin inside, but Igot plenty of stuff to stoke yer vitals!�
Cobb was happy to pay for a small whiskey,despite the dingy interior of the hovel and a glass that had neverbeen baptized with soap. And his hostess was just as happy totalk.
�Weller�s sleigh usually stops here comin�an� goin�,� she said in reply to his opening query. �A week agoTuesday, you say? Now let me think. Yes, that was the day the younglady puked all over my welcome rug. There was only two other riderswith her, her husband and an elderly gent.�
�And the next day, the Wednesday?�
�That�s easy. There were four passengers: avery chatty merchant gentleman from Montreal, headin� to the bigcity, he said, to sign some paper or other that�d make him rich.But I let all that sort of braggin� roll off like water down aduck�s ass. An� there was a girl with a club foot, got on atCobourg, I think, along with her mother and uncle.�
�What about Thursday?� Cobb asked, knowing ashe did that the impostor was spotted by young Cal Struthers gettingoff Weller�s stage late Thursday afternoon.
�You�re expectin� me to remember an awfullot, ain�t ya?�
�What if I was to buy a jug of yer hooch?Would that re-gress yer memory?�
�Might do the trick,� she chortled as shegave his gentlemanly duds a further appraising look. �Let me see.. It was Thursday of last week when Danny Stokes the driverpulled in with a near-lame horse. My husband � least that�s what hecalls himself � helped him put a new shoe on her. The passengersall sampled my wares except fer this well-dressed fella who talkedwith a ten-dollar accent. Coulda been English. He turned his noseup at my hot biscuits.�
�Was he bald-headed?�
�Yer cousin was hairless, was he?�
�Bald as a bull�swhatchamacallits.�
�Well, this fella kept his fancy hat on in amost unmannerly way, but I could see his greasy orange hairstickin� out from under it.�
�Then that wouldn�t�ve been my cousinGraves,� Cobb said. He gave her a quarter for a jug of her homemadewhiskey, thanked her, and headed back out into the cold � mightilypleased with his efforts in there. For he now knew that the realGraves Chilton had not got this far, that somewhere east of thispoint the red-headed impostor had pounced.
�Let�s go, Ben. We got a ways to travelyet.�
***
Marc spent the rest of Saturday morning in his roomgoing over the accumulated notes he and Cobb had made on the case.He was looking for any angle they might have overlooked or anyquestions they might have failed to ask. They had not pressed theStruthers, father and son, very hard, particularly in light of thefact that they seemed to be the only employees on the estate whohad ready access to the outside or were unaccountable in generalfor their whereabouts. But they had no discernible motive, and ofall the persons resident in Elmgrove this week, they seemed theleast perturbed by the events in the manor house. But something wasdefinitely niggling at the back of his mind, some fact or other hehad not viewed from every possible vantage-point. But two hoursspent poring over these notes did nothing to bring it to light.
At one o�clock he went to the dining-room forsome lunch, and was relieved to find only Garnet Macaulay there. Helooked haggard, but did his best to greet Marc with a smile.
�I don�t think I could play another game ofbackgammon or piquet without having a brain seizure,� he said,poking at a soft-boiled egg.
�That bad, eh?� Marc said, sitting down.
�It�s B�rub�. He�s mercilessly sociable.LaFontaine is quite content in the library reading back issues ofHincks�s Examiner and the Tory Gazette. Bergeron isreading in the parlour. But I was unable to get away from B�rub�and the games table � that is, until I got an inspiration.�
�Which was?�
�To find him a risqu� French novel fromElizabeth�s collection. He�s reading it in the sanctity of hisbedchamber. Thank the Lord for minor mercies, eh?�
�What about Tremblay?�
�Well, he brooded in his room all morning,but fifteen minutes ago he came down and asked me for a pair ofraquettes.�
�Snowshoes?�
�Right. I took him to the back shed andoutfitted him with a pair, a huge wool sweater, and a tuque. Seemshe did a lot of snowshoeing back home.�
�And he�s gone off on his own?� Marc said,letting his alarm show.
�Oh, don�t worry, Marc. I helped him dressfor the outdoors. He wasn�t concealing anything contraband on hisperson, and I doubt he�ll attempt to snowshoe all the way toMontreal.�
�I suppose blowing off a little steam throughphysical exertion can�t do him any harm.�
�Why don�t you slip home for a few hours?�Macaulay suggested. �If you�re worried about being spotted cominginto town from this vicinity, you could take my saddle-horse andhead out the back way.�
�The back way?�
�Yes. You�ll recall the lumber road that youarrived on just to the north of Elmgrove. Well, it soon turns intoa narrow Indian trail, not wide enough for a sleigh but suitablefor a horse and rider. It comes out of the woods at a swamp � nowfrozen solid � where Parliament Street now ends. You could ridedown to your cottage from that direction.�
Marc laughed. �I haven�t been seen in townriding a horse since I left the army two years ago. To say I�d benoticed would be an understatement. Thanks anyway, but I�ll takethe usual route.�
�As long as you�ll go and get away from thisplace for a while,� Macaulay said with evident relief. �I�ll haveStruthers bring a small cutter around to the front door in fifteenminutes.�
Marc thanked Macaulay, and while he went offto find Struthers, Marc had some lunch and thought about what hemight do in the city, in addition to spending some time with Bethand Maggie. It would be useful, he decided, to seek out NestorPeck, Cobb�s most reliable snitch, and have him and his cronies tryto trace the movements of Giles Harkness over the past two weeksand, if possible, determine his present whereabouts.
By the time the horse and cutter drew up atthe front door, Marc had packed his grip (with soiled clothes) andpulled on his outdoor things. He stepped out into the cold, clearafternoon, thanked Abel Struthers, and hopped up into the cutter.It felt good to be outdoors and on the move after theclaustrophobia of Elmgrove. He snapped the reins and the horsebegan to trot smartly up Macaulay�s driveway towards the KingstonRoad. The driveway wound its way among spruce and cedar, theirboughs still glistening and pristine with snow.
He was in sight of the highway when he hearda strange sound coming from the grove of evergreens on his right.He drew back on the reins. There it was again. It seemed to be alone blue jay shrieking, as they sometimes did in the early spring: sharp and insistent. With the cutter stopped and the horse standingstill, the woods around Marc became eerily silent � until thejay-shriek came again.
�Au secours! Au secours!�
Not a bird at all, but someone crying outdesperately in French, crying for help. Marc knew he could not getthe horse and cutter through the evergreens, so he jumped down andploughed straight towards the cry, which, after a brief pause,started up again � somewhat fainter than before. The drifts werethree- or four-feet deep, and Marc found himself floundering inthem up to his thighs. It was easy to see why the locals resortedto snowshoes to travel anywhere off the roads or trails. In lessthan a minute he had become winded and, despite the piteous andfading cries ahead, he was forced to stop and catch his breath.
�It�s all right! I�m coming to help!� heshouted in French.
Several minutes later, panting and sweating,Marc thrashed his way past a bushy cedar-tree and spotted thesource of the cry for help. Maurice Tremblay lay on his back in ahuge drift. One leg � still snowshoed � was sticking up in the airand being shaken about as if it were trying to get a purchase onthe air itself. The other was, apparently, twisted underneath himat an unnatural angle. He�s tipped over and sprained or broken hisleft ankle, was Marc�s thought as he pushed his way the final fewyards to the stricken man.
�Don�t try to speak,� Marc said firmly. �I�mhere to help. I�ve got a sleigh nearby on the driveway. If you canstand it, I�m going to lift you onto my back and carry youthere.�
Tremblay, his face white and contorted,nodded, then grimaced horribly and sighed against the pain tearingup through his injured leg.
Marc quickly removed the raquette from thesound right foot, then got behind Tremblay and very gently liftedhim upright. But as the bent leg and twisted ankle straightened outwith the rest of his body, Tremblay screamed in agony, and theshock of his scream almost sent Marc toppling. Realizing that itwould be too painful to try and remove the other snowshoe, Marcsimply eased himself around Tremblay�s body, squatted down, andheaved him up onto his shoulders, pick-a-back.
As he staggered forward with his burden, Marccould feel the man�s trembling and his hot, wheezing, pain-drivenbreath on the back of his neck. The extra weight caused Marc tosink even deeper in the drifts as he made his way back towards thecutter. At times he sank up to his hips, and had to use onemittened hand to paw a path through the snow ahead while balancingTremblay and steadying him with the other one. Soon Marc�sbreathing became heavy and tortured. His chest tightened and burnedas he gasped at the icy air. He lost count of the number of timeshe had to pause and rest, while Tremblay continued to whimperpitifully. Perhaps he should have driven back to the house andgotten a sled or toboggan, and expert assistance, Marc thought. ButTremblay�s suffering had been acute and the cutter had seemed sonear.
Finally, Marc staggered onto the firmer snowof the driveway, almost tipped over, righted himself and, using thelast reserves of his strength, eased Tremblay across the cutter�sleather seat. He set the injured leg down tenderly and beganunlacing the raquette. Tremblay�s cries had now become a single,heart-wrenching moan.
Marc took the reins and stood up behind theseat to guide the horse. He was forced to take the cutter out ontothe Kingston Road in order to get it turned around, after which hewas able, at last, to transport Maurice Tremblay back to themanor-house and whatever comforts it might offer.

