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Toronto: September 1840

�So you�re finally gonna let me have a peek at thelegendary Uncle Seamus?� Beth said to Marc as the brand-newbrougham veered off Brock Street north onto the bush-path thatmeandered its way up to Spadina House.
Marc gave eighteen-month-old Maggie an extradandle on his right knee and responded to his wife�s remark in asimilar bantering tone: �It�s not as if we�ve been hiding him undera bushel, and the dear fellow can�t help it if his antics have madehim notorious in the stuffy drawing-rooms of Tory Toronto, now canhe?�
�Would anyone be paying attention at all ifthe man wasn�t a Baldwin?� Brodie Langford called back from hisperch on the driver�s bench. He was able to turn only partwayaround, not because he felt obliged to keep an eye on the pair ofspirited horses in front of him but because he did not wish toremove his arm from the willing shoulder of his fianc�e seatedbeside him.
�Possibly not,� Marc laughed as he heldMaggie up so she could see the forest flowing past them and marvelat the goldenrod and Queen Anne�s lace that bloomed flamboyantlyalong the edge of the path and in the beaver meadows here and therealong their route. It was Maggie�s first trip out of town, and shewas wide-eyed with wonder.
�Well, he�s been here since July, hasn�t he?�Beth said without turning her own gaze away from the view on herside of the carriage or disturbing the baby asleep against herbreast. �And he hasn�t shown up at Baldwin House or anywhere elsethat I�ve heard.�
�Seamus Baldwin emigrated here for the solepurpose of retiring to the bosom of his family. Why should he wishto leave the company of his brother and nephew and his nephew�schildren and the delights of Spadina-in-the-woods and brave theurban ruckus of the city?�
�What I�d like to know,� Diana Ramsay saidfrom under Brodie�s left arm, �is what exactly makes himnotorious?�
Diana was governess to Robert Baldwin�s sonsand daughters, and although stationed in the Baldwin�s town-houseat Front and Bay Streets with her charges, she had accompanied themoften out to their country retreat, Spadina.
�But surely you of all people would know?�Marc teased. �You�ve seen the great man up close more than any ofus.�
�I have, and as far as I can see, he�s ajolly elf of an Irishman who loves a jig, a sentimental song and agood joke. What�s more, he�s become the darling of Mr. Baldwin�schildren, especially little Eliza.�
It was to celebrate nine-year-old Eliza�sbirthday that Marc, Beth, Maggie, baby Marcus Junior, Brodie andDiana were jogging along towards Spadina on an early Septembermorning in full sunshine under a cloudless sky. Brodie had justtaken possession of the brougham � with its elegant, retractableroof, Moroccan leather seats and oak trim � and although he couldafford to have several servants (and did), he had not yetrelinquished the reins to anyone but himself.
�Ah, but what songs! What jigs! What antics!�Brodie laughed as he gave Diana a discreet squeeze.
She gave him in return a gentle elbow in theribs. �You�ve only seen him once,� she chided, �and that was inJuly just after he came.�
�It�s you two who are going to be notorious,�Marc said with mock solemnity. �Perhaps you should shorten yourengagement, eh?�
The young couple laughed, as they were meantto, but the date set for their wedding, more than a year off, wasnot really a laughing matter. Although now a wealthy younggentleman and budding banker, Brodie was not yet twenty-one andDiana, several years older, had accepted his proposal only when hepromised to wait until all four of Robert Baldwin�s children werecomfortably settled in school and she could, in good conscience,leave them in the hands of another governess.
Maggie squealed and clapped her hands as ascarlet tanager flew up out of a pine tree ahead of them andfluttered in surprise over the horses� heads.
Marc sat back with his daughter in his lapand let her excitement play itself out. How much more content coulda man get? he thought. Last April Beth had presented him with ason, Marcus Junior (now purring away in his mother�s arms). Soonafter, work began on the five-room addition to Briar Cottage, morethan doubling its size, and by midsummer it was completed. Maggiehad a nursery to herself, Marc a study and library, Beth asewing-room (also used as an office in her capacity as owner andmanager of Smallman�s ladies shop on fashionable KingStreet), and their new live-in servant, Etta Hogg, had a small butsatisfactory bedroom. And for all of them, a spacious parlour witha fieldstone fireplace. Their long-time servant, Charlene Huggan,had left them in June to marry Etta�s brother, Jasper. The coupletook up housekeeping next door in the Hogg family home, caring forJasper�s sickly mother and doing their best to expand the Hoggdynasty.
Whenever he was not supervising theconstruction � carried out by Jasper and his new business partner,Billy McNair � or keeping watch on an unpredictably mobile Maggie,Marc found some time to assist his friend Robert Baldwin in his lawchambers and to confer with Robert, Francis Hincks and other keymembers of the Reform party. Even politics, against all odds,seemed to be moving in their favour as both Reformers and Toriescontinued to lobby and plot in the run-up to the new order ofthings: the union of Upper and Lower Canada in a single colony witha common parliament. The Act of Union had been passed in theBritish Parliament in July, and it required only the Governor�sofficial declaration to become an irreversible reality, a movewidely expected early in the new year. After that, of course, freshelections would be held in each of the constituent provinces, andthen it would soon become apparent whether French and English,Catholic and Protestant, Tory and Reformer could resolve theiringrained differences and make the unified state prosper where itsindividual parts had so glaringly failed. Unbenownst to the Tories,however, the Upper Canadian Reformers, last February, had concludedan accord with the Quebec radicals, and their hopes were high thattogether they could effectively dominate the new parliament. Andthat alliance had held and been kept secret now for over sixmonths.
�You aren�t gonna talk politics today, areyou?� Beth said as they rounded a bend and came in sight ofSpadina. It was not really a question.
�I wouldn�t think of it,� Marc said. �We�rehere to celebrate a little girl�s birthday, aren�t we?�
A skeptical tittering from the driver�s benchseemed the only comment required.
***
It was a glorious late-summer day, and thefestivities were organized to take full advantage of its blessings.A picnic luncheon was to be served on the broad, sweeping lawnbehind the grand Georgian manor-house that Dr. William WarrenBaldwin had designed and had had constructed out here northwest ofthe city proper. Extra servants had been commandeered just for theoccasion; the fruits of the season � snow-apples, melons, grapesand several species of sweet, ripe nuts � had been gathered andprepared; and three trestle-tables had been set out inwhite-clothed splendour beneath a towering elm. For Robert Baldwin,a widower now for four years, this birthday celebration was both ahomage to the absent Eliza and a joyous, grateful day ofthanksgiving for the one still alive and thriving.
Before being ushered onto the picnic grounds,Marc and his party were greeted at the front door by Robert and hisfather and mother, and seconds later Beth was introduced to, andtook a first impression of, the infamous Uncle Seamus. Before her,holding onto her gloved hand and kissing it lightly, was a short,wiry gentleman impeccably dressed in morning-coat and freshlypressed trousers. He sported a great shock of grey-white hair,which alone gave the illusion of bulk and height, but it had beenat least partly tamed by pomade. The face was angular and pixyish,completely unlike the strong, regular and handsome features of hisyounger brother William and his nephew Robert. But it was the eyesthat arrested Beth�s attention. They were large and a pale blue,their size and roundness exaggerated by the bony sockets thatattempted to contain them, as if a pair of moonstones had beeninadvertently dropped there and left to fend for themselves. Whenhe stepped back and straightened up, Beth noticed that his clothes,though covering his nimble limbs appropriately enough, seemedsomehow incongruous, as if his body had suddenly shrunk insidethem. Beth had the feeling that he had come out of the womb as afully-formed gnome and had grown older and marginally larger inslow, measured degrees.
�I am most honoured to meet the lady whotakes such good care of our Mr. Edwards,� smiled the elfinuncle.
�It�s been far too long between visits,�Robert said to Beth. �Your husband and I really must withdraw frompolitics and the law long enough to observe and enjoy the moreimportant things in life, mustn�t we?� Then by way of illustrationhe reached out and took a willing Maggie out of Marc�s arms.
�You mustn�t chide yourself,� Beth said,giving the baby an affectionate squeeze. �We�ve all been far busierthan we ought to. And you have four very fortunate children, whosee you every day.�
�Who are already in the back yard whooping itup,� Dr. Baldwin said. �We�d better see to them, eh?�
�And I hear more little rascals coming up thedrive,� Brodie said as shouts of laughter echoed through the openfront door.
�You good people go on through to thegarden,� Uncle Seamus said affably. �I�ll stay here and playbutler. Go on with you, Miss Diana. Eliza�s been waiting for yourarrival since breakfast.�
�Yes, yes,� Dr. Baldwin said. �Please do. Letus not stand upon ceremony.�
As Diana, Brodie, Robert (with Maggie tuckedunder his arm), Marc and Beth (babe in arms) moved down the halltowards the rear of the house, Beth whispered to Marc, �Robert�suncle seems like a proper gentleman, doesn�t he?�
�Disappointed, are we?� Marc teased, thensqueezed her hand.
Behind them a roar of laughter and acacophony of little-girl giggles erupted.
***
It was a children�s party all the way. Eliza wasRobert�s favourite, and he had spared no expense and overlooked nodetail to make the day as perfect as possible, given the whims andvagaries of nine-year-olds. Eliza�s older sister Maria and herbrothers William and Robert had been assigned various supervisoryand administrative roles, and carried them out with a lawyerly eyefor protocol and decorum. The birthday girl herself was supportedby a cast of almost two dozen of her peers, who included not onlyseveral cousins and the children of Robert�s friends and associates(Robert Sullivan, his law partner, Clement Peachey, the firm�ssolicitor, and Francis Hincks) but the offspring of neighbours intown and half a dozen youngsters from the nearby cluster of homeshousing several of the mill-hands who worked for the local miller,Seth Whittle. Even eleven-year-old Fabian Cobb had ridden out inone of the special carriages arranged by their host, seduced as hewas by visions of bonbons and prizes for the swift anddextrous.
For the first hour or so the children wereallowed to roam freely about the wide lawns, amusing themselvesnicely with improvised games of tag and Simon Says, punctuated byfrequent trips to the sweets table where peppermints, Turkishdelight and macaroons seemed to be in endless supply. (This lattermiracle was accomplished by three bustling, red-faced housemaidsattired in black uniforms with white caps.) Meanwhile, the ladiesand gentlemen reclined in garden chairs at the base of ahorse-chestnut tree, sipping punch and chatting idly. Marcus Juniorwoke up, of course, demanding to be fed, and Maggie waddled happilyin the direction of the nearest celebrant. In addition to variousaunts and uncles were Marc�s party of four, Robert himself, ClementPeachey, Francis Hincks and their wives. Dr. and Mrs. Baldwin wereinside supervising the parade of goodies. If Beth were puzzled bythe absence of Uncle Seamus, she was too polite to comment.
Marc was beginning to wonder how Robertplanned to corral the free-ranging youngsters, whose squeals andyips were growing more and more frantic, when the answer presenteditself. Chalmers, the Baldwin�s elderly butler, had emerged fromthe house carrying a wooden pail that resembled a miniaturebutter-churn. Behind him he was trailed by the two youngest maids -Betsy and Edie, if Marc recalled correctly � one with a smallerpail and the other with a large bowl of what appeared to be cream.Chalmers set the churn-like contraption on a nearby table andwaited for the maids to reach him. He gestured to Betsy and shecarefully poured the frothy contents of the bowl into the churn.Then he took the pail from Edie and tipped it up to the rim of thechurn. There followed the tinkle of ice-chips into the hollow spacebetween the churn�s inner and outer walls. What happened next wasas dramatic as a headmistress striking the school�s dinnergong!
�Ice cream!� a wee female voice trilled.
�Ice cream!�
�Ice cream!�
The cry echoed over the grass and through theshrubbery. A minute later every child, regardless of age or gender,had raced to the table where Chalmers was stoically turning thechurn�s handle. He was soon ringed by children, squatting orfidgeting or hopping from foot to foot. (Even the young maids sankdaintily to their knees and stared.) All eyes were on the magicbucket that they knew, or surmised, would transform ordinary creaminto a chilled ambrosia you could boast about for the rest of yourdays. And almost as magical was the sudden silence, so deep youcould detect a cricket stretching a foreleg.
�It�ll take some time, children,� Chalmerssaid.
�We know, we know. And we can help you churnif your hand gets tired,� offered young Fabian Cobb, who wasquickly seconded by several of his male companions.
�You�re a genius,� Beth said to Robert, whowas observing the scene with some satisfaction.
�It was Chalmers� idea,� Robert said with hiscustomary modesty.
�Won�t ice cream spoil their luncheon?� saidthe ever practical Diana.
�By the time it�s churned and chilled, thesandwiches and cake will have been served and eaten,� Robert said.�That is if the candies haven�t dulled their appetiteentirely.�
�Surely they�ve run off those effects,�Brodie said.
At this point Maggie went tumbling to theground just beyond Marc�s chair. He jumped up, ran over to her,picked her up in both hands, and raised her over his head. She hadconsidered crying but decided to turn her protest into a squeal ofpleasure. Marc grinned over at Beth, but she seemedpreoccupied.
She was wondering why they had seen no signof Seamus Baldwin.
***
The luncheon went as smoothly as a barrister�ssummation: with the three maids serving up the sandwiches, meattarts, and gallons of fresh milk; with Diana Ramsay leading thechildren in song; and with Robert cutting the birthday cake withexaggerated strokes and numerous winks. Chalmers then carried theice cream over to the head of table, and Dr. Baldwin had thepleasure of doling it out as if it were goose and he were FatherChristmas.
Following such unalloyed excitement,Governess Ramsay concluded that a few minutes quiet time was inorder. So, while the adults partook of their luncheon � coldchicken, cucumber sandwiches and chilled champagne � the boys andgirls slumped down in the nearest shade and dozed contentedly inthe early-afternoon sun. Robert had just finished making a toast tohis assembled friends and neighbours when the first notes of a pipefluttered upon the breeze. The guests followed Robert�s gaze andthe source of the music. There upon a knoll at the far edge of theyard stood the piper. At first blush it appeared to be a leprechaunmaterialized out of the greensward itself, for the figure was shortand bandy-legged and loose-limbed and clothed entirely inKendall-green broadcloth. Its shoes were of green leather and aspointed as an elf�s foot, and they were hopping merrily to theethereal ditty his long, nimble fingers were producing on the Irishfife they held as lightly as a pheasant�s plume. Upon his head, butbarely covering the wild sheaf of his grey-white hair, there swayedin time to the other rhythms of his body a pointed cap, topped by atinkling bell.
Uncle Seamus had made his entrance.
While the adults gaped, this incarnation ofthe god Pan danced a sprightly jig that brought him floating � itseemed � across the lawn towards the resting children. Then one byone, as if awakened and entranced by the music, the little onesrose to their feet and, without guile or prearrangement, fell inbehind him, prancing and lalling some wordless child�s song in tunewith the melodious notes of the fife and its manic master. Thewhite lace and muslin of the girls� dresses and the flagrantblouses of the lads behind them fanned out on a musical breeze likeso many pristine petals. It was all so innocent and beautiful andephemeral that there was not one of the adults watching whose heartdid not lurch at the sight. The melody and the gay parade seemed togo on forever, but it was less than a minute before Pan and hispipe reached a grassy knoll and the music stopped in mid-note andtheir goat-footed deity planted both feet on the ground, staredblue-eyed at his acolytes, and blew a single, high, fierce note -so loud the air itself seemed momentarily stunned.
�All right, my children, it�s time for thegames to begin!�
At this exhortation the nymphs and dryadsinstantly became children once more. They cheered and chattered,and broke into their constituent groups. Pan himself, with asatisfied smile, sat down cross-legged on the knoll and proceededto observe the games, whose nature and rewards had beenpredetermined by the Baldwin boys and under whose aegis they wereto be executed. The adults, after giving Uncle Seamus awell-deserved round of applause, moved their chairs over to thatpart of the lawn where the various races and contests were to takeplace. Beth excused herself in order to slip a short ways off andonce again feed Junior before he began making his own brand ofmusic.
Marc noticed the two young maids begin toedge over in his direction, but they were summarily brought back tothe business of clearing the luncheon tables by their superior,Miss Faye Partridge, a mannish-looking woman in her late thirtieswith a wizened face and a permanent glower. Marc felt sorry forEdie and Betsy, who could be no more than fifteen or sixteen yearsof age. They were children too, but compelled by necessity toperform adult drudgeries. Still, Robert had seen to it that theyhad had a share of the ice cream and had been encouraged to joinDiana�s sing-along.
The games lasted almost an hour, and wereajudged a success even though two skinned knees in the sack raceand a bruised elbow in the wheelbarrow event threatened to bringthe party to a halt. Eliza and two other younger girls found theexcitement too much, and were seen sitting in the grass near Panthe piper, pretending not to doze. Robert gave out the prizes withunashamed generosity: trinkets and toys lovingly wrapped in tissueand tied up with ribbon by Diana Ramsay days before the event.Robert would miss her as much as his four children would when shefinally left to marry Brodie Langford. (A woman�s touch was neededaround Baldwin House, but Robert had had only one love, and she hadbeen taken from him.) When the last bauble had been given out, toone of the mill lads, Robert looked over the gathering and openedhis mouth in order to announce that the party was over. But it wasthe voice of Uncle Seamus, who had not stirred from his Buddha-likeposition on the knoll, that carried over the assembly.
�We can�t end a birthday party,� he shouted,bouncing to his feet, �without a game of Blind Man�s Buff!�
Tired and sated as they were, the childrenseemed energized merely by the sound of the piper�s voice and thesheer possibility that he might raise the fife to his lips andimprovise a jig. Which he did, in a brief flurry of prettynotes.
The children cheered and ran towards him. Hisblue eyes danced.
�Now who�s gonna tie this scarf tight aroundmy eyes?� he called out, pulling a green scarf from around histhroat and letting it flutter between a thumb and a forefinger.
�Me! Me! Me!�
Uncle Seamus laughed heartily and handed thescarf to the nearest tot. He squatted down until she was able toreach up and wrap it loosely around the upper half of his face,making the bell on his cap tinkle.
�Now I need a strong young fella to tie ittight,� he chuckled. �We don�t want any peeking, do we?�
A chorus of �no�s!� confirmed thisconclusion, and Fabian Cobb stepped up and drew the folded scarfback until it was opaque and snug, and then tied a perfect reefknot to hold it in place.
At this moment, a small female voice calledfrom the far side of the knoll, �Can we play, UncleSeamus?�
�Edie Barr, you keep yer mouth shut or I�llwash it out with soap!� The naysayer was Miss Partridge, the seniormaid.
�Let the girls join in,� Uncle Seamusshouted. �And anyone else here who�s not forgotten how to be achild!�
Robert nodded in the direction of the twomaids, and cautiously they moved into the gaggle of boys and girlssurrounding Uncle Seamus. Uncle Seamus let out a whoop, tucked hisfife in his belt, and began to lurch and lunge towards thechildren, who taunted and teased, as children have always done,just beyond the blind grasping of his fingers. Close calls producedshrieks of joyful terror or yips of satisfaction. Uncle Seamusplayed his role for all it was worth. His gestures were exaggeratedand deliberately clownish. He hopped about with his knees bentspider-like and his arms waving like the tentacles of an octopus,and all the while hissing out a futile �Gotcha!� Whenever a tardychild did come within his reach, he pretended to stumble over atussock of grass and let the laggard squeal away. The children werefrantic with delight. Their clamour swelled to a maelstrom ofuninhibited cries, like a Greek chorus that had lost its conductor.The adults looked on, open-mouthed.
Suddenly the tumult ceased. The blind oldfellow had caught someone. He was clutching her waist with his bonyclaws. The others watched in disbelief: the game had turned. Thecaptive stood stock-still. It was Edie Barr, her baby face andblond curls a vivid contrast with her dark maid�s uniform. She washolding her breath and trembling.
�You gotta guess who it is!� shouted thebirthday girl, and her suggestion was taken up by the otherparticipants until it became an insistent chant.
�Ah, now, that�s gonna be easy, isn�t it?�Uncle Seamus cried, and he began moving his hands down along thegirl�s waist and hips, his fingers tracing but never touching theirquarry.
�It�s a large boy! Right?�
�No!� came the roar of denial anddelight.
The fingers now moved up the front of thegirl�s body, again they lingered and wriggled, to instant laughterfrom the jury, but did not touch. Then Edie appeared to totterabruptly and contact was made in several, and highly inappropriate,places. It lasted for no more than a second or two, but no-onewatching, even casually, would have missed the emboldened wideningof the girl�s eyes and the sudden stiffening of Piper Pan�sfingers.
�It�s Miss Partridge!� he trilled.
The hysterical response of the boys and girlsdoubled them over with laughter. Quick as a wink, Uncle Seamus�sfingers were up over the girl�s spray of curls, and he wheeledabout and just before whipping off his blindfold, shouted, �It�sBetsy Thurgood!�
�Wrong again!�
�You lose!�
�Put the mask back on, you�re still it!�
Uncle Seamus � his wrinkled, rubbery featuresset in a calculated grin � sank slowly to his haunches and threwhis hands in the air. �Thank you, children, for a most exhilaratingafternoon. But your old uncle is all elved out.�
Robert took the cue, and within minutes thechildren were being herded, happy but reluctant, towards the house.Meanwhile, Marc took notice of two events that might easily havegone unremarked. As she walked away from the slumped figure ofUncle Seamus, Edie Barr turned and gave him a look that was partpuzzlement and part reproof. Then she glanced at Betsy Thurgood asif somehow it were her fault that she had been named captive outthere, even though the girls were unalike, opposites even. WhereEdie was shapely and tall and luxuriously blond, Betsy was plumpand short with straight brown hair arranged in bangs. When Betsysmiled and tried to take her friend�s hand, Edie pulled away andran towards the house. Then, at the back door, with Maggie in hisarms, Marc looked back for a moment and saw, to his surprise, UncleSeamus still seated on the grass, his head between his knees.Exhaustion? Or something else?
***
Robert was standing in the doorway of the library asMarc and his party were moving down the hall towards the foyer.�Marc, could you spare me five minutes before you go? It�surgent.�
�Politics?� Marc said with a half-smile.
�Only indirectly.�
�Isn�t that usually the case?�
�Alas.�
�Give me a minute to visit the water-closet,�Marc said.
�I�ll wait for you in here, then.�
Marc handed Maggie over to Diana, apologizedto Beth for his being delayed, and then found the smaller hallwaythat led to the water-closet. On his way back, he passed an opendoor and overheard this exchange:
�But if he loves me, why did he insult me bycallin� out your name?�
�He don�t love you like that, Edie. He don�tlove nobody like that. He�s a nice old gentleman.�
Edie snorted. �You�ve got a lot to learnabout men!�
There was no immediate response to thisremark, and Marc was just about to carry on to the library when heheard a girl�s snuffle that quickly turned to weeping.
�I�m sorry, Betsy. I really am. My mom says Igot a big mouth and a tart tongue. But you are younger thanme, ya know.�
A maid�s tiff, Marc thought, the kind he hadheard often during his childhood on his adoptive uncle�s estate inKent. He sighed, and headed for the library.
***
Robert came straight to the point. �It�s my uncle,Marc. He�s getting to be a problem here and could soon be a biggerone in the city.�
�I don�t follow. How can he be of concern,isolated as he is out here in the countryside?�
Robert frowned and looked decidedlyuncomfortable. But he was not a man to back away from trouble orhis duty. �You saw how he behaved out there.�
�A man in his second childhood, I�d surmise,enjoying the children he didn�t have in his other life.�
�If that were only the whole story . . .�
�Seamus was a lawyer, wasn�t he? And abachelor?�
�He was married as a young man, but his wifedied in childbirth along with the babe. He never remarried.�
�Stuck to the law?�
�Yes. As a solicitor, doing the dog-work fora prestigious firm in Cork. And leading a narrow, monotonous,constricted life, I�m afraid.�
�With a personality unsuited to that kind oflife?�
�In the extreme. My grandfather forbade himto pursue his first love: the stage. Well, last winter he suffereda nervous breakdown of sorts and abruptly retired � alone afterthirty-five years service.�
�He had your family back in Ireland, did henot?�
�Over the years he had become increasinglyestranged from them, and then when he needed them most � �
�They were not there for him?�
�Something like that.�
�So your father suggested he might as wellcome out to the colony, where a ready-made and loving familyawaited him?�
�My father is as perceptive as he is kind. Hebelieved that because he and Uncle Seamus were close as childrenand he had known him well that my children and their many friendswould be the tonic he needed to restart his life. After a furiousexchange of letters and exhortations, he agreed to emigrate.�
�And it�s obvious, is it not, that the fellowloves children. And yours are out here every weekend and a gooddeal of the summertime. So what�s the problem?� Marc had a prettygood idea what the problem was, but he was hoping against hope thathe was mistaken.
Robert smiled grimly. �I don�t believe for asecond that you did not see the inappropriateness of some of hisbehaviour today.�
�It looked to me as if the girl deliberatelyleaned into him,� Marc said carefully.
�Perhaps. But it was he who invited the maidto play and he knew full well who he was grappling with. He hasplayed this parlour game before, and he can see quite well throughthat fake blindfold.�
�And you think his hands lingered a bit toolong where they shouldn�t have?�
Robert sighed. �He does a ventriloquist actat parties, using Edie or Betsy as his dummy, sitting on his kneeand flapping their lips whenever he pokes them in the back. I mustadmit it�s hilarious, and our guests love it and the girls,especially Edie, don�t seem to mind. But good Lord, Marc, the manis sixty years old! And my housemaids are barely sixteen!�
�Perhaps you need to talk to him. Clear theair. Set some limits on his behaviour.�
�You�re right. And my father and I wantnothing more than to do just that. But we�re also fearful ofundoing the gains he has made thus far in restoring his mental andphysical health. He was deeply depressed and melancholic when hefirst arrived. But after that display today, we may have no otherchoice.�
�Perhaps you could replace the maids withmore mature servants.�
�You don�t really mean that, do you?�
Robert knew his friend too well. Both he andMarc felt strongly about employing girls whose family life andgrinding poverty made escape their only option. Edie Barr and BetsyThurgood were the daughters of nearby mill-hands, who themselvesled a hardscrabble existence. Robert would no more think of sendinghis young servants home penniless any more than Marc would havereturned Charlene Huggan (now Mrs. Hogg) to her abusive father inCobourg.
�No, of course not,� Marc said, sitting down.To this point the two men had been standing beside the big mahoganytable that dominated the book-lined room. Robert joined him. �Butif it is even remotely possible that your uncle has a prurientinterest in these girls, then you must act to protect them. Theyare in a real sense your wards.�
�That�s what has made the past few weeks soagonizing for my father and me. We are devout Christians, and wetake the guardianship of those in our care as a solemnresponsibility. So far we have made certain that my uncle�s contactwith the servants is formal and usually within sight ofothers.�
Marc was tempted to mention the conversationhe had just overheard, but felt it was unfair to prejudice eitherBetsy or Edie on the basis of a twenty-second bit of dialogue forwhich he had no context. Besides, Robert already had his suspicionsabout the potential improprieties. Instead, he said, �You hintedearlier in the hall that there was an indirect politicalimplication in this business. I don�t see any except thepossibility that a scandal might occur that would tarnish the magicof the Baldwin name among Reformers in the province.�
�I plan to make sure that does not happen,but there is a further and more imminent issue.�
�And that is?�
Robert reached for the macaroon dish healways kept to hand and whose contents he used like worry beads.�Uncle Seamus wants to help out in chambers. The truth is he is nolonger melancholy, but simply bored.�
�But I thought he liked the outdoors: hikingand trout fishing and that sort of thing.�
�He does. And with duck and goose huntingcoming up, I figured he�d be well amused. But not so. He�sdetermined, he says, to pay his way.�
�But I assumed it was the law thatdrove him nearly crazy,� Marc said.
�True, but he feels he needs to earn hiskeep,� Robert said with a resigned sigh. �He knows that you and Iand my cousin Bob are increasingly involved in politics, leavingthe day to day running of the firm in the overworked hands ofPeachey and our clerks. I don�t see how I can refuse his offer. Sofar I�ve put him off by saying that we won�t need extra help untilthe assizes begin in two weeks. He�s agreed to wait.�
�But aside from the fact that the work mightset back his progress or that he may turn out to be more of aburden than a help to us, what is there to worry about in thelarger sense?�
�You saw the man out there today. Evenwithout the presence of children, who do set him off in dramaticfashion, the fellow loves to play pranks and practical jokes. Andmy four children and two young maids will be right next door. I�mafraid he will materially disrupt the work of chambers at a timewhen you, I and Francis must begin devoting all our energies to thecoming elections and maintaining our alliance with Louis.�
Robert was alluding to Louis LaFontaine, theleader of the radical rouge party in Quebec, and to thesecret alliance that he, Marc and Francis Hincks had hammered outlast winter. As the date for the proclamation of the united colonyapproached and the elections that must ensue shortly thereafter,Robert, as leader of the Upper Canadian Reformers, was spendingmore and more of his time writing to and visiting ridings acrossthe province. He was hoping to drum up support for the nominationof strong candidates, ones who would also show a willingness towork with their French counterparts as the struggle for aresponsible form of government continued. Increasingly he had beenasking Marc either to accompany him or had been going off on hisown as far afield as Windsor or Cornwall. That left Robert BaldwinSullivan as the lone barrister in the firm and Clement Peachey asthe sole solicitor. And while Robert didn�t need the moneygenerated by his law practice (the family was well off), he wasloath to give it up. For although he was the only man whomReformers of all stripes trusted, he had not sought leadership nordid he enjoy it. Always he saw himself doing his duty and thenretiring to the more peaceful satisfactions of his chambers.
�No need to worry,� Marc said with moreassurance than he felt. �Let me take your uncle under wing when hearrives in town. I�m not due for any travel until the end ofOctober. In that way you�ll be free to move about as you�re needed.I�ll see to Uncle Seamus in the city while you and your parentslook out for him in the country.�
Robert smiled, as fully as he ever did. �Iwas hoping you would say that. I don�t know what I would do withoutyou.�
�I�ll accept the compliment after the event,�Marc said.
A pre-emptive squeal from Maggie in thecrowded foyer drew Marc back to his primary duties. �My daughtersays it is time to go home.�
As they were settling in the brougham -Brodie, Diana, Maggie and Junior � Beth turned to Marc with a smallshudder and whispered, �Did you see the look on that girl�s facewhen Seamus touched her?�

TWO

Some four weeks after Eliza Baldwin�sbirthday party, Constable Horatio Cobb found himself on an unusualerrand: he was walking north up Frederick Street in the �old town�to visit his boss. The day had begun normally enough. He hadarrived at the police quarters in City Hall about seven o�clock tocheck in and begin his day-patrol, had nodded to Gussie French, thepolice clerk, and was surprised when that earnest fellow, whorarely returned his nod, looked up, frowned, and shoved a note intoCobb�s hand � before going back to his hen-scratching. �It�s fromthe Chief, so you better read it,� Gussie had muttered withoutpausing for a comma. And it was. Chief Constable Wilfrid Sturgesrequested his presence as soon as convenient at his house onFrederick Street above Newgate. Cobb knew the house � awhitewashed, clapboard cottage ringed by the flower patches thatwere Mrs. Sturges�s lifeline to the Old Country she had neverreally left � but he had never been inside of it. Sturges, or Sargeas he was affectionately called after his rank in Wellington�sarmy, kept his private and professional lives separate. Cobbadmired him for it. Cobb admired him for everything. But why wouldhe be summoned to the man�s home? Sure, Sarge had been having arough time with arthritis and gout, and spent much less time in hisoffice than he used to. But he always made it to police quarters atleast three times a week, giving him lots of time to speakprivately with any of his constables, should he have need to. Infact, he and Cobb had been alone for an hour yesterday when Gussiehad been called home over the noon hour to deal with hisobstreperous son.
But a summons was a summons. And it was aglorious Indian summer day in early October, perfect for a casualstroll up Frederick Street. He had even spotted his friend andsometime co-investigator, Marc Edwards, driving his buggy alongKing Street with Beth at his side. He would have been heading forthe chambers of Baldwin and Sullivan and she for her shop fartherwest on King. Both of them gave him a wave and a cheery �Goodmorning!� and he had tipped his helmet like a proper gentleman,knowing that the Major, as he called him, would appreciate theirony of the gesture.
Cobb came to Sturges�s cottage, ducked underan arbour and its last frail roses, and rapped on the frontdoor.
***
�I wanted to have an uninterrupted chat with you,Cobb, well away from the rabbit ears of Gussie French and anyoutside interruptions.�
�You know I�ve never turned down a chat,�Cobb quipped, hoping against the odds to lighten the atmosphere inthe room. They were seated cheek by jowl in the Chief�s den, whichwas not much bigger than a water-closet. A warming sun through thetiny southeast window provided the only heat and a single candlethe only additional light. Sturges was seated in a plush chair withhis right leg stretched out upon a leather hassock with horsehairstuffing sticking out all over it. His swollen right foot wasthinly wrapped with gauze, but its red and painful puffiness couldbe seen clearly � and felt. Some days the gout prevented Sturgesfrom walking altogether, and even on a good day he now got aroundgingerly with the aid of a cane. It made Cobb shudder, not merelyat the undeserved suffering this man was being asked to bear but atthe sort of decrepitude and indignity that awaited everyoneunfortunate enough to live too far past middle age.
�You don�t mind coffee in themornin�?� Sturges said solicitously.
�Oh, no, not at all. Yer missus has been mostkind.� Cobb winced as he realized how much he sounded like MarcEdwards, Esquire.
�Good. Good.�
Cobb sipped at his cooling coffee andsquirmed in his lumpy chair in a futile effort to getcomfortable.
�You are happy with your work?� Sturges saidafter an anxious pause.
��Course I am. Can�t think of anythin� elseI�d like to do.� Are you happy with my work? was theresponse Cobb wished to make. Was Sarge leading up to firing him?Demoting him? He began to sweat.
�Glad to hear it.�
�I figure I�ll be workin� on patrol till myfeet give out,� Cobb said, instantly regretting the remark.
Sturges chuckled, something he needed to domore as it instantly invigorated the character in his face � ahigh-browed, full-cheeked, essentially cheerful face with eyes thathad seen too much horror on the Spanish peninsula but still had theurge to dance in their sockets if given the chance. �You wouldn�tbe thinkin� of a change, then?�
Cobb flinched, rattling his coffee cup in itssaucer. �I�d like things to stay where they are,� he replied, �orthe way they useta be � when you could run like a greyhound.�
�Don�t we all?� He leaned forward, grimacingat the effort. �But I�m thinkin� of a change fer the better. Surelyyou�ve heard the men talkin� about me retirin�?�
�They�ve been mutterin� about that when youain�t nearby, but I don�t toll-or-rate such talk. You�re theChief.�
Sturges heaved a theatrical sigh. �And I�dlike to be chief forever. But I asked you here to tell you, firstup, that the wife and I have come to a decision on the matter.�
Cobb was shocked and flattered � both. �Yamean you�re gonna quit?�
�I�m goin� to retire on half-pay, as thegentlemen officers say, like I did when I left the army and joinedPeel�s patrolmen back in �twenty-nine.�
�But who�s gonna be our chief?�
�That�s one of the things I wanted to talk toyou about, man to man.�
�I can�t see any of us takin� over,� Cobbsaid quickly. The very thought of having to sit in an office mostof the waking hours, of hobnobbing with Magistrate Thorpe or theAttorney-General or the Aldermen who continually butted into policeaffairs, or of supervising laggards like Ewan Wilkie or bullieslike Bob Brown � such thoughts caused him to break out inhives.
�Well, before we get anywheres near thattopic, there are other, bigger changes comin� to the Torontoconstabulary.�
It was Cobb�s turn to lean forward. �Whatkinda changes?� he said, barely breathing the words.
�Nothin� lasts forever, my friend, and notall change is fer the worse, though I know it usually works outthat way.�
�But the force is workin� well, ain�t it? Isthe mayor unhappy with us?�
�No, no, no. It�s because things areworkin� out well that the City Council is plannin� to make theforce bigger and better.�
�But they�ve already made it bigger.�
Last year five part-time constables had beenadded to the five permanent ones (including the chief constable) sothat certain sensitive parts of the city could be policedtwenty-four hours a day. The old night watchmen were graduallybeing phased out.
�True, and as you can see fer yerself everyday on yer patrol, this city is growin� by leaps and bounds. We�readdin� a thousand people a year. Our wharves are teemin� withimmigrants from Britain. The shanties up in Irishtown are spreadin�like pigweed. There�s talk of the army movin� in and ejectin� allthem squatters �cause the property is needed fer respectablecitizens.�
�Well, I�ll admit we don�t go inta Irishtownalone no more. But still � �
�The decision�s already been made,� Sturgessaid, leaning back with elaborate care. �It�ll be official at thenext council meetin�.�
Cobb wished he were somewhere else � in his�office� at the Cock and Bull, for example, with a frothy flagon ofale in his right hand.
�First of all,� Sturges continued, �startin�in the new year, we�ll have ten full-time constables withtwenty-four-hour foot-patrols throughout the town.�
�We ain�t got room fer an extra midget as itis!�
�New quarters will be found or built. It�spossible that a second quarters or station will be set up here inthe east end.�
�I see,� Cobb said, though he was having ahard time imagining such sweeping change. �But they�ll still need anew chief, won�t they?�
�They will. And believe me, Cobb, if Ithought there was the slightest chance you would consider it, I�drecommend you.�
Cobb looked at Sturges long and hard enoughfor him to realize that he was deeply touched by the offer but wasnot tempted, even now, to change his mind on the question. �Youknow I can�t,� he said at last.
�I do. And I didn�t bring you up here tobrowbeat or sweet-talk you into takin� on the job. As it turns out,the Council is lookin� to London again fer another chief, as theydid fer me.�
�Another � �
�Limey? Yes, I�m afraid so.� Sturges chuckledfor the second time, tickled at Cobb�s embarrassment, whichinevitably reddened his already scarlet nose. �Alderman MacArthuris headin� to England this week, and he�s been asked to interviewcandidates and bring back a recommendation when he returns inDecember.�
�So I�m off the hook?�
�Not entirely. For there�s a second changecomin�, a very interestin� one.�
Cobb waited, wary and apprehensive.
�I�ve been in correspondence with colleaguesin London, old pals of mine, and it seems like the police overthere are plannin� to create a new class of investigator, someonewho will not be on patrol or even in uniform.�
�Sounds crazy to me. What would they dowithout a truncheon or a helmet to protect their noggins?�
�These men would be called detectives. Theirsole purpose would be to investigate serious crimes � gatherevidence and question suspicious people and witnesses. The idea ofhavin� them in plain, gentleman�s attire is to allow them to moveabout at will without scarin� people and without havin� to be stuckon regular patrol. They�d need more brains than brawn.�
�But me and the Major�ve been investigatin�quite nicely on our own, ain�t we?�
Sturges smiled as if he had at long lastreached the target he had been aiming at all along. �Verynicely, Cobb. That�s my point. And that�s why I�m goin� torecommend to Council that when the new chief arrives and the forcegets reorganized, you be made our first plainclothesdetective.�
Cobb was speechless. He wasn�t even sure howhe ought to feel.
�Don�t look so surprised or worried. Thechanges�ll not be that severe. I know the Council will resist theidea � they�re all stuck in the Dark Ages � so I intend to suggestthat we begin the experiment by havin� you keep yer patrol -day-patrol only, I might add � until a major crime occurs, one thatrequires real investigation. Then you will be relieved of yerpatrol, remove yer uniform, and carry out the investigation asyou see fit. Subject to the chief�s guidance, you will beallowed to direct one or more patrolmen to assist you, asrequired.�
�Like I done with the Major, except I get towear my Sunday suit?�
�Except you won�t have Marc Edwards at yerside.�
Cobb thought about that. Marc had taught himmuch about interrogation and evidence-gathering. They had workedwell as a team. Could he work alone? More to the point, would theMajor be available in any case now that he had two children, abarrister�s career, and a consuming passion for politics? Notlikely.
�It would mean a substantial increase in yersalary,� Sturges said, seeing that Cobb had sniffed at the bait andwas now mouthing it.
That offer was welcome news, for Cobb hadschool fees to pay for Delia�s winter term at Miss Tyson�s Academyand, by next autumn, similar fees for Fabian at the grammar school.Fabian was already the brightest pupil in the common school anddestined for something better than the life of a policeconstable.
�You�d be willin� to suggest all this to theCouncil?� he said when he felt confident enough to speak.
�I would.�
�But with a new chief and all these newconstables, aren�t they likely to balk at extra expenses? They�retoo cheap to cobble or macadam the main streets, for God�ssake.�
�They are. But I�ve got a long list of yersuccessful investigations to regale them with. Besides, seriouscrime is on the increase. Toronto would like to be the capital ofthe united provinces when Kingston drops the ball, so they�re muchaware of our town�s safety and the success of our constabulary.Anyway, as long as you approve of the idea, I�m goin� to push it ashard as I can.�
Cobb nodded his assent slowly. Then he said,�You sure that gout of yers ain�t gonna get better?�
***
Beth dropped Marc off at Baldwin House and continuedon up Bay Street towards Smallman�s. Marc watched herawhile, marvelling yet again how competent she was around horsesand most things practical, and at how content they both were at thelife they had begun making together. Like many people in thiscolony, they had suffered the loss of those they had loved andthemselves had had brushes with death. But they had survived andfound each other. They had brought a daughter and a son into thisworld. They could do nothing to alter the whims of Fate or avengeful God, but they could do all in their power to make the newCanada a place fit to live and prosper in. Politics was a humanenterprise and, if possible, they would make sure it was humane aswell. Beth had worked for the Reform cause � the redress oflong-time grievances and the establishment of a responsible,cabinet form of government � all her adult life. It was she who hadwon him over to the cause, along with his heart. He watched hernow, and marvelled anew until the buggy wheeled east onto KingStreet.
Marc turned back towards Baldwin House, whichfaced Front Street at Bay. Half of the splendid, two-storey brickbuilding provided living quarters for Robert, his four children,their governess Diana Ramsay, and their servants. The other halfcontained the law chambers of Baldwin and Sullivan, the firm thatMarc, as a barrister, assisted from time to time but one that hehad so far resisted joining, as he had still not decided theprecise direction his future would take. His assistance thismorning, and for the next several weeks, would consist of writingletters on Robert�s behalf while offering guidance to and keeping aclose watch on Seamus Baldwin as he settled in �to be of help.�Uncle Seamus had come into town yesterday evening, and was to makehis inaugural appearance in chambers at nine this morning. Marcwent immediately to his office, a small but comfortable room nextto the suite of rooms occupied by Clement Peachey and his clerks -the place where the conveyancing and other fee-paying business wascarried out. At the end of the hall lay two large andwell-appointed chambers reserved for the firm�s partners.
Robert�s manservant had set a small fire inthe corner stove to take the night chill off, and Marc had justwalked over to dampen it down when he heard a sharp cry. It hadcome from next door, and sounded as if someone had jabbed somethingsharp into Clement Peachey. Marc ran out into the hall. The cry hadevolved into a string of oaths, none of them complimentary. Marcopened Clement�s door and went in.
�What happened?� Marc said, but already theanxiety had gone out of his voice. Peachey was not injured. In facthe had not risen from his desk. He was holding aloft what appearedto be the firm�s seal, the one used to press hot wax onto the manyofficial documents and letters he dealt with daily. He was glaringat it as if it had of its own accord chosen to alter its shape. Heglanced up at Marc, scowled, then looked down at the documentbefore him. Marc could see what might have been shards of clearglass scattered over it.
�Macaroons,� Peachey said bleakly. �Some damnfool glued bits of macaroon to my seal!�
Uncle Seamus had struck early.
***
It took Marc five minutes to get Peachey to cooldown and even longer to have him see the comic side of UncleSeamus�s prank. Robert was never far from a bowl of macaroons. Somewags at court referred to the firm as Macaroon and Sullivan. Thatits seal, its �coat of arms,� should include the macaroon couldwell be seen as both fitting and funny.
�That�s all very well, Marc, but we�ve got abusiness to run. While the two Roberts are off playing politics,it�s me here and you in court who keep the firm solvent. TellSeamus Baldwin for me that I don�t intend to let any frivolousprankster loose in here amongst my papers and files. I do have asense of humour, but it has no place in a law office!�
That may be the most appropriate place forit, was Marc�s thought, but he said, �I just heard Robert godown to his chamber. Uncle Seamus may be with him. I�ll sort thismatter out right now.�
Marc left Peachey picking macaroon shards offthe company seal and started down towards Robert�s office.
�What the Sam hell!� It was Robert, his voiceraised to an unaccustomed level. He never swore, but was obviouslycoming close to doing so.
Robert�s outcry was followed by a hugeguffaw.
Marc stepped into the room to find Robertwith his wooden macaroon bowl clinging, it appeared, to all five ofthe outstretched fingers of his left hand.
�Gotcha!� Uncle Seamus roared, and clappedhis hands to his belly. The old gentleman was impeccably turned outin his finest suit. Extra pomade and a centre-part had brought hissheaf of grey-white hair close to respectability. His boots hadbeen polished till they bled. But nothing could really be done todisguise the gnome�s body or the impish dance of his blue eyes. Thedeep wrinkles of his troll-like features were contorted now into amost unlawyerly grin.
�Molasses!� Robert sputtered at Marc. �He�sstuck my macaroons to the bowl and poured molasses around them!They�re ruined!�
�It�s just a jest,� Uncle Seamus said whenhis laughter had subsided somewhat. �How many times have I seen youreach into your bowl blindly with your left hand? The temptationwas just too great, nephew. You�ll have to excuse an old man�sfancy, eh?�
�I�ll have one of the girls bring you a toweland some water,� Marc said.
�Thanks, Marc. Otherwise I�d have to go nextdoor and clean up.�
�You can see the humour of it, can�tyou, Edwards?�
Marc could, but felt it impolitic to sayso.
�Was that a cry of woe and despair I heardcoming from Solicitor Peachey�s abode?� Uncle Seamus said, theimpish grin unfaded.
�I�m afraid that Clement did not see thehumour in the defacement of his seal,� Marc said.
�Good grief, Uncle, what have you done toPeachey?�
�More macaroons, I�m afraid,� Marc said.
�Spare me the details.� Robert looked upseverely at Uncle Seamus. �You promised father you�d behave,� hesaid as if he were speaking to a mischievous child. �We do needyour expertise in Clement�s office, you know. And yourexperience.�
�Ah, don�t fret, Robbie. �Tis only the firstday. I thought I�d introduce myself with a parlour trick or two.And you�ve got to admit, I pulled them off splendidly.�
�I�d better be careful where I put myfingers,� Marc said, letting his amusement show.
Uncle Seamus laughed, �I never repeat myself,lad.�
�I want you to promise, Uncle, that therewill be no repeats of any sort.�
�I don�t make promises I can�t keep. But Idid promise to shoulder my weight in here, and I shall.�
�That�s all I can ask of you, then,� Robertsaid. Having removed the bowl from his fingertips, he was nowholding his sticky digits aloft and brushing the air with them.
�I�ll escort you down to meet Mr. Peachey,�Marc said. �You may need my protection.�
�I heard you were once a dashing youngsoldier,� Uncle Seamus said, �so I�ll feel more than safe with youat my side.�
�Off with you, then,� Robert saidaffectionately. �I�ve got to get ready for a trip toBrantford.�
Fifteen minutes later, Marc sat at his deskand prepared to begin his own day�s work. He had engineered asuccessful meeting between Clement and Uncle Seamus, with thelatter offering something that might have been interpreted as anapology, enough of one at any rate to effect a d�tente. Marchimself was careful not to rush blindly into any drawers orcrevices, but he seemed to have been spared the pleasure of anotherparlour trick. Perhaps Uncle Seamus would settle down. As far ashis family were concerned, this high-humoured impishness waspreferable to the depression he had suffered after his retirementand brought with him to the New World. And indeed these high jinksmight prove to be a necessary precursor to a healthier, morebalanced outlook on life. Certainly he would be loved here by thosearound him, and children obviously adored him.
Marc heard the housemaid who had broughttowels and hot water to Robert five minutes ago now retreating downthe hall towards the vestibule.
�Ow!� A squeal and then a giggle.
And then a guffaw.
My word, Marc thought, what have I gottenmyself into?
***
When Cobb got home shortly after seven that evening,Dora had a hot supper waiting for him. She and the children hadeaten theirs earlier. Delia was in the front room reading andFabian was outdoors playing in the last of the autumn light. Whichsuited Cobb just fine. He was bubbling with excitement over thepossibilities held out to him this morning by the Chief Constable,and although he took great pains to hide it, he was dying to reportthe good news. He had just finished his baked apple and wasclearing his throat to speak when Dora said:
�Hurry up and finish, Mister Cobb. I gotsomethin� important to tell you.�
�It can wait, can�t it?�
�If it could, I wouldna said otherwise, nowwould I?�
�I suppose not.�
�Well, you suppose correct.�
Cobb sighed, and gave up. �What is it, then?I hope you ain�t gonna tell me no gory dee-tales about yerbaby business! You know the rules!�
Cobb and Dora had agreed not to discuss eachother�s work unless it was absolutely necessary. Dora didn�tappreciate his descriptions of barroom brawls he had broken up, andhe found any reference to the messier aspects of her midwiferyrevolting. But there were exceptions, and Cobb suspected he wasabout to hear one of them.
�This could be police busy-ness,� Dorasaid cryptically. �So listen up.�
�I�m all ears.�
Dora glared at her husband as she invariablydid when her radar detected the slightest hint of irony. �It�sabout Mrs. Trigger,� she said.
Cobb�s heavy brows shot up. �That old witchstill at it, is she?�
�You know very well she is. There�s a lot offolks north of Hospital Street who can�t afford anybody else. Andat one time, Elsie knew what she was doin�.�
Elsie Trigger had acted as midwife for thepoorest families in the northwest section of the city where it hadbegun to sprawl indiscriminately. Dora did much of the older eastend, while several newcomers had set up in the wealthiersouth-western part of town.
�Maybe so,� Cobb said, �but since she movedher own carcase inta Irishtown she�s gone straight downhill,eh?�
�Taken to the drink, she has.�
�So what�s so new about the old bat that yougotta break our rules?�
Dora sighed, a gesture that made her largebosom undulate alarmingly under the bib of her apron. �Two deadbabes, that�s what.�
Cobb tried to look sympathetic. �There�s deadbabes all over the city.�
�These two shouldn�t�ve died. I got calledout this afternoon to a shack up on Brock Street. I told the fellawho come fer me that I didn�t service the northwest, but he wasdesperate. He said Mrs. Trigger had been tendin� his wife in herconfinement, but when the babe started comin� out crooked, shethrew up her hands and skedadelled. He couldn�t afford a doctor, sohe come lookin� fer me.�
�What happened then?�
�He drove me to his shack. The poor girl, nottwenty, was near death. The babe was big and comin� out posterior.Elsie could�ve turned it easy, I figure, or pulled it out by hand,but she was too drunk to do anythin� sensible.�
�Jesus!�
While Dora was the strongest and most stoicperson Cobb knew, male or female, on rare occasions she let herfeelings show. A single plump tear slid down her right cheek. �Icouldn�t save the babe, but the mother survived. Barely.�
Cobb patted a pocket in search of histobacco. �You said there was two.�
�That�s right. I didn�t tell you, but lastweek I went up near Irishtown and found a woman bleedin� to death.Elsie�d been tendin� her and fell asleep beside her. The husbandthrew her out and come fer me. The lass may�ve bled to deathanyway, at least Dr. Smollett thought so when he come later.�
�Both mother and babe died?�
�Yes.�
�And you think Elsie might�ve beenresponsible?�
Dora reached over and grasped Cobb�s hand.�Mister Cobb, that woman�s gotta be stopped.�
�But how c�n I � �
�I want you to go inta Irishtown, find her,and warn her off. Tell her you�ll toss her inta jail if she don�tgive up bein� a midwife.�
Cobb found his tobacco but couldn�t rememberwhere he left his pipe. �All right, then, I�ll do it. But just feryou. I�ll haveta take Wilkie with me �cause it�s gettin� toodangerous fer a patrolman to go into that rat�s nest alone. ButI�ll find her and put the fear of the Lord into her.�
Dora smiled through her tears. �Fear of Cobbwill do,� she said.
***
Cobb never got a chance to warn Elsie Trigger off.About eleven o�clock that night, both Cobb and Dora were awakenedby a frantic pounding on the front door. Delia and Fabian were soused to this phenomenon that they seldom were disturbed. But Dorawould waken instantly, as she used to when her own babies wouldcall out to her in the dark. And Dora�s near three-hundred poundsrolling over in bed invariably woke up her husband. As soon as Cobbfelt Dora abandon their warm cocoon, however, he would slump backinto it and, seconds later, would be snoring anew. It was the onlyway he could cope with her unpredictable comings and goings, andnot be perpetually sleep-deprived.
He was just drifting back off this night whenhe felt her fingers poking him awake.
�I gotta go off with the lad at the door,�she whispered.
�Why are you tellin� me, then?� Cobbcomplained.
��Cause it may be about Mrs. Triggeragain.�
Cobb sat up, blinking in the moonlight.�What�s she done now?�
�Maybe nothin�, but the lad lives next doorto the girl in trouble and was sent here by her father to fetch me.It�s up north, past Brock Street. I told him I don�t go outta town,but the lad says they�re desperate fer a midwife.�
�And that�s Elsie�s territory, ain�t it?�
�Uh huh. The lad says it�s past Spadina.There�s a bunch of houses near the mill up there. Where themill-hands live.�
�I don�t want you goin� on yer own away upthere.�
�I know, but the lad said he was sentspecially to fetch me, not Mrs. Trigger. The father told himMrs. Trigger was unavailable. Drunk, I reckon. So I�ll havetago.�
Cobb grunted his assent. �The lad�s got abuggy?� he said.
�Borrowed from the mill. We�ll get therepretty quick. And I ain�t worried. Nobody�s ever bothered a midwifein this town. At least not yet.�
�Did the lad say who the girl was?�
�Daughter of a mill-hand, one Thomas Thurgood- name of Betsy.�

THREE

They drove at a brisk trot west along King Street,Dora and the twelve-year-old messenger. Fortunately a near fullmoon provided sufficient light for them to keep to the middle ofthe wide, rutted street. On either side the houses and shops roseup dark and inhospitable. It was October and there was a chill inthe air, but Dora was accustomed to night travel. Her capaciouswool shawl was gathered around her, and the lad kindly placed abuffalo-robe over her knees. He said nothing, however, and Dorarefrained from probing him for any further information because sheknew from experience that those involved in these emergency runs,however peripheral, were anxious and often confused. She would, asusual, wait for her arrival at the scene to assess the situation asshe found it.
They turned north up Yonge Street and passedthe British-American coffee house, where the eerie moon-shadows nowchanged shape. At Newgate they swung west again. Dora could smellthe stink from the tannery there, and farther along she could seethe red glow from a foundry furnace. At Brock Street they turnednorth. The pony was panting now, exhaling huge skeins of visiblebreath. The boy brushed him with a whip, and he stepped up the paceonce more. Where Brock Street ended at Queen (formerly Lot Street),they met the bush road that led northwest to Spadina. Here theyentered the forest, and if it had not been for the moon, they wouldhave had to have moved at a snail�s pace and, even then, haverelied on the pony�s instincts to keep them on track.
Soon they began to jounce and lurch as theroadbed roughened, but Dora, who often boasted of it, had beensupplied by her Maker with a pair of comfortable rear-side cushionsfor the sole purpose of absorbing such shocks on missions of mercyin His name. Still, she was glad when, about a quarter-mile fromSpadina, they veered to the right onto a washboard path just wideenough to accommodate the buggy. Several bumpy minutes later theyrumbled across the log-bridge that spanned the stream used by themiller to power his machinery (Trout Creek the locals called it).They rattled past a distant, shadowy farmstead, then the tall,moonlit mill and the mill-race. Soon they were on open ground,where they had to move at a walk to avoid being upset. Fortunatelya straggle of workers� shanties was soon silhouetted against thenorthwest sky.
�It�s the first house,� said the boy. �Mr.Thurgood�s.�
�I�ll walk from here, laddie. Here�s athrupenny piece fer yer good work. May the Lord bless you.�
�Thank you, mum,� the boy said. Then heslumped forward and began sobbing. �Oh, poor, poor Betsy.�
�I�ll see she�s all right,� Dora said,stepping down and reaching back for her bag. �You wait here, willya? �Least fer a little while.�
The boy nodded, wiping his cheek with hissleeve.
She left him there and stepped towards thehouse, trying not to shudder at what she might be facing.
***
�Oh, thank God you�ve come!� cried Auleen Thurgoodas Dora pushed her way into the kitchen. �Betsy�s bad. Realbad.�
�You took yer time, woman,� was BurtonThurgood�s opening remark.
Before saying a word, Dora took a quick lookat the Thurgoods. She liked to size up the home situation beforeshe went to the patient, mainly to get a sense of whether theywould be a help or a hindrance. Auleen would be of little use, Doracould see right away. She was a scrawny woman with big, frightenedeyes who resembled nothing more than a mouse trying to shrivelitself into a corner where it might find a moment�s safety. Pale,almost sickly, she was wringing a pair of bony hands in her filthyapron. Thurgood himself was another matter. He was neither tall norburly, but rather had the physique of many mill-hands: strong andwiry with outsized hands and bunched muscles � like a lynxpreparing to spring. But where many a mill-hand effected thedowncast expression of one destined to follow orders, Thurgood hadbold, black eyes and a mass of curly, black hair that dared anyone,boss or toff, to knock the chip off his shoulder.
�Where� the lass?� Dora said to Auleen,brushing by the surprised husband with practised ease.
�In there,� Thurgood snapped.
�Get that fire stirred up, mister. We�relikely to need lots of hot water. And you, ma�am, can find me someclean cloths.�
With that Dora entered the bedroom thatAuleen had indicated.
�We can�t pay ya much!� Thurgood shoutedafter her.
The room was dark, its window being in thenorth and away from the moonlight. A single tallow-candle, set in adish on an apple-box, offered the only illumination. Betsy waslying on a pallet on the floor, groaning and twisting about in adelirium of pain. And she was just a girl, Dora thought, as sheknelt beside her. Beneath the sweat-smeared shift, her onlycovering, her breasts were little more than swollen nubs. She hadkicked off a ragged quilt in her misery.
�It�s gonna be all right, luv. Missus Cobb ishere.�
Betsy�s response was a groan and a clenchingof her teeth. Dora placed a hand on the girl�s forehead. The feverwas well advanced, yet her skin looked cold and clammy.
�Let�s have a peek down below,� Dora said.She rolled Betsy gently over until she lay fully on her back, thenpried the girl�s legs apart.
Betsy shrieked.
�What the hell are you doin� to her?�Thurgood shouted from the doorway.
�Go out to the well and bring in cold water,�Dora said sharply. �If I can get this bleedin� stopped, we�ll haveto wrap the lass in cold towels to bring the fever down. Hurry!She�s desperate ill.�
Dora heard a muffled curse, but a momentlater the front door opened and then shut with a bang. Auleen camein diffidently with a kettle of hot water and several pieces ofcotton material.
�We�ll use them later,� Dora said. �Igenerally start with my own cloths.� Which are certain to be clean,she did not need to add. �Meantime, you can hold that candle upclose.� Tenderly but firmly she began to wipe the blood away fromBetsy�s thighs and belly. The girl moaned but no longer thrashedand writhed.
�What�s wrong with her?� Auleen whisperedbeside Dora, as if speaking too loudly might bring further harmdown upon her daughter.
�You don�t know?� Dora said,incredulous.
�Well, I . . . we � �
Dora pointed to a black puddle on the pallet.�That would�ve been a babe if it had stayed in yer girl�s womb,missus.�
�Oh, but we didn�t know, Missus Cobb!� Auleencried. �I swear. She ain�t been livin� here! She only come back tosee me through the grippe three days ago. And we knew nothin� ofher bein� with child until tonight when she � she confessed to usthat she might be.�
�And you thought Mrs. Trigger might be ableto tell you one way or another?�
Auleen was shaking, trying to hold back hertears. In her eyes Dora could see fear, resignation, and somethingclose to despair. She was a woman on the edge. �But she�s adrunk,� she wailed. �I had to beg Burton to send feryou.�
�But it�s midnight,� Dora said, stillswabbing at the dried blood and afterbirth.
Betsy groaned and twisted, and flung her armsoutward, in supplication or surrender.
Dora stopped her swabbing, reached into hercarpetbag and brought out a small vial. �Bring me a cup of water.We gotta do somethin� about the pain before it kills her.�
�Oh, my God! Oh, Christ!�
�Go, woman!�
Dora took Betty�s right hand in both of hers.�I�m gonna help ya sit up, dearie, and then I�m gonna give ya somemedicine that�ll take the pain away. Think you can swallow it? Ferme?�
Betsy opened her eyes, but her stare wasglassy, other worldly. She seemed to be staring at some thing orsome one over Dora�s shoulder.
Auleen returned with a cup of cold water.Dora poured half of the water out, then put a tablespoon oflaudanum into the cup. Both women then moved to raise Betsy to asitting position. Dora pulled the girl�s jaw down gently, tippedthe contents of the cup into her mouth, and closed it up tight.When Betsy swallowed involuntarily Dora levered her back to thepallet.
�That�ll help the pain,� she said to Auleen.�But she�s still bleedin�. I think we should send fer a doctor. Mr.Smollett is the closest physician, I believe.�
�We can�t afford no doctor!� Thurgood wasback, filling the doorway.
�I�ll pay fer him myself,� Dora said. �Do youwant yer daughter to live?�
��Course I do, you stupid woman! But this ismy house, and I say we ain�t callin� in no doctor. It�s youwe�re payin� to save my little Betsy!�
�Then make yerself useful. Soak some blanketsin that cold water you brung in. We got to deal with thisfever.�
Thurgood clumped away, grumbling as he didso.
�You ought not to get Burton riled up,�Auleen said softly. �He don�t take kindly to bein� orderedabout.�
�Don�t you worry about me, missus. I beenhandlin� men like him fer ten years. Now help me keep this clothpressed up against her. I can�t figure out where this fresh bloodis comin� from.�
�She�s gonna live, ain�t she?�
�That�s up to God as much as us. We can onlydo what we�re able to. No more.�
After a moment, while they were changingcloths, Dora said, �If the girl just told you tonight about bein�pregnant, how did this miscarriage come about?�
Auleen didn�t answer right away. She seemedto be mulling over the question. Then she said, �She complained ofhavin� pains down there. We thought it was her appendix, but whenBurton looked her in the eye, she burst into tears and said shemight be in the family way.� Auleen began to weep quietly. �She�sbut a child, Missus Cobb. She wasn�t sure. So I convinced Burton weneeded you.�
�Well, child or not, she�d remember whetherany lad had been at her, wouldn�t she?�
This probe brought on a shower of tears, butDora waited her out. In a voice barely audible, Auleen said, �Sheconfessed she�d been with a man just once. In August.�
From the look of the abortive foetus, Doraguessed it to be about two months old. She had seen dozens like itduring her years of service.
�Did she say who?�
More sniffling. �No. She refused. She gotvery upset but wouldn�t say who. Then she clutched her belly, andthe pain really started comin�.�
�Shut up, woman! You shouldn�t be blabbin�our family secrets to the whole town!� Thurgood was back, and thistime he took two steps into the room carrying a water-soakedblanket. He was careful to keep his eyes averted from thepallet.
�I�m not a gossip, sir. And your commentsain�t helpin�.�
Betsy suddenly began to speak, but the wordswere slurred and jumbled. Nevertheless, there was an urgency behindthem.
�She�s tryin� to tell us somethin�,� Auleensaid. �Sounds like a name of some sort.� She leaned over close toBetsy�s ravaged face. �What is it darlin�? You c�n tell Mama. Whodid this to you?�
Behind her, Thurgood dropped the blanket andmoved up beside his wife.
Betsy�s entire body began to tremble. Beadsof cold sweat seemed to burst out of her fevered skin. She openedher mouth and, thick-tongued, pupils dilated, she uttered herfinal, desperate words:
�Seamus . . . please . . . Seamus.�
A moment later they all stood stunned andlistened to her death rattle. Betsy Thurgood, along with heraborted baby, was dead.
***
Dora laid the quilt over the girl�s fifteen-year-oldbody. In these circumstances she tried to will herself to remainnumb, but it was getting harder and harder as time went on andyoung women kept succumbing in childbirth or its numerouscomplications. After a single hair-raising cry, Auleen Thurgood hadstumbled out into the kitchen, where her steady sobbing could stillbe heard.
�No use bawlin�, woman. She�s gone. There�sonly us now.�
Dora moved quietly into the main room of theshack. �I�m sorry,� she said. �If I�d�ve got here an hour sooner, Imight�ve saved her.�
Thurgood glared at her. His initial responseto Betsy�s death had been to let out a long, slow breath, then turnand lurch out of the bedroom.
�How much do you expect to be paid?� hesnarled, perhaps letting his anger keep him from feeling somethinghe could not bear.
�Nothin�, sir. I did what I could, and itwasn�t much.�
�You c�n help us out by bein� a witness,� hesaid, pinning her with a stare that bordered on madness.
�What do you mean?� Dora said, packing herbag calmly so as not to give him the slightest impression that shewas intimidated by him. �I witnessed the girl die, didn�t I?� Shefelt deeply sorry for both the Thurgoods, but always reserved aspecial sympathy for the husbands and fathers, who seemed unable tovent their grief in appropriate or satisfying ways. Nonetheless,she was rapidly losing patience with Burton Thurgood.
�She named the man who did this to her,didn�t she?� he seethed, digging his fingernails into his palms.�She called out �Seamus� with her dyin� breath! And we all know whoMr. Seamus is, don�t we?�
�Don�t be absurd, man. Yer girl was in afever delirium. She didn�t even know we was in the room. And itsounded to me like she was askin� for him, not accusin�him.�
�But you heard my wife ask her who the fatherwas, didn�t you?� He stepped towards her menacingly. �And there�sonly one Seamus within miles of here � up at Spadina!�
�Please, calm down. You�re terrible upset.You can�t go around accusin� someone like Mr. Baldwin just becausehis name�s Seamus. And you�ll see things different in the mornin�.Now I got to go. I�ll let Dr. Smollett know and he�ll come and signthe death certificate.�
�I don�t need no advice from a butcher likeyou!�
Dora turned to leave. It was just then thatshe spotted a familiar object lying beside a stool near the door.She picked it up. It was a ladies� hat, decorated with red andwhite beads and topped by a garish, green peacock feather. Sheturned back slowly, hat in hand.
Auleen gave a little cry and slumped backagainst the dry sink. Thurgood�s eyes widened, his anger drainingquickly.
�I�d know this awful bonnet anywheres,� Dorasaid, her own anger rising. �This is Elsie Trigger�s hat. Elsie�salready been here � and gone, ain�t she?�
�That�s none of yer business,� Thurgoodsnapped.
�Midwifin�s my business, sir. And I�ll askyou to tell me what that old quack was doin� here before me.What did she do to Betsy?�
�She � she come just like you did,� Auleensaid in a quavering voice. Terror stood straight up in her eyes.�To see if our girl was in the family way.�
�And you left her alone in there with a na�velittle girl?�
�It was just fer a few minutes, wasn�t it,Burt?�
�Now I know why the girl bled to death!� Dorasaid, seething. �What I saw in there was no miscarriage, though itmay have started out as such. It was an abortion. And I know howElsie Trigger goes about it when she�s in a hurry.�
�We know nothin� about it!� Thurgood said,his defiance ill-masking his fear. �It was between her and thegirl.�
�She come out of that room with a bloodyneedle in one hand and a five-pound note in the other!� Auleencried with the last of her strength.
�And I�ve never held a five-pound note in mylife!� Thurgood said. �The bitch told us Betsy�d had a miscarriageand everythin� was fine. And she left.�
�You�re sayin� that Betsy gave five pounds toElsie Trigger to abort the babe? I don�t believe it.�
�Why not? You heard what the girl said withher last breath. Seamus Baldwin got her with child and SeamusBaldwin give her five pounds to get rid of it.�
�She went to work up at Spadina at the end ofJuly,� Auleen said. Then she added almost plaintively, �And sheain�t been home once till this time. It�s got to be somebodyup there, don�t it?�
Dora heaved a Dora-sized sigh. �I gottareport all this to Dr. Withers, the coroner. You can tellhim all this malarkey. But you better be careful who you goaccusin� of what. It was Elsie Trigger who killed yer daughter, notthe father of the dead babe. And I�m gonna make sure she don�t killanybody else.�
With that, Dora turned and left the house.Behind her she heard Thurgood yell, �I�m gonna have vengeance fermy little girl! You�ll see!�
Dora kept on walking. In the moonlight aheadshe could see the outline of the buggy and pony. The boy wasslumped forward, fast asleep. Just as she reached out to wake him,she heard a door slam behind her, and seconds later, as the boy wasslowly waking up, there came an eerie sound of wood being choppedin the dark. Dora had just taken the reins when she was brought upshort by a huge, anguished, male cry.
What a world, she thought. What a goddamnedworld.