�It�s not broken,� Macaulay informed Marc, who wassitting in the kitchen being pampered by Hetty and Tillie Janes.�It�s a severe sprain, which is often a damn sight more painfulthan a clean break.�
�He�s settled in his room, then?� Marc said,waving off another cup of tea from Tillie.
�Mrs. Blodgett�s been her usual wonderfulself. She poured brandy down his throat, probed for breaks, foundnone, packed the ankle in ice, and made him put it up on a highstool. When the swelling goes down, she�ll wrap it tightly or applya splint. Meantime, she�s given him a dose of laudanum.� He smiledand added, �From her private supply.�
�Well, that�s a relief,� Marc said. �It�shard to think what else could go wrong, eh?�
�By the way, Marc, Tremblay wishes to speakwith you � now, before the sedative takes effect.�
�I�ll go right up,� Marc said, putting downhis teacup and giving the sisters a grateful smile.
Upstairs, Marc found Tremblay sitting in achair with his leg propped up on a pillowed stool. He was lookingsomewhat dazed, and barely able to open his eyes wide enough totake in his visitor. He gave Marc as broad a smile as he couldmuster.
�I�m pleased to hear that your injury was notas serious as we thought it might be,� Marc said. �You�ll be ingood hands here, at any rate.�
�I wanted to thank you personally,� Tremblaysaid, looking straight at Marc as he spoke. �What you did out therewas courageous and very � very generous.�
�I did what anyone would do in thecircumstances,� Marc said, meaning it.
�After the way I have treated you and yourcolleagues, and abused our host�s hospitality, I could not haveblamed you for driving on and leaving me to my own devices. Whowould have known if you had? I wish to apologize with allsincerity, and hope you will convey my apologies to Mr. Macaulayand the others.�
�I will make certain of it.�
�I have been in turmoil all week,� Tremblaysaid, fighting hard against the onset of the sleep his body wasdemanding. �I have had to admit to myself the logic of many of thearguments put forth on both sides of our discussions, but have beenunable to put aside the kind of hate and outrage that has built upin me since the failure of the rebellion. This surprised me, andmade me even more difficult to get along with.�
�I do understand.�
�I wish you every success in yourinvestigation.�
�Thank you. Now I�ll leave you to rest.�
Tremblay had already closed his eyes.
In the hall, Marc joined Macaulay, and asthey descended the stairs, Marc said, �I think we may have done ourcause some good in that quarter.�
�I�m sure you�re right, Marc. Now it�s timefor you to do some good for yourself. Go home to Beth and Maggie � this minute!�
***
Cobb estimated that there were fewer than two hoursof daylight remaining as he left the village of Port Hope. He hadbeen on the road for almost twelve hours, and had made five or sixstops along the way. At three of them he had been given reliableinformation that confirmed the east-to-west progress of thered-headed impostor in Weller�s stagecoach on the Thursdayafternoon of the week past. Exhausted as he was, and disappointedthat the spot where the ambush and exchange of identities occurredseemed to be farther east than he had hoped, Cobb was determined toreach Cobourg before he gave up for the day. He debated urging Beninto a brisk canter, but the horse had been wonderful throughoutthe arduous journey, requiring only brief respites and twofeedbags, and not once complaining � as long as he was permitted toset his own steady pace.
So, Cobb just closed his eyes and dozed asthe cutter skidded and bumped along the province�s principalthoroughfare. He awoke with a start when the motion of the sleighceased abruptly, and was surprised to find himself parked in frontof a commercial building on the main street of Cobourg. Hepersuaded Ben to go one block farther to the hitching-post besidethe verandah of The Cobourg Hotel. In the foyer he was warmlygreeted by the proprietor, who introduced himself as Seth Martin.It was clear from his effusive manner that he had interpreted thefine cast of Alfred Harkness�s overcoat, calfskin gloves and tooledleather boots as indications of affluence � despite contrary signsin the gentleman�s rough-hewn, weather-beaten face.
�Will you be staying the night, Mr. Cobb?� heenthused. �We serve a supper here that�s the talk of thecounty.�
�I�m sure it is,� Cobb said generously.�Whether I stay or not depends on the information you may have forme.�
�You�d like a rundown on the beauty spots ofour region?�
Cobb went straight to the point. He waslooking for his missing cousin, a young Englishman, lost somewhereen route from New York to Toronto a week ago. �Your hotel is wherethe Weller�s passengers from Kingston stop overnight before makin�a run fer Toronto, ain�t it?�
Martin winced at the gentleman�s grammar, butdid his duty. �It is, Mr. Cobb. That it is.�
�Think back to a week ago Tuesday. When thesleigh got here in the late afternoon, was there on it awell-dressed young gentleman of slim build with an Englishaccent?�
Proprietor Martin squeezed his eyes shut toponder the question. �That was the day the driver come in here withtwo frozen fingers, so I remember it well. No, yer cousincouldn�t�ve been on it because only one passenger got off an�stayed over. A merchant chap from Montreal. Very talkative. I puthim in the Queen�s Suite upstairs.�
�An� the coach leaves fer Toronto the nextmornin�?�
�It does. This gent got on by himself thatparticular Wednesday, I recall. Nobody from here was headin� to thecity, I guess.�
�What about the next coach, later onWednesday afternoon?�
�Let me see. Four or five passengers, butthey all live around these parts. None of �em stayed here.�
Cobb was puzzled. If the impostor had got offat Elmgrove late Thursday � and he was seen doing so � then heshould have been among this group of arrivals on Wednesdayafternoon and should have stayed overnight in the hotel inpreparation for the Thursday morning run to Toronto.
�So you�re sayin� nobody got on board hereThursday mornin�?�
�Not quite. Three of our locals boarded forToronto, an� then a few minutes before nine o�clock, a cutter comesracin� up and a gentleman hops out. The driver of the cutter is bigBrutus Glatt from the inn up the road. He hauls the gent�s luggageaboard, an� the gent then gets in.�
�What did he look like, this gent?�
�Well now, it coulda been yer cousin. Slimfella with fancy duds. Youngish. Didn�t hear him talk enough totell what his accent was.�
�Did he have a full head of hair? Reddishhair? Or was he bald maybe?�
�Normally I�d recall somethin� like that, buthe was wearin� a tall hat an� was all swaddled up against the cold.I couldn�t say one way or the other. Sorry.�
So was Cobb. Was this man Graves Chilton? Ifso, then the exchange of identities must have taken place somewherebetween here and Port Hope, where the red-headed impostor haddefinitely been noted on that same Thursday stage by the innkeeperthere (the impostor�s hat having fallen off far enough to exposethat garish and memorable mane).
�You could always check with the driver,�Martin suggested. �He�ll be comin� this way again on Monday.�
�I really need to find him before then,� Cobbsaid.
�Well, I didn�t ask Brutus � an� he couldn�tanswer if I did � about the gent�s sudden arrival, but if he drovehim from the inn where he works, then I�d say the gent spent thenight there an� then dashed the five miles from there to here nextmornin� in time to catch the stage.�
�That sounds reasonable.�
�And if he did sleep in the inn, then Mrs.Jiggins, who runs the place, would surely know if the chap mightabeen yer cousin.�
Cobb felt a surge of adrenalin through hisfatigue. �You�re right. I better go right there and ask, before itgets too dark or starts to snow.�
�You won�t take some supper, then?�
�If I find my cousin,� Cobb said smoothly,�we�ll both come back here an� have a meal to celebrate.�
Seth Martin, with an eye on the prize, heldthe door open for the nattily attired, unlettered gentleman.

It was fully dark when Cobb drew his weary horse toa halt before The Pine Knot Inn. Seconds later, the double doorsflew open, and a grinning, aggressively plump woman steamed out togreet him.

THIRTEEN

Bessie Jiggins insisted that the �gentleman fromToronto� be received in the �drawing-room� of The Pine Knot. Cobbhad been ushered into the establishment through the doublefront-doors, which opened onto a large, low-ceilinged, smoky roomthat evidently served as the township�s tavern. Here, Cobb noticedas he was guided hastily by, three or four local farmers crouchedaround a tree-stump table, puffing on clay pipes and dipping tincups into a communal whiskey-crock. In a far, dim corner amakeshift bar had been set up, a half-log of oak with its flat sideup, against which a young woman had propped both elbows and fromwhich she cast a weary, unintrigued glance at the newcomer.
�That�s Cassandra,� Bessie said as she nudgedCobb into a dark central hallway, �my char and barmaid, and I usethe term maid very loosely. A royal name, eh, much wasted on such aplebeian creature. But we get along, and that�s what matters,doesn�t it?�
�What about my horse?� Cobb protested mildlyas he was aimed to the left through a curtained archway whosebeaded fringe rattled against his cheek. �I can�t stay but a � �
�Brutus�ll take good care of your beast, noneed to worry on that score, Mr. Cobb.�
�Just Cobb, ma�am, but � �
�No �buts� required, Cobb. I make my livingout of horses, and Brutus is the best horseman in the county. Thereare two stables in Cobourg that have been trying to get thecontract to supply horses for Weller�s company, but Weller stickswith me and Brutus. I erected this hostelry here just to give theKingston Road a little elegance.�
They now stood in a cosier, if smaller, roomthan the one used as a tavern. Several candelabra illuminated theinterior, flattering the calico curtains on the square, glasswindow and the matching tablecloth. The table itself had been setfor two diners, including a pair wine goblets and an uncorkedbottle of red wine. Beside the hearth, where a brisk fire burnedevenly, sat two padded chairs with armrests.
�Cass and I were just about to have supper,but I insist that you join me. She won�t mind and you look like youbeen dragged through the snow behind a runaway.�
Cobb�s nostrils twitched at the aroma ofroasted chicken wafting its way from the cramped galley he�dspotted at the end of the central hall. His stomach rumbled as hereplied, �That�s awful kind of you, ma�am.�
�Bessie.�
�Bessie. But I must get some importantinformation first, before I�ll know whether or not I c�n take upyer kind offer.�
�What could be more important than having ahot meal in good company on a night not fit for Christians?� shesaid as she swept her sweater aside to expose the swollen upperhalves of her bosom, their lower counterparts having been trappedin a swathe of scarlet sateen as garish and provocative as awarrior�s sash. Below this wrapping, a voluminous skirt flared outand downward, needing neither hoops nor bustle to keep it afloat.When she smiled, as she did now lustily, she presented a set ofbeautifully even teeth, and her tiny blue eyes winked merrily intheir fleshy sockets. Her rosy, plump face was free of powder andlip-rouge, and her reddish-blond curls had been freed to dazzle inany way they pleased. Bessie Jiggins might have been thirty orfifty, as there were no telltale lines or wrinkles to give the gameaway.
�I been on the road all day searchin� fer mycousin,� Cobb explained. �I was hopin� you could be of somehelp.�
�I see,� Bessie said, sitting down in one ofthe armchairs beside the fire � with much roiling and ruffling ofcloth. She pointed to the chair opposite, and said with achest-jiggling chuckle, �That�s as noble a reason as any for beingabroad in this weather, but even Jesus got off his donkey once in awhile to have his feet polished.�
Cobb unbuttoned Alfred�s expensive overcoatand sat down on the edge of the chair.
�Much better. Now tell Mother Jiggins allabout your long lost cousin.�
Cobb gave her the full version of hismuch-practised cover-story. She listened with more than casualinterest, throwing in a helpful �tut� or �hmn� from time totime.
�So you�ve tried half a dozen places alongthe way and nobody�s seen or heard a thing?� she said when Cobb satback to catch his breath.
�That�s right, but I now have reason to thinkhe might�ve got as far as The Cobourg Hotel or at least to The PineKnot here.�
Bessie�s eyebrows furrowed. �I remember everysoul who gets on and off Weller�s coach. The horses are changedhere, so the stopover lasts long enough for the folks to enjoy theluxuries of my establishment.�
�I�m countin� on that. Mr. Martin in Cobourgtold me he saw a man who might�ve been my cousin Graves arrive tocatch the Toronto-bound stage on Thursday mornin� a week ago. Hesaid the fella come in a cutter driven by yer man Brutus, so Ifigure he might�ve stayed here overnight fer some reason. Do yourecollect any of this?�
�I find a glass of claret improves thememory,� Bessie said, glancing at the bottle on the table. �Ifyou�ll take that coat all the way off, I�ll pour us a tumbler andbethink myself.�
�I guess it won�t hurt to stay fer a bit,�Cobb said as his stomach grumbled.
Bessie stood to fill both goblets and handedone to Cobb, now coatless and looking sharp in Alfred�s best suit.She sat down again. �Cheers!� she said, raising her glass.
�Cheers,� Cobb replied, took a mouthful ofthe surprisingly smooth claret, and then simply waited.
Bessie wiped her lips with a handkerchief shewithdrew delicately from her cleavage, and responded at last toCobb�s query. �A week ago Tuesday the stage from Kingston got hereabout five o�clock in the afternoon. On it was a Mr. Bracken and askinny gent all bundled up like an Eskimo. They came inside to takerefreshment, and I could see the skinny gent was looking peak�d. Hetook a little tea but it didn�t do him any good because he puked onmy blue rug and fainted dead away. We got him to my best room, theone right across the hall beside the stairs, and I detected a highfever. The coach and Mr. Bracken had to go on without him � afterthey brought his suitcases in here. He moaned and groaned, poordevil, all the next day, sweating with the fever. But it finallybroke on Wednesday evening about nine o�clock. Cass and I got somesoup into him, but he kept saying he had to get to Toronto becausehe had a job waiting for him.�
�Then it must have been my cousin! He was dueat Elmgrove estate last week.�
Bessie gave Cobb a self-satisfied smile,having spun her tale in such a way as to delay its climax as longas possible. �Indeed it was. He told us then that his name wasGraves Chilton and he�d come all the way from England. He insistedhe was well enough to travel and begged us to ferry him intoCobourg in time to catch the Thursday-morning stage before it leftthe hotel. Finally, we gave in, and Brutus drove him and hisbaggage there early the next morning.�
�An� he had a real English accent?�
�He did.� She took another swig of herclaret.
�This is gonna sound odd, Bessie,� Cobb saidslowly, �but was my cousin bald-headed?�
Bessie chortled at that. �Not odd at all. Abilliard ball�s got more bristles than that fellow had. I could�veused his skull as a looking-glass on my vanity! Ask Brutus or Cass- they couldn�t help staring at it!�
At last, Cobb thought exultantly, theincontrovertible evidence he had been seeking all day. But hisexultation was brief. If Brutus had delivered the real GravesChilton to The Cobourg Hotel a week ago Thursday and the impostorhad shown up at Port Hope fifteen miles to the west, then somethinghad happened between Cobourg and Port Hope. Had Chilton, under someruse, been lured off the coach. How could that happen in front ofthe other passengers who had got on at Cobourg? Perhaps the haplessEnglishman had passed by some hut or cabin that the stage used asan emergency stop, and here the ambush and exchange had occurred.He wouldn�t be able to interview the coach-driver until lateMonday, but there was one quicker way to get information about thatjourney. Seth Martin had told him that several local passengers hadgot on with Chilton at the hotel. And one of them, he remembered,was a girl with a club foot. Nine days had passed since then, sothe odds were good that she or her relatives were now back inCobourg. He could seek them out and, with luck, discover exactlywhen and where Graves the bald had been turned into Graves thehairy.
�I can�t stay fer supper,� Cobb said bravely,getting to his feet. �If my cousin Graves got as far as Cobourglast week, then he�s gotta be somewhere in Cobourg or Port Hope. Ineed to go back there right away.� Even so, he realized he wouldhave only an hour or so left in the evening to locate and questionthose passengers who had travelled with the real Chilton fromCobourg.
�What can you do there tonight that youcouldn�t do in the morning?� Bessie asked, keeping her blue-eyedgaze locked onto Cobb.
�I�m sorry, really, I am, but � �
Cobb�s apology was cut short by a sharp bangfrom the direction of the kitchen. A door was being roughly slammedby the sound of it.
�That�ll be Brutus at the side door,� Bessiesaid, launching herself upright. �He�s finished with your horse,most likely.�
Brutus Glatt came to the archway and brushedaside the beaded curtains. What Cobb saw was a huge bear of a manwith an ungainly, large head, ape-like brows, deep-set eyes with aferal glint in them, and enough facial hair to carpet GravesChilton�s pate twice over.
�What is it?� Bessie said to him softly.Apparently she was accustomed to his arriving thus,unannounced.
A gargling noise, spittled and repulsive,erupted from his thick lips, and his hands began to jerk andspasm.
�He says your horse is knackered, Cobb. He�sfed him and bedded him down for the night.� She smiled at Brutus,and he backed out of the archway and shambled off towards thekitchen.
�He don�t talk?� Cobb said, puzzled.
�Got no tongue, poor devil,� Bessie saidsolemnly. �But he gets his meaning across just the same.� Shegrinned at Cobb and added, �And I think you ought to follow yourhorse�s example, don�t you?�
Cobb heaved a big sigh, as much in relief asresignation. Perhaps Bessie Jiggins was right. He was certainlyexhausted and hungry. He could be back in Cobourg by daybreak, andstart his inquiries there refreshed and mentally alert.
�All right, then, Mr. Cobb from Toronto, I�llget Cass to serve us our supper, and have Brutus bring in yourgrip, if he hasn�t already done so.�
As if on cue, Cassandra poked her headthrough the curtains of the archway. �You ready fer supper,ma�am?�
�I am, dearie. Why don�t you grab a bite ofyour own in the kitchen, and then go on out to the taproom and tellthose bumpkins to drink up and go on home to pester theirlong-suffering wives.�
�Yes, ma�am,� Cass said meekly, andvanished.
Bessie winked at Cobb, and chuckled. �Ifthey�re still able to pester anybody.�

Cobb managed two helpings of chicken and dumplings,and made no protest when a second bottle of claret appeared on thetable as if by magic. He was pleasantly drowsy, and considered justclosing his eyes and spending the night in the comfortable chair isthis cosy chamber � with this warm, motherly woman somewhere athand and on watch.
�I like a man with character in his face,�she was saying as she leaned across the table � with a generousrippling of cleavage � to refill his goblet. �You can have yourfancy gentlemen with their pasty cheeks and button noses and weakchins. Give me a man with a Roman beak like yours, purple as apeony and proud as punch; with eyebrows you want to rub yourselfagainst; with a chin that won�t take no for an answer! A man ofsubstance and girth, eh?� As she enumerated Cobb�s peerlessfeatures, her amorous blue gaze � enhanced by five glasses ofclaret � lingered lovingly on each.
There was no other sound in the inn but theirvoices. Cassandra had eaten, turned out the tipplers, and departed.�She�s off home,� Bessie informed him, �to the wretched cabin herfamily squats in, unless one of her customers has other plans forher.� Brutus, it seemed, had his living-quarters in the barnnear his belov�d horses. Ben would be in good, if wordless,hands.
�I don�t think I can stay awake a minutelonger,� Cobb said, starting a second yawn before the first one hadfinished.
�It�s only eight o�clock, and it�s not everyday I get to break bread with a true gentleman.�
�Just this one glass of wine, then, or youmight haveta carry me to my bed.�
�Now, wouldn�t that be naughty?�
�You talk like a lady that�s been to school,�Cobb said, trying not to stare at the pink swell of her bosom andwishing to steer the conversation towards less perilous ports.
�Surprised, are you?� she said mischievously.�A lot of folks are.�
�An� you run this place yerself?�
�Without a husband, you mean?�
�We don�t get many lady innkeepers in thispart of the world.�
�Well, there hasn�t been a MisterJiggins for over twenty years now. I�ve been on my own since I wastwenty � though I don�t look a day over thirty, do I?�
�Not a minute more,� Cobb agreedwillingly.
�And you�d never guess I was born and raisedon a miserable homestead in the Ohio bush country. My folks came upthere from Kentucky.� She paused as her eyes misted over, blew hernose into her handkerchief, and continued, while Cobb struggled tokeep his eyes open and the fire in the hearth began to falter. �Wegot caught in the Indian wars down there, the savages against thebluecoats and the bluecoats against the redcoats.�
�So you had to move up here?�
�We had to flee up here with only the clotheson our back. The Shawnees burned our barns and torched our crops � all that was left of them, that is, after the so-called Yankee armymarched past scouring for forage. I was just a toddler, but I canstill hear those mad cries and whoops. Not that I blame theShawnees any more, after what the civilized folk did to them first.So we had to flee to our neighbours, but it wasn�t long before aband of renegade Indians found all of us. My parents got me intothe woods, where we hid and watched another barn go up. The nextday, my father told me many years later, he crept back to ourneighbours� charred cabin. The Glatt family were charred with it,six of them. Only one survived, seven-year-old Brutus.�
�An� he�d had his tongue cut out so hecouldn�t tell what he�d seen?� Cobb said, suddenly awake.
Bessie finished off her wine and sat staringat the bottom of the empty goblet. �We brought him up here with us.We started over again along the Thames River. My parents savedenough to send me to school in Sandwich.�
�So, how�d you end up in the hotel businesshundreds of miles east?�
�I married Howard Jiggins, that�s how. He waseighteen years older than me, he owned a store in Windsor, and heoccupied a brick house with glass windows. Fortunately for me, hehad the good sense to get himself killed whilst out slaughteringdeer. I inherited the store, and a mortgage on the brick house.It�s a long story, but ten years later I put what money I had leftinto this place.� She sighed theatrically. �It, too, is mortgagedto the hilt, but still thriving, I�m proud to say.�
�An� Brutus gets to care fer horses?�
Bessie beamed a smile at Cobb that suggestedshe had found him, despite the odds, as insightful as he washandsome. As groggy and disoriented as he felt, Cobb was able tobeam a smile back at her.
�I gotta hit the sack before it hits me,� hesighed.
�Then I�ll put you up in the room across thehall, the one I save for visiting royalty and American presidents.It�s got a feather mattress and a genuine china chamber-pot.�

While some of the heat had migrated from thefireplace in the dining-area to his bedroom, Cobb could still seehis breath as he struggled into the flannel nightshirt Macaulay hadpacked for him. His long underwear and wool socks remained inplace. He felt a bit foolish putting on Alfred�s nightcap, but didso anyway. He could hear Bessie Jiggins clearing away the clutterin the kitchen. He decided he had better christen the chinachamber-pot before collapsing under the thick comforter, and wasfishing around in the dark for it when he heard a whispered femalecurse close by. He eased open his flimsy door, and peered out intothe narrow hall.
Bessie was standing outside the door to herprivate quarters, bending over a candle she had placed on thefloor. (As she had shown him to his room a few minutes earlier, shehad given him a full description of the layout of The Pine Knot: the stairs beside his chamber led to a pair of rooms-to-let on thesecond floor; and at the far end of this hall she kept asitting-room and a bedroom for her own use.)
�I stubbed my toe,� Bessie called out whenshe spied Cobb�s nightcap in the dark. �Sweet dreams,constable.�
Cobb said goodnight again, but something madehim remain in the hall long enough to see Bessie reach down intoher cleavage past the handkerchief there and draw out a metalobject which, Cobb surmised, was attached to a chain or stringaround her neck. A treasured trinket of some sort? A familyheirloom? A loving miniature of Howard Jiggins who had died sothoughtfully?
The answer came immediately as, using theglow from the candle, Bessie inserted the object into the lock onthe door to her quarters. She unlocked it, dropped the key backinto its haven between her breasts, picked up the candle, anddisappeared inside. Well, Cobb thought, a lady with a figure likethat and good grammar to boot could not be too careful.

Cobb was in the midst of a heavenly dream. It wasone of those rare, absorbing dreams where you know you are dreamingand yet tempted to remain forever trapped in its sweet amnesia. Hewas naked. He knew it was him because the head and expression werehis own. The body, however, was that of Adonis or Dionysus or DonJuan � all glistening limb and taut flesh. And this particularCobb-Adonis lay cocooned in a cloud of swan�s feathers that soothedand titillated simultaneously. All this serenity and titillationwas disturbed (though ever so soothingly) by something softer thanswan�s-down, something he could feel but not see, easing up behindhim as he lolled onto one side. Soon he could feel its presencealong his shoulders and back and buttocks and thighs, a warm shadowmoulding its form and curvature to his own, settling like a lover�scloak all over him now, generating heat and prickles of light whereit touched and tantalized and � oh, my!�� what an erection Adoniswas boasting. .
�Oh, Dora, luv, I thought you was out on acall,� he heard himself say, and suddenly he was not so sure heought to keep the dream going, there were other imperatives andobligations, and Dora wasn�t often in the mood of late. And then,as a set of female fingers closed upon the very instrument ofpassion, he knew it was time to awake � and do his duty.
He rolled over and wrapped his right armaround the ample, loving flesh of the fine woman he had married andremained faithful to all these years. He heard her moan breathily,and slid his hand down to squeeze her oh-so-generous rump andsilky-soft thighs � only to find his fingers fondling a leg nobigger than a spindle. Jesus! He was entangled in the mostcompromising position possible with Bessie Jiggins!
He had just sucked in enough breath to shoutsomething � anything � that might break the death-grip she had onhis erection when he realized that she was asleep. Deeply asleep,and snoring away like a sow with plugged nostrils. Evidently shehad slipped in beside him with dishonourable intent, for hernightdress was bunched up around her throat, and she wore nothingelse. Unfortunately (from her point of view) her own fatigue hadseized her at the most inappropriate moment, and she hadsuccumbed.
Cobb was now beginning to breathe moreeasily, and was soon able to disengage his reconnoitring fingersand bring them safely back to his side without interrupting thesteady stutter of Bessie�s snoring. However, a more serious problemloomed: how to detach his stiff member from her grasp withoutjarring her awake or doing damage to its future performances. Hesqueezed his eyes shut, and commanded it to stand-at-ease, butBessie�s fingers, on their own initiative, kept kneading theircatch, and the heat radiating from her exposed, vulnerable fleshkept the treacherous thing rigidly alert. He cursed his own lustynature. He thought about his sweet, innocent son and daughter. Hepictured Constable Ewan Wilkie gorging a jam tart. At last he waspliant enough to pull slowly away and roll onto his back � completely detached.
Now he had to figure out a way to avoid arematch. It was obvious he could not stay here. She was immovableand unlikely to abandon the hunt, should she wake up beforemorning. He would find some nook or other and bunk down there. Whatsort of excuse he could come up with for fleeing her charms he�dworry about later. He was still bone-weary, and the moon, high andbright in the eastern sky, indicated that the night had barelybegun. Apparently Bessie hadn�t waited long before making her move.With extreme care he eased himself up to the side of the bed,cursing its slats as they squeaked and squawked. He made certain noblast of icy air disturbed her as he slid the comforter aside.
Bessie�s snoring stopped. Some unintelligiblesounds began bubbling out of her slack mouth. There was enoughmoonlight for him to see her eyelids flutter. What could he do ifshe woke up now and saw him standing beside the bed with the fliesof his long-johns open? Without taking his eyes off her face abovethe coverlet, he began to back out of the room, ignoring the colddraft shooting up the folds of his nightshirt, and taking a momentto tuck his penis back into its proper pouch.
�Where�re you goin�, lover?�
Cobb froze. And waited. The snoring startedup again, just audible. She was talking in her sleep. As he backedinto the hall, he heard her mumble something else, something thatsounded like �brave. . brave� � and repeated several times.Well, women had their fantasies too, didn�t they?
Beginning to shiver mightily with the cold,Cobb trotted down the hall to the door of Bessie�s quarters at thefar end. He thought he might find a blanket in there that he coulduse to cover himself. But when he tried the door, he found itlocked. He padded back down to the dining-area. The room was stillrelatively warm, but cooling rapidly. He dragged the two armchairsclose together, slumped down in one, pulled Alfred�s fancy overcoatacross his shivering body, and curled his legs up on the otherchair.
Chilled, aching, uncomfortable, he wasastonished to find himself drifting instantly towards sleep.