FOUR

Marc was the last to arrive for the meeting inRobert�s chamber. Already there and seated were Robert; FrancisHincks, Robert�s good friend and next door neighbour; RobertBaldwin Sullivan, his law partner and cousin; and Dr. WilliamBaldwin, his father. Marc said his �good mornings� and slipped intohis customary chair. This was to be a political strategy meeting,one in which final plans were to be made for bringing thoseReformers in the south-western part of the province up to speed onthe proposed merger of the radical French and English parties.Recent correspondence indicated that there were several holdoutsand at least two naysayers among the leading Reformers down there,and a decision had to be made soon as to how this possibleimpediment to their plans might be dealt with.
Hincks spoke first. As editor of the partyorgan, the Examiner, and a voluminous correspondent, Hinckshad an appreciative ear to the ground and a grasp of nuances thatwere invaluable in the pursuit of political ends. �I don�t think wehave any choice, gentlemen. There�s to be a general meeting of thewestern-district Reformers in just two weeks time. Our plan to forma secret coalition with Louis LaFontaine and the rouge willcertainly be discussed there behind closed doors.�
�It�s hardly secret any longer,� Dr. Baldwinsaid dryly.
�True,� Hincks said, �but the Tories don�treally believe it�s anything more than a clever ruse on our part tothrow them off the real scent. I suppose that a year ago I toowould have been among the skeptics. But since then I�ve had theadvantage of reading Louis� letters and, of course, debating withhim in person.�
�And LaFontaine�s been able to line his owntroops up and keep them there?� Dr. Baldwin asked.
�He has, father,� Robert said. �I just got aletter from him yesterday afternoon, in which he assures us thatmatters are progressing satisfactorily. Of course, as we expected,the Act of Union contained an entailment that permitted a fairamount of gerrymandering in favour of the so-called English ridingsin Quebec. For example, the two Montreal ridings, predominantlyEnglish and Tory, have been made double constituencies for goodmeasure. And Louis complains that his French opponents are pushingto have him defeated in Terrebonne, where he will be contesting aseat. But he has fully convinced his supporters that Baldwin andHincks do not have horns or cloven feet.�
�The man commands respect just by beingpresent in a room,� Marc added.
Hincks cleared his throat. �I don�t see anyway around it, Robert. You must attend the London confab on thesixteenth and, I hesitate to say so, but you must somehow find thetime and energy to visit beforehand with as many delegates as youcan. Show them our correspondence. Get to them before they arrivein London and have their minds made up for them.�
�You�re thinking of places as far afield asPort Sarnia, Sandwich and Goderich?� said Robert Sullivan, thesuave Irish-looking gentleman with the velvet tongue, who had,while no rabid Reformer, served them all well in presiding over theLegislative Council and steering the Union Bill over the politicalshoals last Fall.
�He is,� Robert sighed. �But there is so muchto do here, in Toronto and in these chambers.�
�And it has to be you, cousin andbrother-in-law,� Sullivan said. �The Baldwin name is magic in thisprovince.� He glanced slyly at Dr. Baldwin and added, �That�s why Ichose it for a middle name.�
�How many cases do you have at the upcomingassizes?� Hincks asked him.
�We have five,� Sullivan said. �All minor,wouldn�t you say, Marc?�
Marc, who had offered to help with two ofthem � a forgery and an embezzlement charge � replied, �So far,yes. Nothing that Bob and I cannot handle in your absence.�
�And I would be happy to take up the forensiccudgel once again, if need be,� Dr. Baldwin said. He had had adistinguished career as a barrister and a Bencher of the LawSociety before medicine and then architecture and business hadtaken hold of his many-faceted curiosity. �I don�t fancy standingup and preaching before a periwigged justice any more, but I couldhelp with research and preparation.�
�And I understand you now have your uncle toassist Clement in the profit-making half of these chambers,� Hinckssaid with a wink at Robert.
Though meant as an ironic sally, Hincks�sremark came closer to the truth than he had anticipated. He wasquite aware of the foibles and follies of Uncle Seamus, having beento several picnics and soir�es out at Spadina since the oldgentleman�s arrival last July. But after an initial spree of pranksyesterday morning, Uncle Seamus surprisingly had settled down to beof material assistance. Indeed, by the end of the day both he andhis nephew were in good spirits. Robert had confided to Marc thatfor the first time he held out real hope that his uncle would beable to work his way out of what was evidently a form of manicdepression, wherein he swung between moods of deep depression andexhilarating episodes that almost always involved the children orthe young servants. Only when he went trout fishing did he seem tofind a becalmed, median place where his spirit could rest andbreathe. Even though the imminent freeze-up would end all troutfishing, the kind if crusty presence of Clement Peachey and theroutine tasks they shared throughout the day seemed ready toprovide a reasonable substitute. To balance this there were theBaldwin children next door and weekends away at lively Spadina.�I�ll keep a close watch,� Marc had reassured him, and then added,�on the macaroons.�
�Well, then, gentlemen,� Robert now said tohis associates, �I take it I have been volunteered to reconnoitrethe hinterland. What do you say we get right down to practicaldetails. I�ve got a list here of the men I ought to be beardingbefore the London meetings. I need from you specific suggestionsfor dealing with each one. What about Ferguson in Port Sarnia?�
The pause that followed Robert�s request wasended not by sage political advice but rather by the door openinghalfway and Clement Peachey poking his head in warily.
�Sorry to interrupt, gentlemen, but ConstableCobb is in the vestibule. He wants to see you, Robert, rightaway.�
�But we�re � �
�He says he�s come with bad news. Very badnews.�
***
The news of Betsy Thurgood�s death at the hands ofan abortionist cast an immediate pall on Baldwin House. Dr. Baldwinwas saddened and outraged. Betsy had been coming to Spadina off andon since she was twelve, helping out on special occasions and soonbecoming a favourite of the family and of the cook, Mrs. Morriseyand her husband Herb, the gardener. Then late last July, just aftershe had turned fifteen, she had asked Dr. Baldwin for a permanentposition, and had been obliged. Now she was dead, two months intoher sixteenth year. Robert was shocked and similarly outraged. Hesent a note to the coroner to have the girl�s death investigatedimmediately. He suggested to Cobb that the police locate ElsieTrigger and keep her in custody on some pretence until the inquestcould be held. While Robert and his father would like to have seenher charged with manslaughter, they knew that the �accidents� ofmidwifery were notoriously ambiguous. But they would see her inprison on some charge, there was no doubt about that.Meantime, the plans for Robert�s trip were superseded for the timebeing, despite the risks.
It was the effect of Betsy�s death on UncleSeamus, however, that assumed primary importance in Baldwin House.The old fellow collapsed in Robert�s arms and had to be revivedwith smelling salts. When he was told, tactfully, about the causeof her death, he broke into an uncontrollable weeping, punctuatedwith great wrenching sobs. The Baldwins knew that Uncle Seamus wasfond of all their children and the two young servants, but, ifasked to comment, would have named Edie Barr as his personalfavourite. For it was Edie who regularly played the dummy for UncleSeamus�s ventriloquist act and Edie who seemed most flattered byhis teasing and tickling. Betsy was a shy girl, and although it wasclear that she admired Uncle Seamus, she did not naturally take tohis boisterous sense of fun. Obviously the Baldwins had been wrong.Such an unmanly display of grief was proof positive that UncleSeamus had had a deep and abiding affection for the youngster. Hehad to be half-carried from Clement�s office to the domestic sideof Baldwin House, where he was put into the care of Diana Ramsay.Dr. Smollett was sent for.
�I�ll have to stay for the funeral,� Robertsaid to Marc as the latter was preparing to leave. �And theinquest, if it�s held soon. My father has already sent the girl�spay for this month and an additional ten pounds to help the familywith funeral expenses.�
�We�ll squeeze in another strategy meetingbefore you go,� Marc said helpfully.
�It�s my uncle I�m most concerned about. Thisdreadful business could throw him into another depression.�
�Let your father and I deal with that, atleast in the short term. The future of the province and our battlefor responsible government depends on our efforts in the next twoor three months.�
�Don�t remind me,� Robert said. �On secondthought, keep reminding me. We�ve come too far to be sidetrackednow, haven�t we?�
�I promise you, Robert, your cousin and Iwill hold the fort here, and I�ll help your father and mother dealwith Uncle Seamus. I�ll ask Beth to help. You know how good she iswith people.�
�Thanks, Marc.� They were at the door. Robertsighed: �Now I�ve got to find a way to break the news to Eliza andthe other children.�
***
Angus Withers, the coroner, went out to the Thurgoodhouse before noon. The body and the foetus had already been removedand brought to his surgery for examination, but Withers wanted tohear the Thurgoods� account of events to see if it jibed with hisfindings. The girl had been mauled by a sharp instrument, and ifCobb�s report, based on his wife�s summary of what happened, wasaccurate, a two-month-old foetus had been brutally aborted. BurtonThurgood did most of the talking, even though he seemed to be in astate of shock, but it was Elsie Trigger whom both parents pointedto as the culprit. �The murdering bitch� was Thurgood�s colourfulphrase. At any rate, Withers had seen enough to call for aninquest, which he set for the following Tuesday, the day after thefuneral. The police were asked to pick up Mrs. Trigger and hold heras a material witness.
***
Cobb and Ewan Wilkie had worked together in theToronto constabulary for five years, ever since its inception, butcareer-wise had gone in separate directions. Wilkie had beencontent to plod along on his assigned patrol, putting forth onlythe effort required to avoid outright dismissal. He was steadfastenough when it came to supporting his colleagues in breaking up atavern brawl, if his attention were sufficiently engaged, butcouldn�t spot a thief if the fellow were fleeing a jewellery storemasked and draped with gems. Cobb meanwhile had been fortunateenough to have been teamed up with Marc Edwards to help investigateand solve seven murders, during which experience he had learned touse his brains as much as his brawn. And at this moment, headinginto Irishtown in quest of Elsie Trigger, he might requireboth.
Irishtown was a squatters� �paradise� thatsprawled unchecked above Queen Street in the north-central sectionof the city. Its entrance was hidden from respectable view by ascreen of scrub trees and scraggly bushes, but Cobb knew it well.He also knew that, contrary to popular opinion, most of thedenizens of Irishtown suffered from the crime of poverty, and didnot break the law, in any serious way, any more than did their morefortunate counterparts in the visible sections of town. However,there were brothels and bootleggers� dives and even opiumdens scattered throughout the maze of shanties and shacks. And thewarren of twisted alleys and hovels provided an effective, iftemporary, refuge for thieves and swindlers. In addition, over thepast year an influx of impoverished immigrants had swollen thepopulace and exacerbated the multitudinous sufferings andinconveniences. This in turn had led to a dramatic rise in pettycrime in the city proper, and had increased tenfold the dangers ofany outsider entering Irishtown � including, alas, policeconstables.
As they entered the main section of theplace, Cobb suggested to Wilkie that it might be prudent for him tokeep his truncheon out of sight instead of brandishing it in hisright hand like a drum-major.
�We ain�t come to beat anybody up, Wilkie.And some of these folks are like dogs. They can smell fear. Justwalk along beside me non-gallantly-like and we�ll beokay.�
Wilkie sheathed his weapon, but kept a waryeye on their rear, while squeezing his nostrils shut against thevariegated stenches wafting up into the bright sunshine of theIndian summer day. �You know where we�re goin�?� he asked for thethird time.
�No, but I�ll know when we get there,� Cobbsaid grumpily. The tale of Betsy Thurgood�s horrible and senselessdeath, as relayed to him at six o�clock this morning by an upsetand fulminating Dora, had disturbed him mightily. He only hoped hecould restrain himself when they caught up to Elsie. (�Remember,you�re goin� to gather evidence, Cobb,� the Chief had warned him.�You�re an investigator. We�d like that knittin� needle and, if sheain�t spent it on booze already, that five-pound note.�) Dora hadnot, as was her custom, speculated on who had fathered Betsy�schild.
After three left turns and two to the right,Wilkie was hopelessly lost. If Cobb was, he was not about to admitit. Suddenly Cobb stopped and made a sideways lunge into a stinkingalley.
�Gotcha, ya little bum!� Cobb emerged with aneight-year-old ragamuffin dangling by the scruff � kicking andscreaming. �If you stop that cat-er-bawlin�, you might makea penny or two,� Cobb said sternly as he dropped the lad into thedust of the path they were treading.
The boy shut up instantly, as if a hand hadbeen clamped over his mouth. �How many pennies?� he croaked througha chest thick with a cold, or worse. His face was blotched andblack, and something dripped out of one eye.
�Three if you can take me to the house ofMrs. Elsie Trigger.�
�What you want with the likes of her?�
�None of yer bees-wax. Here�s a penny, andyou get the other two when we get there.�
The boy grabbed the penny and started to run,but quick as a cat Cobb had him by the shirt-collar again, and hisscrawny legs thrashed uselessly in the air under them.
�Now then, walk. And you better knowwhere you�re goin�!�
The boy was not frightened, but rather lookedback up at Cobb with what might have been respect � admirationeven.
At any rate, five minutes later all threewere standing in front of a shack constructed entirely of ageingpieces of packing crate with a tarred roof and one oil-paperedwindow. A crude door hung by a single leather hinge.
�This is it,� Cobb said. �Nobody could fergetit, could they?� He flipped two pennies into the dirt. The boyscooped them up and bolted. �Let�s go,� Cobb said, and kicked thedoor aside.
Elsie Trigger looked up, momentarily stunned,her mean grey eyes as round as saucers. �What the fuck doyou want?� she yelled when her breath returned.
Seeing they had her penned inside, Cobb andWilkie stopped and stood near the doorway, noting the particularsof the midwife�s �parlour.� The room was a shambles. Drawers hadbeen turned out and tossed aside. Clothing and blankets lay rumpledin piles or draped crazily over the pathetic stick furniture. Theair stank of grease and sweat and offal. Half a dozen whiskey jugsand bottles lay empty and discarded. Elsie herself, however, wasattired in a scarlet dress of some silky, shiny fabric. Agem-embedded necklace graced her throat and the top of her meagrebosom. Her white hair had been drawn up into a bun and pinned witha gold clasp. She sported enough rouge, powder and mascara tofrighten a witch.
And she was standing before a table stuffingclothes into the second of two large carpetbags.
�Goin� somewheres, missus?� Cobb said withsoft menace.
�What�s it to you?�
�It�s a lot to me, Elsie. And I think youknow why we�re here. That little girl you butchered last night, sheup and died an hour after you left her bleedin� and alone.�
�She wasn�t bleedin� when I left her! And itwas all her idea to get rid of the babe. What was I to do? Shewaved five pounds at me!�
�You c�n tell yer sad tale to the magistrate.Which is where you�re goin� right now.�
�You can�t arrest me. I know my rights!�
�Then why was you set to fly the coop, eh?Wilkie, you keep an eye on her and have a peek through them bags.You know what we�re lookin� fer.�
�You won�t find nothin� in there youshouldn�t!�
Cobb ignored her. �I�m gonna search the otherroom.� He pushed his way through a beaded curtain into Elsie�s�boudoir.� It was every bit as chaotic as the parlour. The womanhad obviously been told of Betsy�s death and her purported role init � by one crony or another � and had jammed all her portablevaluables into a pair of her biggest carpetbags, preparatory tofleeing the city. He rummaged about for five minutes, but foundnothing resembling a bloody knitting needle. He was about to giveup when he heard Wilkie cry out once, and then begin to sneeze.
Cobb raced out into the parlour. Wilkie stoodbeside the table, plucking at his eyes with the fingers of bothhands � in between a series of gargantuan sneezes.
�Where in hell is Mrs. Trigger?�
Wilkie sneezed with the vehemence of theseventh dwarf.
�How should I know,� he wailed. �Ican�t see nothin� but the pepper she threw at me!�
Cobb stumbled outside, his anger boiling upinside and leaving him breathless. He looked in both directions.The sorry excuse for a street was empty. The wily old bird had madegood her escape � with both bags of goodies.
***
The funeral for Betsy Thurgood on Monday was asolemn affair, and drew more than the usual attention that theobsequies of a young servant would normally warrant, in large partdue to the appearance of William and Robert Baldwin in St. Jamescathedral, along with their friends the Hincks and the Edwards. Theother servants from Spadina were also in attendance. Miller Whittlehad given his hands the day off and they too were out in force tosupport and give what comfort they could to the grief-strickenparents. The absence of Betsy�s brother and sister was noted butnot much remarked upon as they were assumed to have left not onlytheir home but the city itself. That Seamus Baldwin was notpresent, however, did occasion a number of whispered remarks, notall of them kind. His fondness for young servants and children hadalready become the source of some speculation within the betterclass of citizen, and his apparently overweening grief wonderedat.
Dora Cobb, sitting discreetly behind the pewsof the mourners, was wondering at the restraint shown by BurtonThurgood in light of the wild charges he had laid at the Baldwins�doorstep immediately following Betsy�s death. Robert and his fathersat not twenty feet from the Thurgoods, but neither husband norwife signalled the least animosity towards them, in word orgesture. The ceremony was sad and solemn and tearful, and otherwisewholly ordinary. Dora was beginning now to be certain that she hadmade the right decision in telling no-one, not even Cobb, ofThurgood�s accusation against Uncle Seamus. The claim had been theproduct of extreme shock and grief, nothing more.
Next morning the inquest was held in one ofthe meeting rooms of the American Hotel. Only three witnesses werecalled: Thomas Thurgood, Auleen Thurgood and Dora Cobb.
Auleen was first, and despite several pausesin which she fought for control, she told her story in astraightforward manner. Early on Friday evening last, Betsy � homefor a short stay to nurse her ailing mother � had complained ofabdominal cramps. On close questioning by her father, the girladmitted that she may have become pregnant. Auleen said that shesoon realized that the girl was still ignorant of the ways of menwith women. Her father, looking as stern as she had ever seen him,demanded to know if any man had �interfered� with her, which hadcaused his daughter merely to weep and grow silent. It was Auleenwho suggested that they fetch the midwife to speak with her,examine her, and try to determine just what had actually happenedto her. The midwife in their area was Mrs. Elsie Trigger. Mr.Thurgood objected to her on the grounds that she had a growingreputation for drunkenness and incompetence. Tearfully but bravely,Auleen admitted she had prevailed, insisting that it was only to bean examination, not a full-scale childbirth. A neighbour lad wassent to bring Mrs. Trigger to them. An hour later, with Betsyfeeling nauseous but no worse, the woman arrived, in the earlystages of inebriation. She took Betsy into her bedroom and orderedthe parents to stay out. Auleen could hear a prolonged conversationbetween Elsie and her daughter, but could make out none of thewords. After fifteen minutes the conversation stopped. Mr. Thurgoodhad just returned from a brisk walk, to calm his nerves, when Mrs.Trigger emerged with a triumphant smile on her face.
�What, if anything, did she say to you?� thecoroner asked.
Auleen gave out a brief sob, then looked upslowly. �She said, �Yer girl had a bun in the oven, but everythin�sokay now.� She had a bloody knittin� needle in one hand and afive-pound note in the other. We was stunned. And she was out thedoor off into the dark before we could blink.�
Their concern was Betsy, however, not thedrunken midwife. They rushed in to find her bleeding and in seriouspain. Auleen wanted to send for Dr. Smollett, but her husbandrefused. They compromised by sending another neighbourhood lad forDora Cobb.
Burton Thurgood corroborated his wife�saccount in every important aspect, though he was more forthright inhis opinion of Mrs. Trigger and what she had done to his daughter.Several times he was made speechless by anger and grief. Hedescribed Mrs. Cobb�s arrival and, in general, her valiant attemptto save Betsy�s life. He had to be helped from the witness-box.
Dora�s testimony dealt exclusively with whatshe saw upon her arrival � an aborted foetus, internal bleeding anda raging fever � and her specific efforts to help the strickengirl. The coroner did not ask whether Betsy Thurgood had made anydeath-bed confessions or accusations, and Dora did not venture tomention them on her own. Dr. Withers then gave a summary of hisautopsy findings.
In short order, the jury found that thevictim had died at the hands of an incompetent and drunkenabortionist. A province-wide warrant for her arrest would be issuedin due course.
So, Dora thought, Thurgood had definitelythought better of dragging Seamus Baldwin�s name through the mud.If he had been going to do so, this inquest would have provided himwith both the appropriate opportunity and a most public forum. Andjust as well, too. There was enough unavoidable grief in the world:folks didn�t need to manufacture it on their own.
On Tuesday afternoon Robert and his fatherput Uncle Seamus in a carriage and drove out to Spadina. Althoughthe old gentleman was up and around, he remained melancholic anduncommunicative. He was like a court jester out of his humour, andhence all the more pitiable. That he would be no use in chambersfor some time was obvious, but Robert hoped that a return to thefamiliar surroundings of Spadina, Mrs. Morissey�s cooking, and theconstant care of the servants would conspire to re-ignite hisspirits and, yes, even his pranksterism. Betsy�s absence might bethe more noticeable out there, but she was gone from his lifewherever he might go or be. He was taken straight to his room,where Faye Partridge and young Edie Barr found numerous excuses tovisit in an attempt to cheer him up. Herb Morissey, the gardener,dropped by to boast about the summer-fat trout that were lying inwait for a well-tied fly.
On Wednesday morning Uncle Seamus came downfor breakfast, made brief but courteous conversation with hisbrother and nephew, and expressed a desire to sit in the libraryand read. Robert sought out Edie Barr and asked her to fetch thedomino set and take it into Uncle Seamus.
�He taught you how to play, didn�t he, Edie?�Robert said to her in the hall.
�Yes, sir,� she replied. Edie, her flawless,pale skin still blotched from periodic bouts of weeping, had takenBetsy�s death as hard as any of the servants. The girls had beenclose in age, and had shared a room since Betsy had come on steadynear the end of July. But Edie was putting on a brave face and, ofcourse, she was fond of Uncle Seamus and dreaded seeing him sodepressed. �I now beat him quite regularly,� she said. �But I�lllet him win this mornin�.�
�I�ve never seen you two together for morethan five minutes,� Robert said, �without one or the other caughtin a fit of laughing.�
�I�ll do my best, sir.�
�I have to go back to the city for animportant meeting, but Dr. Baldwin will be in residence for therest of the week. Go to him directly whenever you want help oradvice in caring for my uncle.�
�I will, sir.� And Edie went off to fetch thedominoes.
Robert was just about to ask Chalmers for hishat and coat when the butler emerged from the vestibule with apained expression on his usually imperturbable countenance. �Whatis it, Chalmers?�
�A person at the front door, sir, whoinsists on seeing Dr. Baldwin.�
�Did he give a name?�
�I�m afraid he did, sir. It�s Mr.Thurgood. From the mill. In his work clothes.�
Betsy�s father. Robert had not spoken to himexcept to offer his condolences at the funeral service. Betsy�smonthly salary and a bonus had been hand-delivered by John Burge,the Baldwins� stableman and driver. The fellow must have come tothank Dr. Baldwin for his kindness.
�I�ll see him, Chalmers. Show him intothe little den.�
Burton Thurgood was shown into the den, whereRobert was waiting. He was clutching his cap as if Chalmers hadthreatened to steal it. His smock was dusty white from his work inthe grist mill. Robert motioned him to a chair, but the manhesitated, uncertain.
�Go ahead and sit, Mr. Thurgood. It�s aleather chair. It can be dusted readily.�
�Thank you, sir.� He sat down gingerly on theedge of the seat, cap in hand, dipped his chin to his chest, andpeered up from under his thick brows. Robert could see the chaff orflour-specks in his heavy black curls. This submissive postureseemed to Robert to be out of character for the Burton Thurgood hehad heard about over the years. While neither tall nor burly, hegave the appearance of coiled strength, of muscle ready to be putto whatever use demanded of it. His employer, Seth Whittle, oftendescribed him as surly, �with a chip on his shoulder as big as amill-wheel,� and swore he kept him on only because he was atireless worker who complained only after the job was done. And itwas always done right.
Robert simply waited for the fellow tobegin.
With only the tips of his eyes showing andhis cap twisting in his fingers, Thurgood said, �I�ll get straightto the point, sir. I know yer time is valuable, and Mr. Whittleonly give me thirty minutes to walk up here and back.�
�No need to hurry,� Robert said politely. Hehad enormous sympathy for the man, having himself suffered thesudden death of a beloved one, his Elizabeth, and ever afterrevisiting that horror whenever he attended the funeral of anotheror looked into the grief on another�s face. Nor had he anyinclination to play the country squire.
�I wanta thank you and yer dad fer the extramoney. That was awful kind.�
�We thought a great deal of your daughter.Our whole household is in mourning. We will miss her verymuch.�
�Auleen and me are on our own, ya see. My twoeldest�ve left home fer good. I don�t even know where theyare.�
�I�m sorry.�
�And I�m sorry to say what I haveta say,sir.� Thurgood now looked up fully for the first time. A kind ofcunning or determination had replaced the fawning posture. Hisfingers gripped his cap but did not fiddle with it.
�Oh? Is something wrong?�
��Fraid so. You see, when our Betsy laydyin�, her ma begged her to tell us who the fella was that got herin the family way. Ya see, to our mind, that person was responsiblefer the horrible state she�d gotten into. We wanted to do herjustice, like.�
�And you were right to think so,� Robertsaid, believing now that Thurgood, penniless, had come to him forlegal advice. �Betsy was a minor. Whoever corrupted her was guiltyof rape under the law. And morally, of course, he was also party toher death at the hands of that terrible woman. Is there any way Ican help?�
�I hope so. That�s why I�m here.� He glanceddown, apparently abashed, but looked up quickly to catch Robert�sresponse.
�You say your wife asked the girl for theman�s name. I�m assuming she gave you some sort of answer.�
�That she did.� Thurgood cleared his throatand stared at Robert. �She told us with her dyin� breath it was Mr.Seamus Baldwin.�
Robert rocked back in his chair, then staredsternly at the mill-hand. �You must have misheard. That notion ispreposterous.�
Thurgood didn�t flinch. �I�d�ve thought sotoo. But we gotta take a dyin� person�s last words as gospel, don�twe? You�re a lawyer. You know that.�
�But Mrs. Cobb testified that Betsy wasalmost in a coma she was so delirious with pain and fever. And youand Auleen were distraught. How can you be sure what she said orwhat she heard?�
Thurgood almost smirked. �Like I said, you�rethe lawyer, ain�t ya!�
Against his better judgement, Robert bridledat the insinuation. �I�m not playing a lawyer�s trick, sir. Youhave just accused my uncle of seducing your daughter, getting herpregnant, and indirectly causing her death. I�m asking you how youcan be sure of what you heard � plain and simple.�
A sly smile crept across Thurgood�sweather-roughened features, worthy of the best defense attorney.�We got a witness. An unimpeccable witness.�
Despite his growing anger, Robert now sawwhat Thurgood had been leading him towards. �Mrs. Cobb was there,�he said quietly.
�She was. And she heard the name. And shediscussed it with us.�
�But neither you, your wife nor Mrs. Cobbmentioned this incredible fact at the inquest.�
�We wasn�t asked, was we? And I figure Mrs.Cobb, bein� friendly-like with you people, decided to let sleepin�dogs lie. But she heard the name all right.�
�You�re probably right about her motive,considering the absurdity of the claim. But there was no reasonwhy, if you actually put credence in poor Betsy�s words, youyourself should not have informed the coroner, or the police. Onthe other hand, without more evidence than the girl�s statement,you had no chance of doing anything other than slandering arespectable gentleman�s name.�
�You�re forgettin� the five-pound note to payfer gettin� rid of his babe. The likes of me never got within abarge-pole of bills like that.�
�But Betsy took the lunch Mrs. Morrisey madedown to you at the mill every noon hour from Monday to Saturday,�Robert said, his mood swinging between anger and pity for thissuffering, aggrieved father who was merely lashing out at the worldfor its unalterable injustices. There was also a frisson of anxietypricking away somewhere inside him. �There were young mill-handsall about.�
�She left it with me in the office � everytime! And went on her way!� Thurgood�s eyes widened and his facegrew redder. �She wasn�t the kind of girl to dally with lads orlecherous mill-hands!�
�I know, I know, Mr. Thurgood. Try to calmyourself. You�re upset. Your precious girl is dead. And you and Iknow she was essentially a good girl. But someone got her pregnant,by seduction or rape. She died an innocent. And I�d like to seeElsie Trigger swing from a gibbet.. But I can assure you that myUncle Seamus was not a man to seduce young housemaids. And rightnow he is too ill for me even to relay your preposterous claim tohim so that he might deny it. After which, of course, your casewill be closed.�
During Robert�s heated reply, Thurgood hadgrown eerily calm. His own reply was delivered with cold menace.�There�s no need for you to disturb Mr. Baldwin. I didn�t come hereto upset yer family. But I think you oughta sit and listen to why Idid come.�
All of Robert�s sympathy died instantly. Hewas pretty certain of what was to come. �Go ahead,� he saidicily.
�Ya see, I got no kids left at home. Tim runoff to get married last summer. And we ain�t seen hide nor hair ofLoretta since she left years ago. We was countin� on Betsy bein�the prop and comfort of our old age. Here she was but fifteen andearnin� five shillin�s a week. We figure she would�ve workedanother four or five years before gettin� married and providin� uswith grandsons. Now we got nothin�. No kids and no money.�
Robert sighed and tried to remain calm. �Soyou expect Dr. Baldwin to keep on paying Betsy�s monthly wage forthe next four or five years, in exchange for which you will promisenot to blacken my uncle�s name all over Toronto and beyond?�
�I ain�t made any threats!� Thurgood cried,giving his cap a sharp tug. �I�m not a blackmailer. I�ve just cometo talk to you man to man. And to get some justice fer my dear deadgirl.� All the implied threat had vanished from his voice andmanner, replaced immediately by a pitiable abjection and severalhard-won tears. �I�m only a poor mill-hand.� Once again the eyesdropped and the cap twitched.
�So, in your view we would merely beexchanging courtesies. A clever ploy, I must say, to avoid outrightextortion. But there is a threat in it, sir, and I do not acquiesceto threat. I will arrange for a suitable one-time gift oftwenty-five dollars because I did care for your daughter andrespected her character, and because, despite your churlish andfoolhardy behaviour in coming here with this nonsense today, Istill feel deeply sorry for you and your wife. Now please leave,and do not return.�
�Oh, I�ll leave all right. But you mistake meif you think I came here just fer money. My girl was murdered � bytwo people, a man and a woman. And I want justice. I hungerfer it.� Thurgood was standing now, and outrage had stripped him ofboth cunning and fear.
�And I do also,� Robert said. �I am anofficer of the court, and when the time is right, I intend toconvey your charge to my uncle. I do not wish him to hear of itfirst from any other source. And I swear to you now, if by anychance he should not deny it, I will personally convey himto the police myself.�
�Then you better do it soon, mister, becauseI�m gonna go to the police station as soon as I can get leave fromthe mill. I�ll make Mrs. Cobb admit what she heard. We�ll seewhether I got any evidence or not!�
�Do what you have to, Thurgood, but pleaseleave my house. I�ll send you the money later today.�
At the front door, Thurgood turned and raisedhis fist. �I�ll take yer blood-money, sir, but it won�t change mymind. We�ll soon see, won�t we, whether the poor c�n get justice inthis province!� And with that, he left.
Robert took several deep breaths. He felt theironies of the situation bitterly. Justice for the ordinary man hadbeen the theme of his life. His heart ached for people like theThurgoods and the blows that Fate had dealt them, yet he despisedthe low cunning they often of necessity resorted to. He knew UncleSeamus was not guilty of raping a young woman he had loved like agranddaughter. Still, he would have to be informed of the situationas soon as possible.
From the library came a ripple of girlishlaughter and a guffaw bigger than most sneezes. Edie Barr hadalready begun working miracles with Uncle Seamus.
But would they last?