Cobb awoke with a start. Which wasn�t wise becauseit was enough to send him crashing, rump-first, down between thetwo chairs that had served him as a makeshift bed. He groaned androlled free of them, onto his side. His back and legs ached. Thethrobbing in his skull was threatening to shatter it. His tonguetasted like one of his socks. And for a frightening second or twohe was not sure where he was. Gradually, however, Bessie Jiggins�dining-room came into focus and, with it, recollections of thehorrors of the night just past.
He shuddered, moaned against his variousaches, and struggled to his feet. He had to grab the chair-arm tosteady his dizziness and keep himself from toppling. The room wasstill dark, but a brightening behind the calico curtains indicatedthat the sunrise had already begun. He could hear no other soundbut his own harsh breathing. Then he began to shiver with the deepchill of the room.
At some cost he hobbled over to thekindling-box and proceeded to get a fire started in the hearth.Then he crept across the hall and, going no farther, monitoredBessie�s snoring for a full minute. Then he reached in through thedoorway and retrieved his clothes. Back in the dining-room, hestood as close as he dared to the fire and wriggled into his shirtand trousers. He spotted a kettle of water nearby and put it on thehob. Then he sat down to think.
He thought about the tale Bessie had spunabout the butler�s illness and the day�s delay in his leaving forCobourg with Brutus Glatt. He thought about the door to herquarters being scrupulously locked. And then it hit him � with agratifying wallop! He knew now what word she had been mumbling ashe had scuttled out of her clutches a few hours ago. And it wasn�t� brave. . brave.�
What to do, though? Only one option presenteditself. In stockinged feet he padded resolutely across to the sceneof Bessie�s aborted assault. She lay on her back, sawing logs � crosscut. Her nightgown was still bunched at her throat, and thecomforter had slipped down far enough to expose four-fifths of herstunning breasts. But Cobb forced himself to look past theirsplendid arches and rigid nipples to the key that lay nestledbetween them at the end of a thickly braided golden cord.
He could see no way of getting the loop ofcord over her head without waking her, so he took out his penknifeand approached her, one tiny step at a time. Just as he reached theedge of the bed, a floorboard protested at the pressure on it.Bessie�s eyelids fluttered. Her snoring stalled. A small bubble ofspit appeared between her lips, expanded and burst. Cobb froze.What would she think if she were to open her eyes at this momentand see a fully clothed man arched over her naked form with a knifebrandished in his right hand?
She didn�t wake, however. Very slowly thesnores started up again, irregular and staccato at first, but soonascending to their customary operatic pitch. Holding his breath,Cobb leaned over her as far as he could without collapsing ontothose womanly hillocks, rubbed the blade of his penknife with histhumb until the metal was warm, and eased it under the cord withoutcontacting flesh. With his other hand he grasped both sides of theloop just above the knot that held the key in place, and then,closing his eyes, he pulled the blade up against the golden braid � slowly. . slowly. . a millimetre at a time.
He felt a hand on his thigh. He stoppedcutting, and tried to breathe, then not-breathe. Despite the chillin the room, his brow was awash with clammy sweat. The fingers ofBessie�s left hand did a little jig high up on his trouser-leg. Hesaw a smile interrupt her snoring. The fingers fell away.
Without realizing it, in his panic at thearrival of her fingers, he had jerked away just forcefully enoughto have his blade sever the cord. The key now lay atop her leftbreast. With a trembling that threatened to undo him but which hecouldn�t control, Cobb succeeded in lifting the key free. Stilltrembling, he backed out of the room, and stood in the hall gaspingfor breath. By God, he�d been in a dozen donnybrooks and pummelledtoughs in alleys all over Toronto, but he hadn�t been this nervoussince the birth of his daughter Delia!
Well, he had the key. And one chance to testhis theory before the sultry Siren back there woke up anddiscovered she had been forsaken. At the door to Bessie�s ownquarters he inserted the key without difficulty, turned it slowly,and heard the lock give way. He inched the door inward.
He was surprised to find himself inside aspacious room partially illuminated by bars of sunlight slantingthrough gaps in the shutters that were tightly closed over two widewindows. A heated room! Quickly he took in the pot-belliedstove, the three-pillowed sofa, the padded easy-chair, the ornateescritoire littered with papers, and a bookcase stuffed withleather-bound volumes. The lace curtains framing the windows andthe mauve covering on the sofa suggested a woman�s room � forsitting, writing, relaxing.
Cobb was disappointed to find it empty.
However, straight ahead among the morningshadows he spied a short hallway with a door at the end of it. Hemoved silently across the room, and as he neared the hallway, henoticed another door to his left. It was half open, enough for himto take a peek inside. In the dim light he could just make out agleaming copper bathtub and detect the lingering scents of perfumedsoap and bath powder.
He turned his attention now to the doorstraight ahead. It wasn�t locked, and gave way with a squeal whenhe pushed it inward. He could see nothing in front of him butdarkness.
�Anyone in here?� he called out softly.
A human figure of some sort fell into thefaint lozenge of light spilling through the opened door. Two hugedark eyes in a white face stared up at the intruder.
�Who are you?� the face inquired in atremulous whisper.
Cobb jerked back, startled, and struck hishead on the door-sash. �Jesus, fella! You give me a fright!�
�She made me do it, honest!� Thecrouching figure, a male despite its being clothed in a pinknightgown, lurched forward and wrapped its bare arms all the wayaround Cobb�s ankles.
�I�m Cobb,� Cobb said as he tried todisentangle himself, �a policeman from Toronto. An� you gotta beMr. Graves Chilton from London, England.�
The shivering creature at his feet burst intotears.

FOURTEEN

Cobb half-dragged and half-carried Graves Chilton toBessie�s sofa, where he propped him up against two pillows and drewthe pink nightdress discreetly over the fellow�s thin, hairy legs.Cobb sat down next to him.
�I�ve come to take you outta here,� he began,trying in vain to make eye contact with the butler, who had stoppedsnivelling but still refused to look up at his rescuer. �And I needyou to tell me how you come to be in this predict-a-ment. Itake it you been a prisoner in these rooms fer the past elevendays?�
Chilton nodded, then finally glanced up atCobb, who was surprised to see that, except for the brief effectsof the sudden tears, Chilton did not look like a man who had beenstarved, abused, or sleep-deprived with worry for almost two weeks.�I was on the stagecoach from Kingston � on a Tuesday, I think..�
�That�s right. You was headin� fer a job atElmgrove in Toronto.�
�With Mr. Garnet Macaulay, yes. And Iremember becoming ill as we pulled up to some wretched-lookingwayside inn, and that large woman � the one who�s been at me allthese days and nights � � He paused and a shudder passed throughhim.
�She beat ya?� Cobb said, incredulous.
�Not exactly,� Chilton mumbled, and hung hishead once again.
�But you were a prisoner in here?�
�She gave me a cup of tea to settle mystomach, and when I woke up I was lying back there � on that bed inthat dark room.�
�She must�ve drugged yer tea.�
�I�I tried to get out a window, but theshutters are nailed tight.�
�That�s why it�s so dark in here.�
�Then that woman came � she made me call herDearie � and told me I was in a cabin deep in the woods, with onlysnow and trees and bears around us.�
�You don�t know where you are?� Cobbcried, scarcely believing his ears. �You�re in the livin� quartersof Bessie Jiggins, the woman who runs the inn you landed in. An�the Kingston Road is twenty yards to the north of us!�
Chilton was stunned. �She lied to me,� hemuttered, and looked as if were about to cry again.
�Of course she did. Fer reasons I�ll tell yaabout later, she needed to keep you from gettin� to Elmgrove fer aweek or so. Lockin� you up here an� spinnin� you a yarn about bein�a prisoner in the wild woods was her plan all along.�
�Locked?�
Cobb�s jaw dropped. �Jesus, Chilton, didn�tyou try an� get out that door over there? Even to have a peek atthe trees an� the bears?�
�I heard her locking it a few times, but notevery day.�
�An� you never once tried to get away?�
Chilton put his head in his hands. At thesame moment Cobb caught sight of a small sideboard angled into afar corner and only now visible in the fading shadows of the room.Sitting on top of it were three bottles of Scotch whiskey, two ofthem empty.
�She kept you supplied with booze?�
Chilton nodded, and mumbled through hisfingers, �I�ve got a terrible weakness for the drink. It was myundoing back in England.�
�So you�ve been liquored up fer a good dealof the time you was supposed to be kidnapped?�
�She knew I couldn�t stay away from it.Diabolical, she was.�
�An� she kept you well-fed?�
�Yes. We � we had some meals in heretogether.�
�An� just how was she supposed to rustle youup good grub way out in the bush amongst the bears?�
Chilton shook his head. �I was � I was groggywith the drink.�
Another, more incredible, thought popped intoCobb�s head, as he recalled the copper tub and the still-warmstove, and noticed how neat and tidy these quarters were. �Don�ttell me you two cuddled back there in that bed?�
A sob erupted from Chilton. �She made me doit,� he wailed. �She was insatiable. What could I do?�
�An� scrubbed yer back in the copper tub? An�powdered yer butt afterwards?�
�You don�t know what it was like!� Chiltonshouted with a touch of defiance.
Oh, don�t I? Cobb thought, but said,�So what�ve we got here? A fella that might�ve been drugged or justill from the journey, a fella who wakes up unmanacled in a darkroom an� don�t think to try the unlocked door, a fella who�sgullible enough an� yellow enough to let an unarmed woman bamboozlehim, that takes to the drink she gives him like a duck to a pond,paddles in her bathtub, takes his meals with her and � in short � lets himself become a love-slave fer eleven days! You weren�tkidnapped, sir, you were cuddled to death!�
�It was the gorilla,� Chilton said, pleadinghis case and glancing at the door he had not bothered to test. �Shesaid he was her lover and if I left the safety of these rooms, hewould rip my arms off in a jealous rage!�
�Brutus? The stableman?�
�She brought him to the door once, and hegrowled and howled like something unhuman � and monstrous!�
�He�s a mute, you silly man! An� he�sharmless.�
�I�I don�t think so!�
The door had swung open with a bang, and Cobbturned just in time to see Brutus Glatt bearing down upon him. AndBrutus was not here to wish the guests �good morning.� Cobb jumpedto his feet, but before he could get his arms up to defend himself,Brutus thudded into him, chest to chest. The breath went out ofCobb as he stumbled and fell flat on his back. Brutus followed himdown, and the man�s enormous weight collapsed full-length on top ofhim. Cobb felt his ribs flex, and a sharp pain tore all the waydown his spine and into his thighs. He cried out in agony. AsBrutus reared back, Cobb instinctively threw his hands up to wardoff the blows expected. But his assailant went for the exposedthroat. His huge, muscular fingers closed over Cobb�s windpipe,cutting off his breath and the scream that boiled behind it.Brutus�s fiery stare and his garbled curses were only inches aboveCobb�s face.
�Help! Help! He�s killing him!� the butlershouted at no-one in particular.
That�s a lot of use, Cobb thought grimly, ashe fought for air � even as his mind was entertaining theimpossible possibility that he was about to die.
�Let him go, Brutus! Now! He wasn�ttrying to hurt dear Mr. Chilton.�
Brutus rolled off Cobb, checked to see thatthe victim had resumed breathing, and then stood up meekly besideBessie Jiggins. She was standing in her pink nightdress, a twin ofthe one draped over Chilton, with her hands on her hips. �The gameis up, Brutus. No sense in making it worse.�

�He�s not a violent man,� Bessie was saying to Cobb.�Horses don�t take to violent men. He keeps half a dozen straykittens in his little cabin beside the barn. When one of our horsesgets sick, he sleeps in the stall next to it.�
Cobb fingered the bruises on his neck. �I c�nsee why he�d be protective of you, but why go after me whenyou were a room away?�
Bessie smiled, despite her nervousness. Shehad been eyeing Cobb closely ever since they had sat down at thetable in the dining-area near the comfort of the fire Cobb hadbuilt earlier. Graves Chilton had reluctantly agreed to let Brutusescort him into the kitchen, where the stableman had fired up thecooking-stove and offered to help the butler into the clothes hehad not seen for eleven days.
�Brutus wasn�t protecting me,� Bessie said.�He thought you were going to hurt dear Graves.�
Cobb was taken aback, even though he knew heshould not be, given the bizarre goings-on among these eccentriccharacters. �But I heard you told yer lover that Brutus was alimb-tearin� brute.�
�Unfortunately, that was Graves�s firstimpression of the gentle soul, and nothing I could say thereafterwould change his mind.�
�And I suppose it wasn�t you who told thefella he�d landed in the middle of a forest surrounded by bears an�ice?�
�A figment of his overheated Englishimagination. He had become terrified of our woods during thecoach-ride from Kingston � all those trees and no people. He wasdeathly sick by the time he staggered in here.�
�An� you calmed him down with a cup of cleartea?�
�He passed out before he could drink it. Wecarried him into my quarters and put him to bed, and told thecoach-driver to carry on without him. He had his ticket to Toronto,and we figured we�d put him on the coach when it came here the nextafternoon, along with his baggage.�
�An� he ain�t recovered yet?�
She smiled again, less nervously this time.�He was fine by Wednesday morning. Feeling quite perky, if you knowwhat I mean.�
�Assisted by a cup or two of yer bestwhiskey?�
�He spotted my supply on the table, and howwas I to refuse a sick and frightened man?�
�Who was also quite perky.�
�Well, he got perkier as he went along.�
Cobb heaved a big sigh. Part of him admiredher cunning and temerity as she attempted to mollify a man whose� cousin� she had flagrantly abused and who himself had barelyescaped strangling at the hands of her henchman. �So you�re gonnastick to yer tale of a fella so un-armoured of the drink an�the fair sex that he curled up in yer pink nightie fer eleven daysan� didn�t once beg to sniff the open air?�
�I doubt he�ll say otherwise,� she said,maintaining her bold stare on him.
�I guess we�ll haveta see about that when heremembers who he is an� where he was goin�.�
�You aren�t his cousin, are you?�
�No, ma�am. My name is Cobb all right, butI�m a constable with the Toronto police. I been out lookin� ferGraves Chilton on behalf of Mr. Garnet Macaulay, the gentleman whowas expectin� him to arrive in town last week.�
�I see.� Cobb could hear the wheels turningin her head as she reassessed him and tried to decide where she nowstood. �Well, I�d say you�ve done a fine job in tracking him down.His baggage, I assume, has already been dropped off at hisemployer�s. Brutus put it on the coach a few days ago.�
Cobb smiled darkly at the brazen lie. �I�mafraid there�s more to it than that.�
�I thought as much.�
�The baggage did get there, but another fellacallin� himself Graves Chilton arrived with it. An� this one wasn�tbald like the one you waylaid. He had a head full of orangehair.�
�My word, an impostor! What is the worldcoming to?�
�An� this one was spotted gettin� out of acutter driven by your Brutus � in Cobourg on Thursday mornin� oflast week � just in time to hop onto the coach fer Toronto.�
�I�I can�t know or be responsible forpersons Brutus might give a ride to on his way into town.�
�There�s no use lyin� any more, Bessie. Likeyou said when you stopped Brutus from doin� me in, the game is up.�He did his best to look stern as he added, �The impostor�sconfessed everythin�.� He considered this falsehood a minoroffence, given the string of whoppers he had just been subjectedto.
Bessie visibly sagged. So much of herundeniable appeal lay in her exuberance and good humour that Cobbwas shocked to see the flesh of her face droop into folds, and therosiness fade from her lips and cheeks.
�I haven�t a clue who the impostor was,� shesaid in a voice he had not heard before, and he was inclined tobelieve her.
�Then why did you agree to waylay the real � bald � Graves Chilton an� keep him, ah, occupied fer almost twoweeks?�
�I didn�t really kidnap him, you know. I onlylocked the door when I thought one of those rubes in my taproommight wander back there and scare the shit out of him or youngCassandra might decide to practise her techniques on him.�
�We�ll come back to that. It�s the impostorI�m interested in. Why would you get mixed up in some loony schemeto send a fake butler to some fancy manor-house in Toronto? You�rean innkeeper, aren�t ya?�
Bessie sighed, and for the first time Cobbsaw in her face unmistakeable signs of the rough and challenginglife that she � and poor Brutus � had had to endure. �It�s allabout this place, Cobb. The Pine Knot is all Brutus and I haveafter a lifetime of effort. I wasn�t about to give it up without afight.�
�Whaddaya mean, give it up?�
�I�ve got a mortgage on the inn with the Bankof Upper Canada. Brutus saw some horses last spring that we justhad to have � if those vultures in Cobourg weren�t going to stealour business. I borrowed money to buy them. We�re doing all rightbecause of them, but I got behind in my payments to the bank.�
�They wouldn�t foreclose, would they?�
�I didn�t think so. But two weeks ago today � Sunday � a well-dressed gentleman arrives at my door to inform methat he�s learned from a friend of his at the bank that if I don�tcome up with the money due by the end of this month, the bank willtake my inn.�
�What made you believe him?�
�He had a letter from some bigwig at thebank. He wasn�t bluffing.�
�Wanted the place fer himself, did he?�
�Not at all. He would not tell me why, but hesaid he was willing to give me enough cash to make the payments dueand a lot more besides. I almost fainted, and I�m not exactly shy,am I? The sums he mentioned were damn near enough for me to own ThePine Knot outright.�
�But in order to get the money you had to dohim a big favour?�
�Yes. He seemed to know a great deal aboutme. And he didn�t realize it, but I had spotted his name on theletter he showed me, and I knew who he was.�
�What was the favour � kidnapping abutler?�
She smiled grimly. �He didn�t put it quitelike that. He said it was important to him, and to other importantpeople in Toronto, that a Mr. Graves Chilton, a butler en routefrom England, not reach his employer in the city when he wassupposed to. He needed to be delayed for ten days or so, that wasall. This butler would be aboard Weller�s stagecoach from Kingstonsome time in the week following that Sunday. My task was to invitehim in for a drink and find a way to keep him away fromToronto.�
�Did he know Chilton had a weakness ferwhiskey, an� women?�
�Yes. I don�t know how he knew, but hedid.�
Whoever he was, Cobb thought, he also knewabout Bessie Jiggins� attraction to men and her considerable appealto their baser instincts.
�His advice to me,� she continued, �was topersuade him to stay here overnight in my bed and be driven intoCobourg in time to catch the stage before it left in the morning.That in itself should be simple enough, he said. Then I couldproceed at my leisure to get him drunk and take him off to the barnor some abandoned cabin and keep him caged as long as necessary.Then we could take him along the Kingston Road and drop him in themiddle of nowhere. He wouldn�t know where he was or what hadhappened to him, poor devil. And who would be the wiser?�
�But you didn�t have to do all that, didya?�
�I never intended to. I had other, safer,plans, didn�t I?�
�But where does the red-headed fella comeinto it?�
�The idea was to have some crony of theschemer take Chilton�s place. My job was to get Chilton out of theway and stow his baggage.�
�But that was on the coach, wasn�t it?�
�Yes. Once Chilton passed out during thestopover, I went out to the driver and told him the man was quiteill and we needed his suitcases in here until we got him better andon his way again.�
�Very clever. What then?�
�I was to send a message to a Mr. Smith, careof The Cobourg Hotel, that �all was ready�.�
�Mr. Smith, eh?�
�By the next evening, the Wednesday, Chiltonwas in my quarters, deliriously drunk � �
�An� perky.�
�That, too. Brutus delivered the news inCobourg. And at ten o�clock that night, in the dark, this strangerarrives and announces that he is now Graves Chilton.�
�He didn�t give you his real name?�
�No, I swear. He had no need to, you see. Hehad the first instalment of my reward with him, and he assured meI�d get the rest of it if I managed to keep the real butler underwraps.�
�Why didn�t he just hop on the stage inCobourg at nine in the mornin�?�
�He needed access to Chilton�s belongings.He�d brought a suitcase full of his own butlering clothes, but whenhe rummaged through Chilton�s bags he discovered he was about thesame build. He was particularly interested in the various papers hefound among Chilton�s effects. In the end, he left his own stuffhere and went off with every scrap of the other fellow�s.�
�Off with Brutus the next day to catch themornin� stage?�
�That�s what Brutus told me. I wasn�t theleast bit curious about the reasons behind all these shenanigans,even though I should have been, perhaps. But I�ve had to battlethis world tooth and nail on my own for more than twenty-fiveyears, and I�ve had to make myself as selfish and as watchful as Icould � even when I didn�t like what it did to me.�
Cobb sat back, vastly satisfied. He had notonly confirmed the presence of an impostor in Elmgrove, he haddiscovered how the ruse had been perpetrated. In the process he hadrescued the real Graves Chilton and, if the roadway stayed as itwas, would be able to deliver him, rumpled but unhurt, to hisrightful owner.
�What happens to me now?� Bessie askedquietly.
�Well, the way I see it, you did a greatwrong to Mr. Chilton an� you did so without knowin� what worsewrongs might be happenin� in Toronto because of what you was doin�here.�
�I couldn�t give up The Pine Knot, could I? Icould take myself elsewhere, I always have, but � �
�But what would Brutus do � without hishorses?�
She nodded slowly, and dropped her eyes.
�I guess it�s up to the butler in yerkitchen, isn�t it? You did nail yer shutters shut an� you did lockthat door more�n once.�
Bessie smiled, and some of the fire returnedto her cheeks. �What�s he going to tell the magistrate, eh? That aforty-five-year-old woman pleasured him into a helpless pulp?�
Cobb loved the way she laughed with hereyes.
�You got a point there, and I don�t care afig one way or another about that business. But what I gotta know,an� you gotta tell me, is the name of the so-called gentleman youspotted on that letter, the fella who set the whole scheme up an�oughta be in jail.�
�But I can�t do that, Cobb. I�ve kept my partof the bargain I made with him. I deserve to have the other half ofmy fee. Brutus and I, at long last, might own something nobody canever take away from us.�
�You got enough to keep the bank fromforeclosin�, ain�t ya?�
�I�ve already sent them a cheque.�
�You�ll haveta be satisfied with that,then.�
�Or?�
�Or else I�ll haveta drag ya to themagistrate an� have ya charged with conspiracy an� fraud � fer astart.�
�But I know nothing about what the ruse wasfor!�
�And I believe you. But will the magistrate?Yer Brutus was seen deliverin� a fake butler to the stagecoach inCobourg � with Graves Chilton�s ticket in his hand and a sled fullof Graves Chilton�s bags. Who�s gonna believe you didn�t help theculprit make the switch an� steal that luggage? Are you gonna blameit all on Brutus?�
Bessie Jiggins did not turn away, did not letthe colour drain from her cheeks. She stared at Cobb with a lookcomprised of admiration, fear, bemusement and affection.
�I have only one regret,� she said, �and thatis that I can�t remember how good we were when � you know � when wewere. . together last night.� Then she reached over,squeezed Cobb�s hand, and gave him the name.
***
Sunday morning for Marc was even longer thanSaturday afternoon and evening had been. He had arrived home theprevious day about two o�clock for a joyous reunion with Beth andMaggie. Both were in good health and high spirits. Now that she haddiscovered the wonders of upright locomotion, Maggie felt she hadto demonstrate every one of her new-found moves several times over.Beth had been free of cramps and false labour since Thursday andinsisted on bundling up and going for a walk down Sherbourne Streetto the lakefront. Here they watched the ice-skaters and bladedskiffs skimming over the frozen bay where the north winds had blownthe snow clear. But by the time they got home for the supper thatCharlene had prepared for them (and for her easily impressedfianc�), Marc was already fretting and wondering how Macaulay wasmaking out in his effort to distract the visitors from Quebec, andwhether Cobb had made it safely to Port Hope or Cobourg.
After supper, Marc had walked to The Cock andBull on York Street, where he found Nester Peck, Cobb�s snitch, andbribed him to track down Giles Harkness. When he got home, Charleneand Jasper unrolled the plans for the proposed addition to BriarCottage (for the humpteenth time), and made several suggestionseven more outrageous than previous ones. Marc had feigned interestas best he could. And while he wished nothing more than to drivestraight back out to Elmgrove to relieve Macaulay, he realized thatit was more important that he, like Robert and Hincks, make publicappearances and create, for any overly curious Tories, an air ofnormality about his movements and intentions. Thus, on Sundaymorning, while Robert and Hincks made certain they were observedwith their families in their pews at St. James, Marc and his lovedones made the weekly trek to the Congregational church on HospitalStreet.
After lunch, while Charlene and Jasper tookMaggie sledding, Marc brought Beth up to speed on the case. But thewalk to the church had tired her more than she would admit, and heheard her snoring softly in her rocker in the midst of a mostinsightful summation of the known facts and various conclusionsthat might be drawn from them. An hour later, he asked Jasper tohitch Macaulay�s horse to the cutter, kissed Beth and Maggiegoodbye, and headed out to Elmgrove.
He took a roundabout route, going west for ablock, then north, and finally circling back to King Street andpointing the horse eastward. At the estate he found Macaulay byhimself in the library. The Quebecers were in their rooms nappingor reading before afternoon tea was to be served at fiveo�clock.
�I feel I�ve just weathered the Battle ofWaterloo,� Macaulay sighed. �But LaFontaine has been as good as hisword. I�ve not heard a single complaint and no-one�s threatened toleave. However, as soon as they�ve eaten, they�ve asked for us allto assemble here � for the showdown.�
�And we�ve got nothing positive or new totell them,� Marc said gravely. �They�ll have no reason to sign ouraccord and little incentive to hang around Toronto waiting for aninquest that can spell nothing but trouble for them.�
�Cobb�s snitch wasn�t able to locateGiles?�
�Not yet. But if he is in the city,Nester will find him.�
Just outside the front window they heard ashout of �Whoa!�
�Thank God,� Macaulay said. �Robert andFrancis have arrived.�
�Someone else to share the gloom with, eh?�Marc said.
�I�ll go and say hello,� Macaulay said.
Marc sat by himself for a few minutes and,once again, tried to think of anything he or Cobb might haveoverlooked. Nothing came readily to mind. He got up and stared outat the snow-covered driveway, willing Cobb to appear. But, ofcourse, he didn�t. Perhaps the Quebecers would wait until it gotdark about seven o�clock before giving up on the police, and theReformers of Upper Canada.
Macaulay came back into the room.
�Robert and Francis are taking their thingsto their rooms. They�ll join us in a minute.�
Marc nodded, but he hadn�t actually heardwhat Macaulay had said to him. He suddenly knew what had beenoverlooked, what had been nagging at him for two days. �I�ve missedsomething that could be important,� he said.
�You have?� Macaulay said, much excited.
�Yes. We�ve been assuming all along that thethree pages missing from the butler�s ledger, which we now knowcontained details of our private discussions, had been torn out ofthe book and removed by the killer.�
�Why else would they be torn out?� Macaulayasked, somewhat deflated already. �Surely you were right inconcluding that the ledger was the perfect hiding-place for thosenotes on our meetings. If the impostor removed them himself, herisked their being discovered � by one of us or one of the staff,who have access to his rooms and legitimate reason to go there.And, remember, we haven�t found those pages anywhere.�
�True, but what if the impostor werefunnelling his notes to those on the outside as the meetingsprogressed? A sort of meeting-by-meeting summary?�
�I did think of that, Marc, but Cobb andothers, including me this morning, have walked the periphery ofElmgrove and found no evidence of anyone coming or going. You�renot implying that someone came down the front lane?�
�Think back to Thursday, Garnet. We met ateleven to finish our discussion of step one, and then we broke fora working lunch. Did Chilton, as I�ll call our impostor for themoment, not ask for permission to go to the stable to check on asupply problem?�
�That�s right. He thought Struthers guilty ofsomething or other.�
�But Struthers denied that the butler evergot there.�
�My word! You think this Chilton might havebeen delivering a page of notes to someone out there who couldspirit it away to Toronto? To one of our opponents?�
Marc nodded. �Did Chilton not also take afifteen-minute constitutional every evening about fiveo�clock?�
�That�s right. As he did on Wednesday andagain on Thursday.�
�I�ve at least got to check out thepossibility that some sort of relay system was set up tosystematically steal vital information from us. After all,insinuating a phoney butler into Elmgrove was a complicated, boldand risky venture: there had to be a powerful motive behindit.�
Macaulay frowned. �You�re not going to accuseStruthers, are you? He�s absolutely trustworthy.�
�Don�t worry, Garnet. Desperate as I am, I�mnot about to jump to conclusions. I�m just going for a walk, afifteen-minute constitutional.�

After dressing for the outdoors, Marc left the houseby the back door, the one off the rotunda and the one the impostorhad probably used on Thursday in the early afternoon and again atfive o�clock. Struthers or his son had shovelled much of the snowoff the well-used path that led to several nearby sheds and achicken-coop and, farther to the northeast, to the stables and theStruthers� cabin just beyond it. The constant tramping of theElmgrove staff during their various duties had left the path ahard-packed walkway threaded between two-foot banks. Marc felt thesting of the north wind on his left cheek as he made his way pastthe chicken-coop and into the open space before the cedar grove afew yards ahead. He crossed the rutted lane that Robert�s sleighhad used to enter the estate unobserved from the bush on itsnorthern border last Wednesday. He was grateful for the shelter ofthe cedar windbreak when he reached it, but as yet no particularplan of action had presented itself. He had thought that by puttinghimself in the butler�s overshoes, so to speak, he might get someflash of insight into how those ripped pages could have beensmuggled out of here and into the hands of one or the other of theTories in the city proper.
He was thinking so intently that he stumbledover the edge of the bank on his left. As he straightened up,facing the cedar windbreak, he spotted a rumpling of the snow justpast the nearest tree. It struck him then that �Chilton� could havejumped the bank easily and vanished into the grove without a trace.Who would go in there in ordinary circumstances? Marc hopped overthe bank himself and stepped knee-deep into the drifts that linkedcedar to cedar. While the trees had acted generally as a bufferagainst the prevailing wind and drifting snow, random gusts overthe past few days had created an eddied effect within the groveitself. In the narrow open spaces between trees Marc could seewhorls and zigzag patterns sculpted by these variable gusts, butthese were not enough to camouflage completely the telltale marksof human footprints. Obscured as they were here and there, Marc wasstill able to track them through the grove to its northern edge, adistance of about twenty yards.
He stood panting between two cedars, andstared due north. From where he now stood to the far edge of theestate he estimated to be forty or fifty yards. Up there, the bush,with the lumber road just inside it, was thick with spruce andcedar. But directly between him and the bush sat the small hay-barnhe had noticed on their arrival last Wednesday morning. It appeared� Chilton� had thrashed his way through the cedars to this spot. Butif he had come this far, then how he got over to the barn or howhis accomplice had got here from there was not easy to determine,for the snow over the intervening space was unmarked. Theoccasional drifting of the past two days would have filled in somepart of any footprints but not enough to cover them up. ReluctantlyMarc had to admit that no-one had walked to or from this spot.
It was then that Marc spied a large sprucebranch lying a few feet away in a drift. There were a few sprucetrees scattered throughout this mainly cedar grove, so he glancedabout for the source of the broken branch. He found a tall spruce alittle to his left, not far from the branch, and looked up to seewhere � and how � it might have come down. What he saw was muchmore interesting. Eight feet above him, partly obscured by thebranches holding them in place, sat a pair of snowshoes.�Chilton�s� progress and its method became instantly clear. Thesnowshoes would have gotten him across to the hay-barn, while thespruce branch dragged behind would wipe away their imprint. Marchad seen this trick done during his first investigation four yearsearlier.
Leaving the raquettes where they were, Marcploughed his way slowly towards the little barn, scrutinizing thesurface just ahead of each step. The recent drifting evidently hadobscured the faint swishing pattern of Chilton�s spruce-branch, foreven at close range Marc could see nothing but a smooth blanksurface. However, his assumption was confirmed when he neared thebarn, where the building itself had blunted the drifting effect ofthe north wind. There in the very shadow of the barn he spied theunmistakeable pattern of that camouflaging branch. �Chilton� hadsnowshoed this far at least, and hidden his trail nicely.
Which suggested that his accomplice hadwaited for him in the hay-barn. To reach it undetected he wouldhave had to approach from the cover of the bush, probably onsnowshoes as well and dragging a branch behind him. However, whenMarc pushed past the north side of the barn to examine this route,the extent of the drifting here made it impossible for him todetermine whether it had in fact been used. Farther off towards theedge of the woods he could see where Cobb and Withers had trampedalong on Friday morning looking for signs of intrusion, but eventhe keenest eye would not have picked up any cleverly camouflagedsnowshoe tracks, if indeed someone had entered the estatehere to rendezvous with the butler-spy.
It was in the midst of this thought that heheard a sound � from inside the barn.
He inched his way back until he was standingin front of the barn�s only door. He gave a series of irregularknocks, as if it were some code. There was no response for thirtyseconds or so. He repeated the sequence of knocks. From inside camea tentative whisper:
�That you, Chilton?�
In what he hoped was a reasonableapproximation of the butler�s voice, Marc replied, �Yes. Openup.�
Again there was a lengthy pause. Then thedoor-latch was cautiously slid back. Marc didn�t wait. He pushedinward with all his strength. The door jerked open, and a malefigure was flung backwards with it. In the half-light all Marccould see was the underside of two upturned snowshoes.
He stepped inside, bent over the stunned man,pulled him up by his coat-collar, and plunked him down on thenearest bale of hay. He was a short, wiry fellow with a stableman�sstrength, but the sight of Marc�s six-foot frame blocking the lightand his escape route was enough to convince him to remain seated.In lieu of resistance, he opted for bravado.
�Who the fuck are you?� he snarledshakily.
�My name is Edwards. I�m with the Torontopolice. And you have to be Giles Harkness.�
�What of it? I ain�t done nothin� the policeneed to get bothered about.�
�That remains to be seen. What are you doingskulking about this estate?�
�I work here. I got a right to be anywhere Ilike.�
�You left your employment over two weeks ago,and since then you�ve been overheard making threats against yourformer employer.�
�What�re you gonna do, arrest me fertrespassin�? How do you know I ain�t come to visit Struthers orBragg?�
�Quit avoiding the obvious. Just now you wereexpecting Graves Chilton to be outside that door, not Struthers orBragg. It is five o�clock, and that was your rendezvous time eachday, wasn�t it? Chilton arrived with an envelope, handed it to you,and you snowshoed back into the bush and made a run for the city todeliver the news. We�ve known all about it, we just didn�t know � till now � where the drop-off was and to whom.�
�It ain�t against the law to carry messages!�Harkness cried, but most of the bravado had dissolved as Marc hadzeroed in on the truth. �I had no idea what was in them envelopes,�he added with a whine and a desperate glance at the solitary door.�Honest!�
�Last Thursday at two-thirty you received anenvelope from the butler, delivered it, and returned again at fiveo�clock. But this time you not only received, you delivered,didn�t you?�
�What�re you talkin� about?�
�You delivered a little gift for Mr. Chilton,a bonus for his success at getting three envelopes to his bettersin town: one on Wednesday and two on Thursday. You brought the goodbutler a bottle of Amontillado sherry, didn�t you?�
�So what? The gentleman we worked for askedme to deliver it. Is that a crime too?� Harkness�s blusterwas increasing in proportion to his anxiety.
�You don�t know, do you?� Marc said with aslow, quizzical smile.
�Know what?�
�Your Graves Chilton is dead. He died earlyFriday morning. The Amontillado you gave him had enough poison init to fell an elephant.�
Harkness went chalk-white, and began totremble. �You�re lyin�! We was just tryin� to make him woozy � enough to get him fired.�
�That�s irrelevant. Whoever put the poison inthat wine and the man who delivered it are both guilty of murder,and will hang,� Marc said in the tone he used to badger a hostilewitness in court.
�I ain�t gonna hang fer this! It wasn�t myidea! None of it!�
�Then you had better give me the name of theman who is responsible.�

A few minutes later Marc and his prisoner reachedthe path that would take them to the manor-house. Harkness wentmeekly, carrying his snowshoes. As they neared the rear entrance,Marc heard the snap of reins across a horse�s back.
�This way,� he said to Harkness, and directedhim towards the circular drive in front of the house.
Just as they arrived, a horse and cutterwhirled out of the treed lane and came to a halt a few feet away.Cobb stood up, dropped the reins, and grinned at Marc. Beside him,hunched over and shivering, sat a slim, well-dressed gentleman.
Marc grinned back, indicated Harkness, andsaid, �I�ve found us a murderer, Cobb.�
�And I got us a bona-fidee Englishbutler!�

FIFTEEN

While Cobb took a befuddled and half-frozen GravesChilton around to the servants� wing and placed him in the capablecare of Mrs. Blodgett and the Janes sisters, Marc led GilesHarkness through the front door and into the library. A few minuteslater Cobb came up the main hall to join them, followed by GarnetMacaulay, who had spotted Cobb going past the dining-room. Withoutproviding any details, only some of which were known for sureanyway, Marc indicated that the case was almost solved, and askedMacaulay to alert Robert and Hincks. Together they were able toconvince the Quebecers that all would be well and that they shouldremain ready some time later in the evening to receive final wordfrom the police in Toronto and, at last, be free to put theirsignatures to the historic accord.
Marc and Cobb then spent the next hourgrilling Giles Harkness. Fifteen minutes into the interrogation,Cobb went to the dining-room and asked Macaulay to send theStruthers lad back along the Indian trail in the bush to the northof Elmgrove until he came to an abandoned trapper�s cabin, where hewould find a horse tethered. Said horse was to be brought back tothe kitchen garden, where Cobb, a little later, would examine itclosely. As Marc had already surmised, Harkness had used the routeMacaulay had mentioned to Marc yesterday as his means of enteringand exiting Elmgrove and slipping unobserved to and from the cityby a roundabout route.
A half-hour later, after giving a thumbs-upto Robert and Macaulay, Marc and Cobb then drove Harkness straightto the jail on King Street. Hincks came along with them, havingvolunteered to act as envoy for the news that would permitLaFontaine to sign the agreement and seal the �unholy alliance.�Magistrate James Thorpe was roused from his after-supper snooze andpersuaded to come down to the Court House and take the statement ofGiles Harkness, who seemed eager to confess or, as Cobb saw it, gethis side of the story on paper before the other fellow�s. WhileThorpe�s clerk, hauled out of church, copied out the formaldocument for Harkness to sign, Cobb gave Marc an edited account ofhis trip to Cobourg and the unmasking of Mrs. Jiggins and her plotat The Pine Knot, excising certain extraneous details for the sakeof brevity. When he emphasized the limited knowledge, andliability, of Mrs. Jiggins, Marc made no effort to probe himfurther on the subject. For his part, the real Graves Chilton wasnot of a mind to press charges of forcible confinement, though hewas heard telling Mrs. Blodgett in the Elmdale kitchen that shemust keep the cooking sherry well out of his reach.
So it was almost eight o�clock on a moonlit,snowy Sunday evening when Marc and Cobb walked up to the front doorof the handsome brick residence on Jarvis Street and engaged theornate door-knocker. It took half a minute for the door to bepulled slowly open by a middle-aged maid with a sallow complexionand a surly demeanour. �Whaddya want?� she said, suspicion sittingundisguised in her eye.
�We�re here to interview your master,� Marcsaid politely. �Is he at home?�
�He is, but he ain�t seein� nobody today. Igot my orders.�
�Please inform him that Constable Cobb andMr. Edwards are here to see him on official police business.�
�It�ll haveta wait till � �
�We got a warrant from the magistrate,� Cobbsaid sharply. �Yer master ain�t got a choice in the matter.�
The maid blinked, nodded her understanding,and then without a word wheeled and started to trot away from them.Cobb pushed the door open and stepped into the vestibule. �We�lljust hang our coats an� hats here!� he shouted after her.
By the time they had done so, they expectedthe maid would have returned. But she hadn�t.
�Somethin�s fishy here,� Cobb said.
�I think you�re right. Let�s find the fellow- quick.�
They headed down a dimly lit hallway, butwere met abruptly by the maid coming out of a nearby doorway. Shelooked flustered, and decidedly unsurly, as she said, �Mr.Winthrop�ll see you now.�
They stepped into what was apparently IvorWinthrop�s private sitting-room. Marc took in several leathereasy-chairs, grouped around a Persian rug � set before animpressive, marble-topped fireplace, where two candelabra offeredthe room a subdued but generous light. Winthrop, a prosperousgentleman in a blue-velvet smoking jacket, was just turning awayfrom the hearth to face his visitors as they entered. The room wasgripped by a deathly chill, even though something was still flamingon the grates.
�Good evening,� Winthrop said in a wearyattempt at good manners. His fleshy face with its jutting jaw wasashen, haggard, as if he had not slept well in some time. �Pleaseexcuse the chill. . I�I fell asleep and let the fire go out.But do sit down � Mr. Edwards, is it? Mr. Marc Edwards?�
�Yes, sir. I�m working on assignment withConstable Cobb here, of the Toronto police.�
But Cobb did not acknowledge Marc�sintroduction. Instead, he brushed past Winthrop and raced over tothe fireplace, where he picked up a whisk-broom and began thumpingat the flames.
�What the hell are you doing?� Winthropcried, unsure whether he ought to be astonished or outraged.
Cobb ignored him. He kept swatting till thefire was out, then reached down and, with two fingers of his righthand, gingerly pulled into view several smouldering and charredsheets of paper. He looked at Marc. �The writin�s mostly gone,Major, but these ripped edges should match up nicely with the oneson the ledger.�
�You have no right to interfere in mypersonal affairs! This is an � �
�We have every right, sir,� Marc said. �Ihave in my hand a warrant for your arrest on a charge ofmurder.�
�That�s � that�s preposterous!� Winthroplooked shocked and frightened, but not truly surprised. His blusterseemed to be merely bravado or, worse, the automatic response ofone accustomed to privilege and prerogative.
�It may prove to be so,� Marc said, �but onlyif you sit down here and answer our questions truthfully.�
Winthrop sighed, stared at his accuser for abrief moment, then sank back in the master�s chair. Cobb and Marcsat opposite him.
�Well, let�s get this ridiculous nonsenseover with, shall we?� Winthrop said with a pathetic attempt atmaking light of the situation. �Whom have I murdered, eh?�
�We have evidence to suggest that you havecommitted two serious offences,� Marc said. �First, you perpetrateda fraud on Mr. Garnet Macaulay of Elmgrove, which permitted you tosystematically steal information from him and his associates. Andsecondly, for some inexplicable reason, you then arranged to haveyour agent in Elmdale murdered.�
�And where would you get such evidence?�
�We have obtained a detailed confession fromanother of your agents, Mr. Giles Harkness. He implicates you atevery stage of the operation.�
�Giles Harkness is a notorious drunk andtrouble-maker. Ask any barkeep in the city!�
�Nevertheless, his story is corroborated bythe known facts.�
�I�ll bet he spun you quite a tale!�
�He says you hired him to ride to Elmdale bya circuitous route to rendezvous with the new English butler, whomyou had bribed to spy on the business meetings there. Thisso-called butler made detailed notes of the negotiations andbrought these notes to Harkness, who in turn brought them straightto you. You received separate documents on Wednesday evening,Thursday afternoon and again on Thursday evening.�
�Did it never occur to you that a scoundrellike Harkness, who, I�m told, had a grudge against Macaulay, wasnot himself stealing information to peddle it to the highest bidderin town?�
�The horse Harkness used belonged to you,�Cobb said. �Yer name was burned inta the saddle.�
�And the three document-pages you just triedto destroy, you�ll be surprised to learn, were ripped from anaccounts-book in the butler�s office. It will take some explainingto suggest how they managed to get into your fireplace.�
�An� Harkness told us he was bunkin� in herein a back room, where we got a search warrant to dig out hisearthy possessions.�
�And that warrant extends to yourwine-cellar, where we expect to find other bottles of Amontilladomatching the type that killed your agent.�
�And any loud-an�-numb you might havelyin� about the place,� Cobb added.
�We also have a detailed statement from acertain innkeeper outside of Cobourg,� Marc said, and watchedWinthrop flinch at the news that the police now knew about thephoney butler and who had waylaid the real one. �Mrs. Jiggins,bless her, found solace in a frank confession.�
Winthrop held up his hands as if to ward offfurther blows. �All right! All right! I�ll tell you what you�vecome to hear. My life is over anyway. And I�m not letting thatpusillanimous weasel, Harkness, off the hook!�
�That�s better,� Marc said, much relieved andnot a little saddened by the broken man he saw slumped before him.�Would you like a drink?�
�Yes. Please.�

�Let�s start with the fraud,� Marc said whenWinthrop had a glass of whiskey safely in hand and Cobb had hisnotebook out as if he really was about to record the interview. �Wehave some idea of how the real butler, Graves Chilton, was waylaidand a substitute put in his place. But we still don�t know who heactually was. Would you mind telling us whom you hired to do thespying and how you were able to carry off the ruse and set up theespionage at Elmdale? Enlighten us, if you will.�
�As you wish.� Winthrop took a swig ofwhiskey. �A lot of it was pure luck. All winter there have beenrumours of a possible meeting here in Toronto between RobertBaldwin and Louis LaFontaine, a meeting designed to forge some kindof coalition between the Nationalists in Quebec and our ownReformers, what the Bishop called �an unholy alliance.� He andother leading Tories were eager to discover if there was any truthto the rumours and were determined to do everything they could todiscourage such a meeting. Most of us thought the gathering wouldbe at Spadina or Moss Park. Elmdale was also mentioned, but wetended to discount it because Garnet Macaulay, although a Reformmember of the Assembly and confidante of Baldwin, had lost both hislong-time butler and his stableman, leaving his household staff insome disarray.�
�So how did you find out about Baldwin�splans?� Marc asked, though he was pretty sure how that had comeabout.
�That�s where the luck came in. Two weeks agoSaturday, the very morning after my Friday evening dinner at thePalace and our discussion of these issues, Giles Harkness arrivedat my door.� Winthrop sighed and glared at his whiskey-glass. �Ishould have thrown the blackguard out then and there. But he hadinformation I coveted. He had left his employ at Elmdale sometimeafter his brother�s death and what he saw as his employer�s perfidyin hiring some stranger from England to take Alfred�s place. It�sabsurd, but he actually thought he himself deserved to be the newbutler.�
�So he was seeking revenge of some sort?�
�Yes. Before leaving the estate, he used oneof his cronies in the household to gain access to Macaulay�sprivate papers, where he read and memorized the recentcorrespondence and memoranda he found there.�
�About the proposed meeting between Baldwinand LaFontaine?�
�Yes. Harkness had the dates and locale, andeven the names of the Frenchmen coming from Quebec. But he also hadinformation on the new butler. He was to be Graves Chilton fromEngland. The fellow was already en route from London. Harkness wassubsequently told by his crony � Austin Briggs, I think his namewas � that Chilton had reached New York and would arrive at Elmdaleon Weller�s stage from Kingston on Tuesday, Wednesday or Thursdayof the next week.�
So, Bragg had rummaged through the letters inthe library and given Harkness what he needed to know, Marc mused.As a favour to a good mate, perhaps, or merely because he too couldnot abide Alfred�s being replaced by an outsider. That Bragg knewnothing about spying or murder, Marc was still certain, though hedreaded having to tell Macaulay about his manservant�sdisloyalty.
�What did you do with this information?� hesaid to Winthrop.
�Nothing at first. I put Harkness in thekitchen with some breakfast, and sat down to think. Here was aHeaven-sent opportunity to infiltrate the secret meetings and getinformation that would please the Bishop and his Tory associates,information that could help prevent a political and economiccatastrophe.�
�Not everybody sees it that way,� Cobb feltobliged to say.
Winthrop ignored Cobb, as he had studiouslytried to do from the outset of the interview. �I already knew ingeneral that a new butler was on the way. My brother Ethan inCobourg had an English butler, who had heard the news along thegrapevine that servants seem to have. This butler, Marcel Flett,once worked for me years ago when I lived in Belleville, so I knewhim well. I knew he would leap at the chance I was about to offerhim.�
So, at long last, they had a name for the manwhose body they had found stiffening in that cramped little officeat Elmdale.
�But Flett was in Cobourg,� Marc said, �andChilton was due at Elmdale as early as the next Tuesday.�
�That�s right. I hadn�t much time. I toldHarkness to leave his boarding-house, move in here, and awaitfurther instructions. Then I rode to Cobourg and, late thatSaturday evening, I broached my bold scheme to Flett at mybrother�s house. I offered him a ridiculous sum of money, which heaccepted greedily, but it was really the potential for excitementand danger that prompted him to join forces with me � that and thefact that he�s been an ardent Tory and monarchist all hislife.�
�So yer brother was in on this, too?� Cobbsaid.
Winthrop glowered at the constable. �No, no,not at all,� he said to Marc. �You mustn�t involve Ethan. All heknew was that I wished to borrow Flett for a few weeks, and washappy to accommodate me.�
�So you persuaded Flett to pose as Chilton,�Marc said, �but there was still the real butler to deal with.�
�Yes. I knew a lot about Bessie Jiggins. Shewas infamous in Northumberland County and the subject of manyconversations between Ethan and me over the years. I also knew thatshe was in desperate straits financially.�
�How could you know that?� Cobb snarled.
Still looking at Marc, Winthrop said, �I havefriends in the Bank of Upper Canada. Several weeks ago one of themsent me a note indicating that Mrs. Jiggins had missed yet anotherpayment on her mortgage and that the bank was going to forecloseand seize the property if the debt were not settled by the end ofFebruary. My friend wanted to know if I would be interested inpurchasing the inn at a good price.�
It was Cobb�s turn to glare at Winthrop, butbefore he could comment on such a flagrant violation of businessethics, Marc said, �So you already had the letter you needed tointimidate the woman into kidnapping a man she did not know and hadno quarrel with?�
�There was no intimidation. She had herselfbeen fearful of a foreclosure, and naturally jumped at the chanceto earn enough money to forestall the bank�s intentions. Nor was itkidnapping. From Harkness, I knew that Macaulay had been warnedabout Chilton�s weakness for drink and the fair sex. I mentionedthis as a possible means of her effecting a delay in his journey.How she managed it was up to her.�
�That ain�t what she told me,� Cobb said,intensifying his glare and letting the wart on his nose quivermenacingly.
�We know much of the rest,� Marc said. �Herassistant, Brutus Glatt, was sent into Cobourg on the Tuesdayevening to alert Flett that Chilton had been successfully ambushed.Flett arrived the following evening and the switch of identitieswas effected.�
Winthrop managed a grim smile. �Yes. The onlyrisk, once Chilton was out of the way, was that on the Thursdaymorning when Flett got on the stage at Cobourg, there would be alocal passenger or two who might recognize him.�
�But he was feigning illness, wasn�t he?�Marc said, �and had bundled himself up?�
�Just as we had planned it. He never spoke aword between Cobourg and Elmdale. And, according to the note hesmuggled to me via Harkness, he arrived there with Chilton�sbaggage, Chilton�s clothes and Chilton�s papers. He was unknown inToronto, so there was no way anyone at Macaulay�s would not accepthim as the legitimate English butler, especially Macaulay, who isnotoriously feckless and trusting.�
�All that remained, then, was for you andFlett to set up a means of transferring the purloined informationfrom the negotiations to this house?�
�Harkness knew exactly how to do that, and toadvise Flett on the best way to eavesdrop. Flett�s knowing Frenchwas a bonus. His mother was born in Calais. I could have waiteduntil the meetings were over and had Flett simply do a bunk withhis accumulated notes, but I wanted progress reports. The businessmight have gone on for days, and I was also hoping that somethingmight turn up to allow me to disrupt the negotiations themselves,something dramatic that would further ingratiate me with thepowers-that-be here in Toronto.�
Marc leaned forward and said, �But I ampuzzled as to why a successful businessman like yourself would riskgoing to prison for fraud and conspiracy to kidnap merely toingratiate himself with his Tory cronies? Or was it the nobler, ifmisguided, notion that you were saving the province fromdemocracy?�
�But you don�t really understand, do you? Ihave invested most of my fortune in the new order, as it were.Using insider information, one of the benefits of being on thefringe of the Family Compact, I have been purchasing a dozenseemingly worthless properties along the main streets of Kingston.Lately, as others have been trying the same moves, however, theprices have been rising and I have had to mortgage my business hereand even this house to continue buying. I even borrowed heavilyfrom Ethan.�
�You knew for certain that Governor PoulettThomson had decided to make Kingston the capital of the unitedprovinces?�
�I did. Lord Sydenham, as he is soon to becalled, made that determination some time ago, though he has notyet announced it publicly. But I wanted more than the wealth thatmight accrue from my efforts in Kingston.� He gave Marc a solemn,almost pitiable, look as he added, �I have contributed more thanenough to the life of Upper Canada to be named a member of the newLegislative Council.�
Cobb snorted: �So you wanted to be filthyrich and a lifetime member of the bigwigs� private pre-serveto boot?�
�Walking these documents over to the Palacewould not have hurt your chances any, would it?� Marc said,glancing at the charred pages Cobb had set beside him. �And as amember of the appointed council for life, you could ensure yourKingston properties would continue to be offered everyadvantage?�
�The risks seemed justified � at the time,�Winthrop said with obvious regret but, as yet, little remorse. �I�ma childless widower,� he added as if that helped to explain hisfolly.
�So, thus far, everything had gone accordingto plan. By last Thursday evening you had three reports fromElmdale, and you knew an agreement was imminent. Why on earth,then, would you jeopardize all you�d gained by putting a lethaldose of laudanum in a bottle of Amontillado from your stores andhaving Harkness deliver it when he went back to the hay-barn atfive o�clock on Thursday afternoon? It makes no sensewhatsoever.�
�Flett turned out to be a worse blackguardthan Harkness,� Winthrop said bitterly. �When Harkness arrived hereabout four o�clock with a summary of the morning session, there wasan extra note from Flett. He demanded double the amount of money Ihad offered. I believe he had grown weary of the butlerbusiness.�
Marc nodded. �I see. And you assumed thiswould not be the last demand he would make?�
�I was certain of it. Even though I doubtedhe would risk implicating himself, he knew I had a lot more tolose. He could inform on me and scuttle off to the States or evenEngland. I couldn�t let the bastard blackmail me for the rest of mylife!�
�So you decided then and there to poison him- knowing his fondness for drink?�
�Yes. And don�t let that weasel Harkness tellyou he wasn�t in on it. He stood right here and watched me emptyout several ounces of the sherry, pour in a vial of laudanum andrecork the bottle. He was more eager than I to do in the man heassumed was Chilton and the usurper of his brother�s place.�
�So Harkness did think it was Chilton allalong?�
�There was no reason to let him in on thescheme out at The Pine Knot. But even though the man had an offerto be part of a horse-raising farm near Burford, and I agreed tohelp him buy a stake in it, he was obsessed with his brother�sdeath and his future role at Elmdale. Alfred had been the onlyfather he ever knew. He foolishly thought that somehow, withChilton out of the way, he himself would magically turn intoElmdale�s butler. He took the sherry out there all right, and Flettaccepted it as his due.�
�But why kill the blackmailer outthere? With a scheme that might not work, with the potential toharm others?� Marc said. �You�d have plenty of time and opportunityto get rid of him later and with much less risk.�
�But there was a more compelling reason to doit out there, and do it quickly. I wanted the negotiations to bethrown into chaos. What surer way to do that than to have a servantmurdered under mysterious circumstances? There was, you see,something else in that report of the Thursday-morning session.�
Even as Winthrop was speaking, Marc knew whathad precipitated the callous murder of Marcel Flett. �You read thebutler�s notation about the last item added to the coalition�splatform, didn�t you?�
�I damn near fainted, right in front ofHarkness.�
�What�re ya talkin� about?� Cobb said,completely at sea.
�Daniel B�rub�, a merchant and businessmanlike Mr. Winthrop here, asked that the unholy alliance go on recordas favouring the immediate removal of the capital from Kingston toMontreal.�
�And if that happened,� Winthrop sighed, �Iwould be a bankrupt, my Kingston properties devalued or worthless.Even if I were made a Legislative Councillor, I might be helplessto stop it. So, you see, the decision to do away with Flett waseasy. I would eliminate a blackmailer and bring the negotiations toa halt.�
�You assumed that being treated as suspectsin a murder inquiry would be enough to destroy any sense of trustbetween English and French, and send the Quebecers scurrying backto the safety of their own bailiwick?�
�Something like that, yes.�
�But how�d you know the butler would guzzlethe sherry down on Thursday night?� Cobb said. He was intrigued bythe twisted intricacies of Winthrop�s scheming, but nothing richfolks did ever really surprised him.
�That was the weakness of my plan, wasn�t it?If Flett shared it with others, no-one would die, but they wouldstill be sick or befuddled, and the seeds of suspicion would besown. But then I�d have to deal with Flett afterwards, wouldn�t I?Yet I was pretty certain he would keep the special sherry forhimself or use a bit of it to weaken the knees of the nearest maid- his other character flaw, I�m afraid. He was a selfish, vain,ambitious fellow, who would interpret my gift as a signal of myacquiescence to his new demands. I couldn�t see him not celebratinghis fortune and success that very night.�
�But you weren�t sure, were you?� Marc said.�Or else you wouldn�t have risked sending Harkness back out thereat five o�clock on Friday, Saturday and again today.�
�That bumbling idiot was supposed to leavethe hay-barn and find a way to discover what was going on in themanor-house. Flett didn�t show up Friday or Saturday. Was he dead?Was he merely disabled? Had the meetings broken up? I was nearfrantic with not knowing. Nobody seemed to be leaving the placeuntil Saturday when Baldwin and Hincks were seen about town,looking perfectly normal. None of the Frenchmen had left, at leastnot by the back route they used to arrive there. I approached AngusWithers on the street, but was unable to get anything from himwithout giving myself away. On Saturday I ordered Harknessto approach Struthers, a friend of his, and get some hard news,anything to relieve my anxiety and let me get some sleep. But thebastard cowered in the barn and refused to budge. This afternoon, Itold him to stay at Elmdale until he had the information I neededor I would turn him into the police and put all the blame on him.Surely he could slip up to one of the girls out gathering eggs orfeeding the hens or emptying the slop-buckets.�
�He never left his sanctuary,� Marc said. �Hemistook me for Chilton, and I had him red-handed. He seemedgenuinely astonished when I told him Chilton wasn�t Chilton andthat he�d been dead almost three days.�
�Serves him right,� Winthrop muttered.
�Even so,� Marc carried on, determined to getthe whole truth out while he had the chance, �you were still leftwith the real butler, who was bound to show up sooner or later.What if he had arrived in the middle of our negotiations? Would notFlett have been exposed as an impostor, and would he not haveimplicated you to save his own skin?�
�Flett was instructed to take to the woodsthe second he spotted the real Chilton,� Winthrop replied, notunimpressed, even now, with the care with which he had planned hisdeception, despite its having gone wrong. �He was an expert onsnowshoes. He was to go to the trapper�s cabin, then make his wayback here.�
�But even if Chilton didn�t show up untilafter you�d poisoned Flett, would there not then have been aneffort to determine who the poisoned man was? And surely yourbrother would soon come to you wondering why his Mr. Flett had notreturned from your care?�
Winthrop put his head in his hands. �Ifigured no-one would believe Chilton�s fantastic story. . andMrs. Jiggins would never give herself away, would she? She didn�teven know my name.� He glanced up at Cobb, who had cleared histhroat.
�So you figured,� Cobb said with somesatisfaction.
�And your brother?� Marc asked Winthrop.
�I�I intended to tell him about the spybusiness and swear him to secrecy. He is after all a Tory loyalist,and would applaud my effort to discredit and dismay the Reformers.But no-one, certainly not my brother, would suspect me of killingmy own agent, would they? And that fool Harkness should have beenmiles away in Burford by now!�
�You�ve got too many �should�ves� in there,�Cobb opined.
Winthrop looked up. �Why do you think Ihaven�t slept for three nights?�
No-one spoke for a while. Winthrop finishedoff his whiskey and stared blankly at the dead fire. Then hebrightened in a grim sort of way, and said with real conviction,�So you�ve been scurrying about out at Elmdale from Thursday untilthis afternoon looking for a killer amongst the staff anddistinguished guests? If so, then I�ve accomplished something,haven�t I?�
�Whaddya mean?� Cobb said. �We got you arend-a-view with a rope.�
Winthrop almost smiled. �I succeeded inwrecking the negotiations. There�s no way they could have survivedthree days of false accusations, wounded vanities and mountingfrustration, could they?�
Marc was quick to respond: �I�m afraid you�reright. How could trust and compromise between two groups naturallyantagonistic to one another thrive � or even survive � in such anatmosphere? You can tell your influential friends, from yourprison-cell, that the unholy alliance has not happened, thanks tothe death of a butler in their midst.�
�And that means, then, that there�s everylikelihood the capital will remain in Kingston,� Winthrop said,grimacing at the irony.
�So you�re gonna be filthy rich after all,�Cobb said, then added with a gleeful grin, �I�m sure Jack Ketch�llbe pleased.�
***
When Beth Edwards woke up on Monday morning, she wasstartled to find her husband asleep beside her. He must haveslipped into bed sometime after ten o�clock, when she herself hadkissed her sleeping child goodnight and retired. Eager to hear allthe details of the murder investigation that had occupied Marc tothe point of distraction since Friday morning, she kissed himslowly and tantalizingly awake.
�There�s more where that come from,� shesmiled, �but first things first, eh? I want the whole story.�
Marc knew her well and, weary as he was, heimmediately began to summarize the case for her. He also knewenough not to omit unsavoury detail or try in any way to mitigatethe vices and follies of those around them.
When Marc had finished his lengthy account,aided by periodic prompts from his audience, Beth leaned back onher pillows and said, �So what�ll happen to Mrs. Jiggins?�
�Chilton himself is not about to presscharges, and Winthrop swears she knew nothing of the purpose behindthe identity-switch. At most, she could be accused of publicmischief in abetting what a good barrister would claim to be littlemore than a prank. So no-one seems keen to arrest her, certainlynot the officials in her county, where she, her mute friend andtheir horses are legendary.�
�Sounds like she�s famous fer other things aswell. I wonder that poor Cobb was able to resist all thattemptation.�
�So do I,� Marc said with a wry smile.
�I�m glad she didn�t set her lecherous eyeson you � handsome as you are.�
�I suspect she drew some assistance in herconquests from her specially distilled tea.�
�What about the coalition an� the alliance?�Beth said, serious again.
�Francis rode out to Elmdale at nine o�clocklast night to let everybody know that we had charged two men in themurder. LaFontaine assured us that when that news came, he wouldsign the document.�
�Aren�t you worried that Winthrop�ll knowwhat�s in it, an� might tell his friends?�
�That�s unlikely because he�ll be in jailuntil the spring assizes. And the spy�s notes, remember, were allbut destroyed in Winthrop�s fireplace. If he�s inclined to tell theTories anything, it�ll be to boast that he sacrificed his ownwell-being for the sake of theirs and for the province�s future � by breaking up the conference and sending the delegates home indisarray.�
�An� you, clever fellow, encouraged him tobelieve that?�
�I did. And Robert and Francis willinadvertently let the same sad news get abroad.� Marcpaused, then added, �But I�m convinced now that such a signedprotocol will not really be necessary. One thing about a murderinvestigation is that those involved � guilty and innocent, policeand suspects � get to know an awful lot about one another, and havea chance to observe up close exactly how their fellows react underduress. One�s essential character has a way of shiningthrough.�
�Like Bragg�s did, eh? An� Prissy, who�sbetter off knowin� what he�s like.�
�Yes. I believe Louis now has more confidencein Robert and his associates than he would otherwise have had. Andhis companions have seen us at our best and at our worst. I reallythink we have taken another giant stride towards establishing theprinciple of responsible government and self-rule when theprovinces are combined later this year or early next winter.�
�We�ve both fought long an� hard fer it,haven�t we?�
Marc took her hand. �You were there longbefore me, luv � with a lot more at stake.�
�Maybe now we can start to believe in abetter future,� Beth said, leaning against his shoulder.
�For little Maggie, especially.�
Beth drew his hand across the swell of herbelly. �You�re not forgettin� little Marcus junior, are ya?� shesaid.
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