FIVE

Cobb was in the constables� room dictating notes toGussie French, the clerk, about a pair of thieves he and Wilkie hadcaught drunk and disoriented in a dry goods store early Thursdaymorning. He was just getting started, and beginning to enjoyGussie�s increasing anxiety as his pen failed to keep up with thepace of dictating, when he and Gussie�s pen were interrupted by aclump of heavy feet in the reception area. This impoliteness wasfollowed closely by a grunted demand of some sort and then theChief�s voice inviting the intruder into his office. Ten minuteslater, Cobb was just finishing his report when he heard the outerdoor slam. He poked his head out. Chief Sturges was standing in thedoorway of his office, and when he spied Cobb, he said:
�Cobb, I think you�d better come in and hearthe story that rude fellow had to tell.�
Cobb trailed him inside. Sturges eased hisgouty foot onto a padded stool and motioned for Cobb to sitdown.
�Long story, is it, sir?�
�Long and upsetting, I�m afraid. I just hadBurton Thurgood in here. He�s a mill-hand from up Trout Creek way,the one whose daughter died.�
�Whittle�s mill, ya mean? The one on theBaldwin property? Dora told me about that business.�
�He leases the land from Dr. Baldwin.�
�This have to do with the Baldwins,then?�
�It looks that way,� Sturges sighed.
�But if it�s about the daughter, we�vealready had an inquest. Dora give me chapter and verse.�

�It is about the girl. And the inquest maynot be the last of it.� He went on to repeat to Cobb the tale thatThurgood had told him and the charge he was making.
�Jesus Murphy,� Cobb whistled. �Old SeamusBaldwin, you say? That�s pretty hard to swallow, ain�t it?�
�I agree. But he�s usin� yer Dora as hischief witness. Did she say anythin� about any death-bed claim madeby the poor girl out there last Friday night?�
Cobb shook his head. �No, she didn�t. Butthat�s not unusual. We have a sort of pact not to gabble on orcomplain about each other�s work. But she has complainedbitterly about that quack, Mrs. Trigger, and she did go on aboutwhat the old bird might�ve done to kill Betsy Thurgood, but shesaid she only had the parents� word on that score.�
�And Trigger�s hat, which she testified shefound in their kitchen. Enough to get a warrant out fer Trigger�sarrest. But I was at the inquest, and no mention was made byanybody of Seamus Baldwin bein� accused of bein� the babe�s father.And, of course, bein� guilty of seduction and rape of a minor.�
�What did Thurgood have to say aboutthat?�
�He said he thought tellin� the police wasthe right way to go.�
Cobb sighed. �Betsy wouldna been the firsthousemaid put in the family way by a lecher-roused lord ofthe manor. Usually them matters is hushed up and taken care of bythe swells themselves.�
�Not when the girl dies horribly and accusesthe perpetrator before witnesses.�
�You want me to talk to Dora?�
�I do, Cobb. And mister and missus as well.Thurgood�s got a big chip on his shoulder. He more or less claimedwe wouldn�t take his charge seriously because the accused was abigwig Baldwin. I assured him it would be looked into by my topinvestigator, with a written report he would be allowed to read -if he can.�
�Top investigator?�
�That�s right, Cobb. Remember, I�m goin� tothe Council next month with that proposal we talked about. I wantyou to get off yer patrol. I�ll have Sweeney cover for you. Takeall the time you need.�
�You want me in my Sunday suit?�
Sturges laughed. �Not yet. Not yet.�
***
Cobb found Dora in the parlour with her feet up anda cup of tea in her hand.
�What�re ya doin� home now, Mr. Cobb?� shegreeted him, as if he were some burglar who forgot it wasdaylight.
�Good mornin� to you, too.�
She spied the serious look on his face, andsaid, �What is it?�
And he told her.
�I was just surprised he never said anythin�about Seamus Baldwin at the inquest,� was Dora�s initial responseto Cobb�s account of Thurgood�s visit.
�But you didn�t either,� Cobb saidcautiously.
�Nobody asked,� she snapped. �And I had mydoubts about the business anyway. Why smear a man�s character whenyou don�t have to?�
�It�s yer doubts I come to talk to you about.The Sarge has asked me to investigate the charge.�
�So I�m bein� in-terror-grated, amI?�
�You are.�
Dora smiled as best she could. The grimevents of Friday evening still weighed heavily upon her. �Shoot,then.�
�First off, did young Betsy call out thegent�s name when her mother asked her who the father of the babewas?�
Dora paused, and choosing her wordscarefully, she said, �Auleen did ask that question. But the girlwas fevered and delirious. She�d been mutterin� and murmurin� inher fever all along, mostly gibberish as far as I could makeout.�
�But the name Seamus did come out?�
�It did. Right after Auleen�s question. But Iwas nearest to the poor thing. Her tone was much closer to beggin�than accusin�. I think she wanted someone to fetch Seamus, or UncleSeamus as everybody out there calls him.�
�If he was her lover, though, she could�vebeen askin� fer him, eh?�
�It�s possible, but it sounded more like achild callin� out fer an adult to come an� comfort her.�
�Either way, that don�t sound too good, doesit? The girl�s with child and she don�t call fer her mom or dad butfer Uncle Seamus.�
�She was dyin�, not birthin�. And she�dprobably grown fond of the old gent, eh?�
�Not too fond, I hope.�
�Besides, Baldwin ain�t the only Seamus inthe county. We can�t go accusin� a man of a hyena�s crimejust because a girl called out his Christian name?�
�That right. And that�s why the Chief�s sentme out to see if there is anythin� that looks like realevidence.�
�If we c�n believe the Thurgoods, there was afive-pound note passed from the girl to Mrs. Trigger.�
�Who�s skedadelled off to Buffalo or Detroitwith it, and with the murder weapon.�
�So what�re you gonna do?�
�I�m goin� out to Trout Creek. Thurgood�ll beat work. I want to catch Auleen Thurgood by herself. The Majoralways says it�s best to question suspects alone and separate. Younever know when or where their stories won�t match.�
�What about Seamus Baldwin?�
�I�ll go see him � dependin� on what I findat the Thurgoods.�
�That won�t be easy.�
�I know. I ain�t lookin� forward to it. TheBaldwins are bigwigs. And they�re all good friends of theEdwards.�
�And they been good to us, too. Invitin�Fabian out there fer the birthday party and the like.�
�Don�t make it worse, Missus Cobb. Youremember what Fabian told us about the old gent�s antics after hecome home � foolin� about like a clown with the children and makin�goo-goo eyes at the little girls.�
�Don�t talk nonsense! I�ve seen you cavortin�about in yer Shakespearean costumes playin� the jester with theneighbourhood kids.�
Cobb grunted and rose to go. �I hope there�snothin� to all this,� he said.
***
Once again in the morning Edie Barr was ordered intothe library to play dominoes with Uncle Seamus. He had had apromising evening, sitting with Robert and Dr. and Mrs. Baldwin inthe parlour and appearing to follow the conversation even if hewere not contributing to it. But the night had seen a relapse intonightmare, wakefulness, and crying jags � and a lot of concernedcare on the part of the servants. He had refused breakfast, but atthe mention of Edie and dominoes in the library, he had agreed tocome downstairs. Robert waited outside until he heard the exchangeof giggles and guffaws. Then he tapped gently on the door. He wasnot looking forward to what lay ahead.
***
At the Chief�s suggestion, Cobb rented a buggy anddrove up Brock Street to the Spadina road. There were now severaltaxicabs in Toronto, but they were notoriously unreliable, andcould usually not be persuaded (without a suitable bribe) to gobeyond the city limits. So only twenty minutes had passed before heturned onto the rugged bush-path that led to Whittle�s mill. Theroad improved as he approached the mill itself, its huge wheelturning ponderously in the race that ran down from the mill-pondand Trout Creek. He passed a small partially cleared farm on hisleft, crossed a rickety log bridge over the creek, and soon came toa clutch of log shanties set willy nilly along a rutted path. Dorahad told him that the Thurgoods occupied the first one.
Auleen Thurgood must have heard the horse andbuggy approach, for she popped her head out the front door, spottedthe stranger in uniform, and ducked back inside, slamming thedoor.
Cobb tethered the horse and walked up to thehouse.
�Let me in, Mrs. Thurgood. I�m ConstableCobb, and I just wanta ask you a question or two: there�s nothin�to be scared of.�
Ten minutes later Cobb was sitting with a mugof tea at the kitchen table, and Auleen Thurgood had finallystopped fluttering about like a lop-sided butterfly. She satopposite him, thin-faced and large-eyed, with her fingersclenched.
�You want know more about what happened lastFriday?�
�I don�t need to go over what you told thecoroner, ma�am. I know how painful that must�ve been. But yerhusband�s made a serious charge against Mr. Seamus Baldwin.�
�I know, he told me. I begged him to leavethings be, but he never listens to me � or anybody else. He�ll getus all ruined.�
�Only if he ain�t tellin� the truth. Which iswhy I�m here. I need you to tell me what happened in the minute orso before yer daughter . . . uh, passed on.�
Auleen�s lower lip began to quiver, but shetook a deep breath and said bravely, �After Mrs. Trigger walkedoutta here floutin� her five pounds, we run inta Betsy�s room andright away we saw what she�d done . . . what the two of �em hadcooked up together. But Betsy was just a child, so she didn�t knowwhat she was doin�, it was that dreadful � �
�Yes, yes,� Cobb said. �And we�ll catch upwith her. It�s what happened after Mrs. Cobb arrived that I need toknow about.�
�And a wonderful woman yer wife is, sir. Shedone all she could fer Betsy, but the . . . the thing�d come outtaher before she got here, and the fever was already terrible. We gothot water and cold cloths, but we could all see she was slippin�away from us . . .�
Cobb pulled a clean handkerchief from hispocket and waited until Auleen had finished sobbing into it. �Takeyer time, missus.�
�I thought I was all cried out, but I waswrong.�
�I take it you or yer husband had asked Betsywho the father of her babe was when she first hinted she waspregnant?�
�We did, but she said nothin�. Then laterwhen she was wild with the fever I asked her again. And this timeshe answered. She said it was Seamus.�
�Seamus Baldwin?�
Auleen looked puzzled for a moment, thensaid, �No. Just Seamus. But she said it twice. She said, �Seamus .. .please . . . Seamus.� We all heard it.�
�I know you did. Mrs. Cobb told me the same.But you see, it could�ve been any Seamus. And I�m worriedabout the word �please.� Sounds more like she was callin�fer him.�
��Cause he was her lover!� Auleen cried.��Cause he seduced her! A child! A girl�s who�s only had hermonthlies since last March!�
Cobb squirmed at such bold woman-talk, butsaid kindly enough, �Please, calm down, ma�am. I�m here to get atthe truth, not to doubt yer word.�
�What about the five pounds? No mill-handever saw a note like that. The only people within three miles ofhere that could�ve had that kinda money are the Baldwins. AndBetsy�s worked up at Spadina for over two months.�
Cobb nodded as if he agreed, then said, �Anyof them mill-hands named Seamus?�
�I thought you was lookin� into the chargeBurton made against Seamus Baldwin?� she cried, defiant.Then she put her head onto the table and wept.
�I take it there aren�t?� he said softly.
She shook her head without raising it.
�Mind if I take a peek at Betsy�s room?�
Auleen nodded miserably. Cobb got up andentered the cramped cubicle that had served as the dead girl�s onlyprivate space. The bloodied pallet had been removed entirely,leaving only a home-made night-stand as the sole piece offurniture. Two crude drawers had been fashioned and attached to theunderside of an apple-box. A shard of broken mirror lay on its top,the girl�s pathetic looking-glass. In the first drawer he foundseveral pairs of cotton underwear and two strips of cloth that wereprobably used for her menstrual periods. Cobb blushed at thethought, and was about to shut the drawer without further searchwhen he heard the rustle of paper underneath the cloths. Slowly hedrew into the dim light a half-sheet of writing paper. Cobb went tothe oil-papered window and was just able to make out the pencilscrawl:

Dear Uncle:

Thank you for the five-pound note. It�s
a lifesaver and you are an angel. I love you.

XOXOX
Betsy

p.s. See you at Spadina

Oh dear, Cobb thought. This complicates things. Onthe face of it, this letter was a thank-you note that Betsy meantto give to Uncle Seamus for his generosity. But the �uncle,� inconjunction with �Spadina� and her death-bed cry of �Seamus,�pointed towards only one person who would answer to all threereferences. And it sure looked as if there had been a five-poundnote, one that had passed from benefactor to pregnant girl toabortionist. Cobb had no choice now. He would have to interviewSeamus Baldwin. He returned to the night-table and opened thesecond drawer: there could be more. But there wasn�t. In it hefound a rabbit�s foot, a sling-shot, several marbles and half adozen Indian arrowheads. An odd collection, he thought, for agirl.
He went back into the kitchen, where Auleenwas sitting upright with a mug of tea clasped in all tenfingers.
�I�m goin� to talk to yer husband, ma�am, butfirst I need to go over to Spadina. I got reason to believe SeamusBaldwin may be mixed up in this unhappy business. It�s way toosoon, though, to conclude he was a seducer and a rapist.�
�I just want us to be left alone,� she said,setting her tea aside, �but if that man did do it, I�d like to seehim punished.�
�So would I, ma�am.�
At the door he turned and said, �I found abunch of things in Betsy�s room that looked more like the keepsakesof a lad than a lass.�
Auleen smiled wanly. �Oh, them things belongto my son Tim. He and Betsy shared that room when they were bothchildren. Tim�s only four years older.�
�But he don�t live here any more?�
�He run off and got married at the end ofJuly.�
�And you had an older girl?�
Auleen�s eyes narrowed. �We did. Lottie. Shewas a wild one. Seven years older�n Tim. She run away yearsago.�
�So Betsy was yer last?�
Auleen nodded. �There�s nobody now but me andBurton. We�re all alone.�
***
A few rods back from the road, Cobb noticed someoneworking at the weir that served the mill. He tethered the horse andwalked towards the figure, who stopped hammering at some lowersection of the little dam and watched him approach.
�You Burton Thurgood?�
�I am. And you must be one of the bobbies.�Thurgood stepped up onto a platform.
�I want to talk to you about the charge youmade against Seamus Baldwin,.� Cobb said evenly. �I�ve been askedto investigate and make a report.�
�Then why ain�t you over at Spadina doin� yerjob? I already told yer chief what happened Friday night and what Iheard.�
�I need to hear it from the horse�s mouth.Soon as I do, I plan on headin� over to talk to Mr. Baldwin.�
Thurgood, whose expression veered as close toa sneer as he dared, said, �I�ll believe it when I see it. I don�treally expect them swells to admit anythin� to the likes ofyou.�
Cobb bristled, but kept his temper. �Maybeso. But I still need to hear what you got to say � fer myreport.�
Thurgood grunted, and while Cobb took out hisnotebook and pretended to scribble in it, Thurgood gave Cobb anaccount of what happened that was not materially different fromthat of his wife�s, except in the pugnacity of its tone. Cobb haddeliberately neglected to tell him he had already heard it fromAuleen. The jibing of the two accounts confirmed the need for himto continue on to Spadina, as unpleasant as that might prove tobe.
Cobb thanked Thurgood and turned toleave.
�Yer chief told me to come in and check onthat report at seven o�clock this evenin�,� Thurgood saidpointedly. �I�ll be there.�
I�ll try not to be, Cobb thought. Andheaded for his buggy.
***
�It�s good to hear you laugh again, Uncle,� Robertsaid.
�That lass makes me do it, even when ithurts,� Uncle Seamus said, absent-mindedly putting the dominoesback in their box.
�It�s a sad time for all of us. Father and Iloved Betsy like one of our own.�
�You have other children.�
�And without them I�d never have survivedElizabeth�s death in �thirty-six. I trust you�ll lean on us and onEdie and the other servants to help you over this hurdle.�
�She was so young. And full of promise. Sheneeded someone to talk to. As I did.�
Robert was pleased to hear his uncle talkingof his loss. It was the first direct reference he had made to itsince Betsy�s death.
�I�ll have Miss Partridge see that Edie�sduties are lightened for a while so she can help cheer you upwhenever you wish to have her do so.�
�She�s a pretty little thing with a wickedsense of fun, but she�s not Betsy. Thank you, though, for thatthought. I don�t wish to seem ungrateful to you or William. I knowyou�re doing all you can to help. Perhaps in a week or two I�llfeel up to chambers again.�
�Whenever you say.�
�And I know you�re needed in many other partsof the province.�
�I�m not leaving until I�m sure you�re goingto be all right.�
�Your dad and Chalmers can look after myphysical and spiritual needs. Please, go ahead and arrange yourtrip to London as you planned.�
�Do you wish to stay here and read, or do youwant me to have Chalmers fetch Edie back?�
Uncle Seamus, having played the role so oftenand for so long, had evolved a jester�s face: when it smiled everycrevice and plane smiled in concert with his vivid blue eyes; butwhen it frowned, every wrinkle and rosy patch sagged in sympathy.At this moment, his smile was struggling to maintain itself. �HaveEdie come back in. I promised to let her win.�
Robert had put off the inevitable longenough. �I will, Uncle,� he said �but there is something I musttell you, even though it may upset you.�
�I can�t think of anything that would upsetme more than I have been.�
�It has to do with Betsy.�
�Oh?� Was it fear or merely a twinge offurther pain in his eyes?
�There�s no way to lead up to this, so I�mgoing to say it directly. Burton Thurgood claims that his daughternamed you as the father of her babe.�
The colour drained from the old man�s face,then returned immediately as he began to laugh � a dry, mirthless,bitter laugh. Finally he was able to speak. �That�s absurd,� hesaid more calmly than Robert would have imagined in thecircumstances. �I was her �uncle� and she was my precious little�niece.��
�I agree wholeheartedly. But three witnessesheard her reply �Seamus� to the question �Who is the father of yourchild?�. One of the witnesses was Dora Cobb, the midwife.�
�But Betsy would have been delirious. She�dbeen butchered by that witch.�
�Exactly what I said to Thurgood when he camehere yesterday looking for money in exchange for his silence.�
�I trust you sent him packing!� Some fire hadcome back into the old man�s face, a slight re-animation of thelaugh-lines. Robert began once more to hope that his uncle�srecovery was beginning. Certainly this conversation was going a lotbetter than he�d expected
�He threatened to take his case to thepolice, Uncle, but I don�t imagine they would act on such a flimsyaccusation. If he does and they do, I�ve a mind to report theattempted extortion.�
�Be kind,� Uncle Seamus said. �They�vesuffered dreadfully over there.�
At this point there came a tap at the doorand Chalmers half-entered.
�There�s a Constable Cobb at the door, sir.He is asking to see Mr. Seamus.� Chalmers raised his eyebrows in aquizzical gesture that implied an impertinence had been approachedbut his response remained uncertain.
Robert sighed. �At least it�s Cobb.�
***
In the hall, Robert explained to Cobb how fragile astate his uncle was in. Cobb suggested that Robert remain near thedoor so that he could be fetched if Uncle Seamus requiredassistance. Cobb also promised to be tactful, insofar as heunderstood that ambiguous term.
Uncle Seamus sat at the library table waitingfor him. He struck Cobb as a character out of Shakespeare, a Festeor Touchstone in a down moment, the kind they must have had whenthe duke wasn�t looking. Right now his gnome�s head seemed toolarge and heavy to be borne.
�You aren�t putting any credence inThurgood�s charge, are you?� he said wearily when Cobb sat downopposite him.
Cobb did not take out his notebook. �We areobligated to look into it, sir, that�s all.�
�So you want to know if dear Betsy and I hadever been lovers?� Uncle Seamus said with a fine edge to hissarcasm.
�Somebody put a baby into her,� Cobbsaid quietly.
�Well, sir, it was not me. I loved that lass,but as a parent. She was a lonely girl whose own father and mothersaw her merely as a cash-cow. She was very intelligent. She couldread and write. I gave her the run of the library. I made her laugh- � He could not continue. A held-back sob broke. He coughed itaway and, to Cobb�s embarrassment, looked up at him with tearsrunning down both of his scarlet cheeks.
�So you are denyin� you ever �interfered�with the girl?�
�I am, as God is my witness.�
�Well, that�s a good start, then.�
�A start?�
�Yes. I need you to give me a causibleexplanation for this letter I found in Betsy�s bedroom.� He drewthe note from his pocket and handed it across to Uncle Seamus, whoread it through carefully.
�Well, sir?�
�It�s a thank-you note for the five pounds Igave her last week.� His voice faltered as he added, �That�s herhandwriting.�
�But you don�t understand, sir. That fivepounds was handed by Betsy to Mrs. Trigger, the abortionist.You give the girl abortion money.�
�I did no such thing. She never told me shewas pregnant. If she had, none of this would have happened, Iguarantee you. She told me her mother had a tumour that needed tobe removed by a surgeon. Obviously, and sadly, she lied to me. ButI gave her the money for that purpose alone � and will swear to it,if need be.�
Cobb cleared his throat. �What do you make ofthat �I love you� business at the end of the letter?� he saiddiffidently.
For the first time anger showed in UncleSeamus�s eyes. �Good Christ, man, don�t you love yourchildren? Don�t they love you?�
Cobb blushed, and the wart beside his leftnostril quivered. �I see what you mean, sir.�
That burst of anger seemed to use up the lastreserves of the old man�s energy. His face, his entire body, justsagged. �I�m awful tired,� he said, barely audible, and with thathe slumped against the table.
Cobb went to the door and called for Robert.Chalmers was right behind his master.
�I�ll see to him, sir,� Chalmers said,scowling at Cobb.
Robert turned to Cobb. �This is a sorryaffair,� he sighed.
�And I�m sorry fer upsettin� the old gent,�Cobb said. �But it was a useful conversation.�
�You are satisfied he had nothing to do withBetsy�s death?� Much relief was evident on Robert�s face.
�He denies bein� the father or in any wayapproachin� the girl improperly. And he had a perfectly logicalexplanation for a letter I found from Betsy to him. As far as I cansee, it�s his word against the Thurgoods. And my Dora�ll swear thegirl was delirious to boot.�
�Thank God. It�s time we let this matter lie.For everybody�s sake.�
�I agree, sir. Now I got to head back topolice quarters and dictate my report. Good day to you.�
Robert shook Cobb�s hand and led him to thefront door. He didn�t know it, but it would be some time beforethey would be able to shake hands like this again.

SIX

Cobb had intended to be well away from policequarters when Burton Thurgood arrived to read his report at seveno�clock. Thurgood would find little in it to please him. Cobb haddutifully recounted his interviews with Dora, Auleen, Burtonhimself, and Seamus, and attached Betsy�s thank-you note. Afterdiscussing the matter with Wilfrid Sturges, Cobb agreed with hischief that the investigation had produced a stalemate. SeamusBaldwin�s denial and plausible explanation for the contents of thegirl�s note had to be balanced against the questionable�confession� of Betsy Thurgood. There was no way to prove thatSeamus was the father of her babe or that the five-pound note hadbeen provided for an abortion. Betsy had spoken his name; she hadobtained money from him; she had given that money to Mrs. Trigger;Mrs Trigger was directly responsible for her death. Those were thefacts as they presently stood. No formal charge could be laidagainst Seamus Baldwin or recommended to Magistrate Thorpe.
Alas, Cobb was still at work when Thurgoodarrived promptly at seven o�clock. He should have been at homeeating a hearty supper, but Gussie French had been called away onan emergency (his son had the mumps, it turned out) and by the timehe had got back, there was just time for Cobb to finish the reportand discuss it with the Chief. Cobb spotted the wiry little manstomping up the walk, and ducked into the constables� room. It wasthe Chief�s job to deal with him.
For a few minutes he heard nothing from theoffice next door. Then he thought he could detect the drone of theChief�s voice � reading the report aloud, no doubt, to theilliterate mill-hand. Then silence again. Then:
�What! You�re gonna let that rapin� bastardget away with this!� Thurgood�s voice was already loud and tightwith rage. �You call that an investigation? The bastard says �no�and you walk away believin� him? My poor girl called out his nameon her death-bed! She swore to me and to God that Seamus Baldwinraped her and put her in the family way! Let the bugger come intacourt and deny it. I won�t take anythin� less!�
�Please calm down, sir.�
The two men were in the main room now,visible to Cobb, who was beginning to feel like a coward forstowing away from the fireworks. Thurgood was actually backing theChief up with the force of his anger, and Sturges was hobbling andflinching as he retreated towards the door.
Cobb came out. �You got complaints, sir, youmake �em to me. I was the fella that did theinvestigatin�.�
�He admitted he give her the abortion money!�Thurgood shouted. His bold black eyes blazed and his sheaf of blackcurls shuddered with each bob of his jaw. �She wrote them wordsabout lovin� him in her letter. What more do you need? The man�s apervert. He oughta be gelded and then hung!�
�There�s no proof,� Cobb said, coming betweenThurgood and Sturges. �It�s her word against his deny-all.And Mrs. Cobb is willin� to swear that the girl�s words did notsound like she was accusin� him.�
�But she�s yer wife! A policeman�swife!�
�She�s an honest woman and I�ll flatten theman that says she ain�t!�
Thurgood stepped around Cobb, jostled pastthe Chief and strode to the door. He turned to face them. His angerslowly evolved into a contemptuous sneer. �This ain�t the end ofthis! I�m gonna go to the magistrate and bring my own suit againstthat bigwig bastard. We�ll see what a jury of ordinary folkthinks!�
�That�s your right, Mr. Thurgood,� Sturgessaid, wincing. �But that won�t change the evidence. All you�ll bedoin� is draggin� a gentleman�s name through the muck.�
�And the magistrate may see it the same waywe did,� Cobb added.
Thurgood�s sneer intensfied. �We�ll see aboutthat, won�t we? James Thorpe is a Tory and no friend of themReformers up at Spadina. And the Attorney-General is a Tory, too,and a powerful man. They may not find the Baldwins as threatenin�as you snivellin� cowards do. So you can just waddle on up toSpadina and let them know I�m gonna see justice done. And they�llbe in the middle of it!�
The door slammed and rattled.
�He�ll cool off,� Sturges said, tippinggingerly back into a chair.
�I hope so,� Cobb said.
***
Cobb went over to Baldwin House to see Robert, butfound Marc instead. As Robert was not arrived yet, Cobb gave Marc asummary of his investigation and its conclusion.
�Well done, Cobb. You did all you could inthe matter. And unless Thurgood can come up with a witness whoactually saw Uncle Seamus seduce Betsy, he has no case against thepoor man. He�s near a nervous breakdown as a result of the girl�sdeath.�
�But Thurgood wasn�t happy with myconclusions, Major.�
�I feel sorry for the fellow, but facts arefacts, eh?�
Cobb paused, then said, �He swore he�s gonnatake his charge to James Thorpe and bring a civil suit.�
Marc was taken aback. �It�s like that, isit?�
�He�s as mad as a caged bull in matin�season.�
�Well, it not only takes evidence to bring acivil suit, it takes money. Thurgood has neither.�
�He seems to think some of the Family CompactTories might be interested in backin� him. And you gotta admit, aBaldwin makes a temptin� target.�
Marc sighed. �You may be right. I hadn�tthought of that. The Tories would like nothing better than toslander the Baldwin name before the new parliament opens and anelection is called.�
�Thurgood may not be able to read, but he�sgot a good head on his shoulders along with the elephant-sized chipalready there.�
�Perhaps he�ll cool down when he�s had achance to think things over.�
�Maybe so,� Cobb said, wishing he believedit.
***
When Robert arrived later in the afternoon, Marcbrought him up to date on the investigation. Robert was pleased tohear that his uncle had been believed.
�After Cobb left our place and Uncle wastucked away in his room,� Robert told Marc in his chamber, �I went�round discreetly to my senior servants � Chalmers, Mr. and Mrs.Morrisey, and Miss Partridge � and asked them if they had, over thepast three months, seen any behaviour between Uncle Seamus andBetsy that could possibly be construed as improper. They were quiteaware that I expected nothing less than the truth. They reportedthat they had observed nothing untoward. Miss Partridge found histickling of Edie Barr personally offensive, but felt that it wasnot improper as Edie herself seemed to like it and responded to itsimply as childish fun. She had never seen Uncle Seamus do the samething to Betsy. Chalmers found Uncle�s ventriloquist act in poortaste, but reminded me that Betsy had only played the dummy once ortwice, and when it became clear she didn�t like the role, UncleSeamus had not asked her to repeat it. He said that Uncle Seamusdiscussed books with Betsy in the library and encouraged her to usethe library as her own. Mrs. Morrisey said she found therelationship between Uncle Seamus and Betsy to be akin tograndfather and granddaughter. It was his occasional flirting withEdie Barr that �got up her nose,� to use her own words. And HerbMorrisey said that when outdoors, my uncle preferred always to bealone.�
�Well, that is good news,� Marc said, �all ofit. Thurgood is not only wrong but has no chance of getting hardevidence from those sources.�
Robert was startled. �Hard evidence forwhat?�
�I must tell you that Thurgood has threatenedto go to the magistrate to explore the possibility of bringing acivil suit against your uncle. He�s even threatened to get backingfrom our Tory opponents.�
Robert reached for a macaroon. �I�m sorry tohear that. You know as well as anybody that we cannot afford ascandal in the Baldwin family, however frivolous this charge mightbe.�
�The real question may be: how unscrupulousare those who would like to cripple our party before the nextelection?�
Robert looked grim. �The alliance between usand Louis LaFontaine wouldn�t survive a day if this were actuallyto be brought forward. Even a verdict of innocent might not clearthe air. Is there anything we can do to stop this nonsense?�
�Nothing. Except wait and hope that Thurgoodthinks better of his threats.�
Robert was tempted to tell Marc aboutThurgood�s extortion attempt, but did not. Matters had not got outof hand � yet.
***
A week went by and nothing more was heard fromBurton Thurgood. Whether he had actually approached MagistrateThorpe or tried, bless him, to obtain an interview with HumphreyCardiff, the Attorney-General, or any other Tory who would not walkacross the street to snub him, Marc did not know. But by the nextTuesday, he felt confident enough to advise Robert to go ahead witha shortened version of his political trek to London and the westerncounties. Uncle Seamus was still up and down, but slowly recoveringand stable enough to leave in the hands of Dr. Baldwin (despite thelatter�s recent attack of lumbago). Reluctantly Robert agree todepart, provided that an express messenger would be hired to seekhim out, should Uncle take a turn for the worse or, Heaven forfend,Thurgood should find some support for his suit among the numerousopponents of the Reform party.
Robert left on the Wednesday morning of thethird week in October. On Friday morning the bombshell burst.
***
Cobb had just stepped into police quarters to seehow Chief Sturges was doing (earlier that morning he had had to becarried from his rented buggy to his office) when he encountered astocky young man loitering in the anteroom.
�Lookin� fer someone?� Cobb said.
�I�d like to see the chief of police, if youplease, sir.� The fellow, who looked all of twenty, wasbare-cheeked and beardless, with round, innocent eyes. He wore aworkman�s cap and a smock. From the wheat-dust on his clothing,Cobb took him for a mill-hand.
�The Chief ain�t too well this mornin�. WillI do?�
�Is there somewhere we can talk, privatelike?�
�You got a complaint to make?�
�I think so.� Despite his burly body and fullface, the lad spoke with a soft, diffident voice, as if speakingtoo forcefully might a damage the furniture.
�We�ll go into the constables� room,then.�
Inside, where the corner stove was still warmand the sun slanted in through the east window, Cobb sat thevisitor down at the square table and then sat opposite him.
�Well, son, let�s have it.�
The fellow cleared his throat. �My name�sJake Broom,� he began, almost apologetically. �I work out atWhittle�s mill on Trout Creek.�
The hair on Cobb�s neck began to rise, and heswallowed hard. Not more of this tomfoolery, he thought.
�At least I did until last August thethird.�
�You quit?�
�Not actually. I got word that my father wasdyin� down in Port Talbot. I asked Mr. Whittle fer a few days leaveand he said all right, so I left the next mornin�.� He blushed andadded, �I just got back yesterday.�
�More than a few days, I�d say,� Cobb said,glancing at the detritus on Broom�s sleeves.
�Ah, yes. Mr. Whittle�s taken me back eventhough I was gone fer two months. I�m workin� there again.�
�Sounds logical to me.� Cobb was relaxedagain. Whatever the complaint was, and it might be a while beforehe heard it, it couldn�t have anything to do with Thurgood or poorBetsy.
�My father didn�t die right off,� Broomexplained, obviously flustered. �He sort of wasted away. I stayedon to help with the chores. They�ve got a farm, or had one.�
�I reckon yer complaint has somethin� to dowith Toronto?� Cobb said helpfully.
�Yeah, it does. You see a little while afterI started in at the mill yesterday, I heard stories from the otherfellows, Joe Mullins and Sol Clift, about somethin� terrible thathappened while I was away.�
Cobb swallowed hard � again. �I see.� And hewas beginning to.
�They told me what happened to BetsyThurgood.�
�We know all about that. There was aninquest. We�re lookin� fer Elsie Trigger, the woman who did Betsyin.�
�I was shocked to hear of it. We all knewBetsy. She brought her pa�s lunch around to him every day sheworked. Made special for him by Mrs. Morrisey up at Spadina.� Hisround eyes watered. �There was always extra, and we got to sampleit.�
�So everybody up there knew Betsy?�
Jake Bloom blushed. �Only to say hello, andtease her a bit. She never stayed. Her pa was real strict with her.And us.�
�Naturally,� Cobb said nicely, but he wasgrowing weary of this meandering tale. �Have you or haven�t you gotsomethin� to tell us that pertains to the matter?�
�In a roundabout way, I do.�
�Then spill it, son. I ain�t got all day andmy left foot�s asleep.�
Broom would not be hurried. Whatever he wasleading to it appeared to be too terrible to tell outright. �I wenthome last night a very worried man. You see, I saw somethin� awhile ago, somethin� I should have reported right away, but word ofmy dad�s illness came that same day and I had no choice but to goto him and I couldn�t be absolutely sure of what I�d seen or if itwas important or � �
�Okay, slow down now. Just tell me, slow andcareful, what you saw and let me be the judge of what�s importantor not important.�
Broom paused to catch his breath and brush anearlier tear off his cheek. �All right. What I saw happened at thebeginning of last August, Saturday the third. I remember because Iheard about my dad late that afternoon and the day before we hadthat little tornado go through the township, remember?�
Cobb nodded, confused himself now. This couldnot involve Betsy, surely, and yet the long lead-up to the climaxof the tale pointed in that direction.
�It was just after lunch time. Betsy broughther pa�s lunch, as usual. And left. The lunch broke up early, assome of us had special things to do. One of Mr. Whittle�s horseshad been poorly that mornin� and my extra job was to take care ofthe animals, so I went out to the barn, which is a hundred yards orso from the mill. I saw to the horse, who was fine, and was headin�out the back way when I passed an empty stall. At least it shouldabeen empty.�
�But it wasn�t?�
�No.� Broom blushed again, the rednessexaggerated by his beardless, plump cheeks. �There was two peoplein it.�
Cobb waited while Broom gathered more breathand tried to find a voice that would bear the burden of hiswords.
�A man and a woman. A girl.�
Cobb braced himself. �Go on. Please.�
�They were goin� at it. You know, like a -�
�Man and a woman?�
�Yeah. Like that.�
�You could see all this?�
�Plain as day, though I was at the doorway,lookin� back. I was maybe twenty feet away and there wasn�t a lotof light. But I could see plain enough.�
�And you recognized this couple?�
�I knew the girl was Betsy. I could only seeher legs, up in the air, sort of wavin� about and her thin littlearms.� More tears threatened to halt this grim account.
�Take yer time. Try a deep breath.� Cobbhimself was finding it harder to breathe.
�I�m okay. I gotta tell this. I knew it wasBetsy �cause her blue gingham dress, the one she�d had on when shecome into the office earlier, was draped over the side of thestall. And I could see bits of her yellow apron down in thestraw.�
So, Cobb thought vaguely, the girl had beenraped, literally. Two months ago.
�But you couldn�t see who the man was, I takeit?�
�Not right on. All I could see was his legsand his rear end. He was bareback and his trousers were around hisankles and hidden in the straw.�
�So you couldn�t tell what they were like?Their colour or kind?�
�No.�
�But?� Cobb said, knowing there was more, anddreading it.
�But what I did see, as his head came up anddown, up and down, was his great bushel of whitish hair, fluffed upand stickin� out like a stook of oats.�
Cobb could restrain himself no longer. �Whatdid you do? Shout out? Run forward to scare him off? You didn�tjust stand there, did ya, and try to figure out which of yer mateshad big white hair?�
Broom dropped his eyes. He was trembling. �Irun,� he said, barely above a whisper.
�Jesus, a little girl is gettin� raped bysome old guy right in front of you, and you run?�
Broom looked up, as bewildered perhaps as hehad been on that August afternoon. �I ran to get help. I didn�t runaway. I should�ve shouted, but I was afraid he�d get up and � �
�Run after you?�
�Yes, I�m ashamed to say. But I did runacross to the mill office to fetch Mr. Whittle, but he wasn�t inthe office. I remembered then that he and Burton�d gone down to fixthe sluice in the weir. Joe and Sol must�ve been in the mill, butthey wouldn�t have heard a horn blowin� next to them.�
�So what did you do?�
�I ran back to the barn.�
�And?�
Broom hung his head again. �Nobody was there.The stall was empty. I looked behind the barn but I couldn�t see asoul.�
�Surely you reported what you saw to Mr.Whittle?� Cobb asked, but he already knew the answer.
�I was gonna do that. But then I wondered ifhe would believe me. I went into the stall, but they�d left nothin�behind. And if I was wrong about the man I figured I saw on top ofBetsy, then I�d be in deep trouble. I live with Joe Mullins�sfamily, and I thought I�d tell Mr. Mullins that night when I gothome, and take his advice. But when I got home, word was waitin�about my father dyin�. After that I couldn�t think of anythin�else. Joe went to see Mr. Whittle fer me, and I left for PortTalbot early the next mornin�.�
�You know who that rapist was even though younever saw his face?�
�As certain as I can be. I saw that it was ashort man, from the thin legs and buttocks, and probably old. ButI�d know that big sheaf of white hair anywhere. I saw it at apicnic we had up at Spadina in July.�
Cobb knew what was coming but that didn�tease of force of it.
�It was Seamus Baldwin. He raped BetsyThurgood.�
***
They were in Wilfrid Sturges� office � Cobb, Broomand the Chief. Cobb summarized what Broom had told him in order tosave the young man from further stress. Sturges listened withgrowing concern and then outright anxiety, for he too saw where thestory was going to end.
�And you�ll swear to all this, son?� was hisinitial response. �In a statement written and signed?�
�It is my duty, sir.�
�Indeed it is. But you realize that you�reaccusin� a gentleman from a prominent family of a horrificcrime?�
�I do.�
�And that your eye-witness testimony, delayedover two months, is based on identification through a man�shair?�
�And his size, sir.�
�A man you yourself saw on only oneoccasion?�
�Yes, sir. But it was at a picnic. And SeamusBaldwin entertained us with a ventriloquist�s act. His hair isalmost pure white and it�s like a big puffball. I�ve never seenanythin� else like it.�
And, although no-one in the room was sayingso, there was now corroborating evidence of Seamus�s possibleinvolvement in the aborting of a two-month-old foetus � and thegirl�s subsequent death. And what could be interpreted as alove-note. Broom had no doubt heard the entire (and embellished)story from Thurgood himself.
�All right, then. I�ll ask you to go into theclerk�s room and dictate your statement to Mr. French. Pleaseinclude every detail. Cobb will read it over with you and whenyou�re satisfied, you can sign it.�
�And then what?� It was a genuine question.Broom was no avenging father, which made his declarations all themore compelling, and credible.
�Your statement will give us leave to carryout a thorough investigation of the incident last August thethird,� Sturges said. �If a charge of rape against Mr. SeamusBaldwin is warranted, it will be brought � forthwith.�
Cobb took Broom to Gussie French, andreturned. Sturges was readjusting his foot on the stool. �Goddamngout,� he muttered. �And now this.�
�Where do we go, Sarge?�
Sturges wriggled his foot, grimaced and said,�We investigate. Or you do. Very, very carefully. We�rewalkin� on eggs here.�
�Havin� a Baldwin accused of seduction andrape is bad enough, eh, but havin� it happen right now is evenworse.�
�It�s a political nightmare fer us. Mr.Humphrey Cardiff, our Attorney-General, is a High Tory. Once hegets a whiff of this kinda charge against one of the Reform family,he�ll be like a he-hound on a she-hound�s arse.�
�And we bobbies might be the she-hound.�
�We�ll get pressure from both sides,� Sturgessighed. �So you�ll have to be scrupulous in yer investigation. Ifthe stupid old fart turns out to be chargeable, then the evidenceyou gather will have to stand up in court and be seen to be nothin�but the unvarnished truth. Remember, the Baldwins are lawyers, andthey�ve got Marc Edwards in house.�
�We�ll need a lot more than that puff ofwhite hair, then, won�t we?�
�We will. We can�t proceed on flimsy orcircumstantial evidence. If we do, the Reformers will accuse us ofa witch-hunt.�
�But if we can�t charge him, the Tories willclaim we caved in to Reform pressure. �Cause I must admit rightoff, there sure is a lot of circular-stantial stuff layin�about.�
�There is one positive side to all of this,though.�
�I don�t see none.�
�Here is a persuasive case as to why theToronto constabulary needs the services of an experienced anddedicated investigator. The only way to work out of this mess, fromthe standpoint of the town council, is to show that the police areunbiased, objective and politically neutral. We�ll get the facts,and they alone will determine justice in this case.�
Cobb realized that the Chief was telling himthat the future of the force as he envisioned it lay in thisconstable�s hands. He would be given charge of the case and, exceptthat he would not be in plain clothes, he would be a defacto detective. The new breed. Moreover, as they both knew,not only would Cobb not have access to support and advice from MarcEdwards, Marc might well be pitted against him, as the Major�spersonal loyalty to the Baldwins and his unwavering commitment tothe Reform cause were never in doubt.
�So how do we go about gettin� the truefacts?� he said to the Chief.
�Get yerself out to the mill. Question allthe hands. Someone must have seen a man with puffy white hairskulkin� about the place. See if any of them young bucks atWhittle�s had anythin� to do with young Betsy. If the rapist wasn�tSeamus Baldwin � and we gotta keep an open mind on this, despitethe sincerity of Jake Broom � then it was one them mill-hands. Forall we know, Broom might�ve been tricked by the light or simplypanicked and thought he saw a puff of white hair. You�llneed to look over the scene real careful. Find out where everybodywas just past noon on that day.�
�But that was two months ago!�
�Ah, but the day before there was a tornadothat tore through the bush and a big wind that blew in windows andknocked down trees. They�ll remember, all right.�
�They�d better.�
�For the moment, though, there�s no need togo back to Spadina. If you feel you haveta go, it�d nice to havesome further evidence to take with you.�
�I�ll need to quiz the servants about UncleSeamus, as they call him. If Betsy and him were makin� eyesat each other, they somebody would�ve seen it.�
�But will they tell us, eh? You�ll need allyer skills on this one, Cobb.�
And the constable�s notorious tact.

SEVEN

Cobb began right away. At the Chief�s suggestion herented a horse and buggy from Frank�s livery, and headed up BrockStreet to the Spadina road. Although Jake Broom had been warned notto say a word about his statement and had assured them that he hadtold no-one except the police about what he had seen, Sturges urgedCobb to try and reach the mill before the young mill-hand did. Cobbgot lucky. A quarter-mile from the cut-off to the mill, he spottedBroom in the bush at the side of the road, taking a leak. Hehurried on by. Ten minutes later he drew up in front of the milloffice. A local farmer had just unloaded a wagonful of Indian corn,and roared past him in a flurry of hooves.
�Good day to you, too,� Cobb said, jumpingdown.
Seth Whittle, the miller, was standing in theoffice doorway. He stepped out to greet Cobb, a worried look on hisface. �Young Broom ain�t in trouble, is he?� he said.
�Not at all, sir. He come to the police withinformation about an incident that took place here last August. Myname�s Cobb, and I been asked to investigate.�
�I�m Seth Whittle.� He held out a large,calloused hand that seemed at odds with his otherwise plump, almostflabby, body. He was fair-skinned and sunburnt with thinningreddish hair.
�I�ll need to talk to you and then the restof yer crew who were workin� here last August the third.�
Whittle whistled through a gap in his teeth:�That�s some while back Only thing I remember about that time was abig wind, some say a tornado, that come blowin� through here todamage one of the sluices on my weir.�
�Yer milldam?�
�Yup. And, now I recall, the very nextmornin� old Dennis Johns come in here drunk and tipped a whole loadof wheat on the ground over there. Injured his horse in thebargain. Survived himself by landin� on his thick skull.�
�Then it oughta be easy fer you to recollectsome other things that day.�
�You said there�d been an incident?�
�Accordin� to a sworn statement just made byJake Broom to the police, Betsy Thurgood was raped in a stall inthat there barn. Just after noon hour on August the third.�
�That ain�t possible.�
�Maybe so. But that�s what I been ordered tofind out.�
�Nobody in my crew would�ve done somethin�like that to little Betsy. She was our pet. We all adored her.We�re all still wearin� black, as you can see.�
Cobb noted the black armband.
�Must�ve been some stranger hidin� out there.But I still don�t think it could�ve happened here.�
�If you�d let me use yer office, I�d be muchobliged.�
�Certainly.�
Whittle looked genuinely upset, but whetherit was grief, guilt or fear Cobb could not tell.
***
Cobb settled himself down behind the miller�s desk.He told Whittle to inform each of his men � Joe Mullins, Sol Cliftand Burton Thurgood � that they were to be questioned one at atime. Whittle was not to forewarn them, and following hisinterrogation, each man was to remain in the office and keep quiet.Cobb didn�t want them fabricating a joint story. As instructed,Whittle returned from this task, looking very anxious. He sat downacross from Cobb, obviously uncomfortable in the unfamiliar andless authoritative chair. Cobb silently congratulated himself.
�Let�s begin, sir, with you tellin� me aboutthis lunch-hour business.�
�Well, Betsy�d worked on special occasions upat Spadina since she was twelve. She�d become a favourite up there,and whenever she did work, Mrs. Morrisey, the cook, made Burton aspecial lunch and Betsy was allowed to bring it down here.�
�When did she start permanent up there?�
�About a week before the day we�re talkin�about. Then she come here regular, every noon.�
�Okay. Now tell me what went on here -startin� with Betsy�s arrival.�
Whittle tweaked his right ear nervously, asif it might jar his memory. �That�s a while ago, but I rememberbecause of the spill and the fuss in the forenoon and the fact thatBetsy didn�t bring her father�s food here fer three or four daysafter that. When she did come back, she just said she�d been sick.I never dreamed � �
�Did she seem her usual self then?�
�Well now, as far as I could tell, yes. Wealways teased her a bit about workin� fer the swells up at Spadinaand she always had a shy little laugh.�
�On the third, a Saturday, who all was inthis room havin� their eats?�
�All of us. The usual bunch, that is: me,Burton, Sol, Joe and Jake. I recollect because it took all five ofus to clean up old Dennis�s mess. I got blisters on my blistersthat day.�
�How long did Betsy stay?�
�I couldn�t swear to it after all this time,but she never stayed more�n ten minutes. And she always arrivedright on the strike of twelve. There�s a path through the woodsfrom here all the way through to Spadina.�
�I see. And you lease this mill property fromthe Baldwins?�
�I do. They own all the land hereabouts. ButI got a fifty-year lease. That�ll see me out.�
�And they own Trout Creek as well?�
A faint blush reddened Whittle�s cheeksbetween the freckles, and his round, friendly eyes narrowedslightly. �Every drop of water and blade of grass.�
�So let�s say, then, that Betsy arrives atnoon and leaves at ten after twelve.� Cobb jotted the time down inhis notebook. �Did you see her cross the road and head into thebush � direct?�
Whittle paused to think this over. �I don�tbelieve she did. But Sol Clift might be able to help you there. Hemade some remark about it, I think. But I can�t rememberexactly.�
�So all five of you were here when she left,and you stayed to finish yer eats. How long did that take?�
�The men have an hour for their lunch. Butabout twelve-thirty that day, Burton Thurgood and me left to goupstream to repair the sluice at the weir.�
�That the tornado damaged?�
�That�s right. We�d started cuttin� andfittin� some new logs that mornin�, but had to stop and help cleanup the spilled grain.�
�So you was anxious to get back there?�
�We were.�
�How long were you there?�
�Oh, I couldn�t say fer sure. But there wastwo or three hours work there.�
�And you and Thurgood were together?�
�The whole time.�
Well, Cobb thought, that jibes with what JakeBroom swore to. When he got back to the office to report the rapeto Whittle, the miller had already gone. But where was Betsy fromtwelve-ten to twelve-thirty? Already in the barn beingassaulted?
�And you saw or heard nothin� unusual whileyou was workin� up there?�
Whittle thought about this. �No,nothin�.�
�Could you see the barn from the weir?�
�No, there�s a clump of trees between�em.�
�All right, thank you. Now please bring inMr. Mullins.�
Joe Mullins was ushered in, and Whittle wasbanished to a bench in the storage room next door. Mullins wasabout twenty-five years of age, of medium build, fair-skinned butwell-tanned � with dark red hair slicked down. He looked nervousbut not frightened.
Cobb gave him a brief account of what mighthave happened in the barn on August the third, and noted the lookof genuine horror that crept into his face.
�Not our Betsy? Not here?�
�We have reason to believe so, but I need toknow where everybody was and what they were doin� that noon hourand just after.�
The tornado, damaged weir and grain spill hada salutary effect on the young man�s memory. Cobb was pleased tosee that he did not view himself as a suspect during theinterrogation.
�Betsy left at her usual time. Just beforehalf-past, the boss and Burton left to fix the weir. I left aboutfive minutes later to go fer a stroll and a smoke.�
�What direction did you go in?�
�Not towards the barn, which is just north ofhere. I always go southwards down to the ravine where the creekmakes a big turn. It�s peaceful down there. And there�s a troutpool � a good one, though we�re forbidden to angle. The Baldwinskeep the trout fer themselves.�
There was no real resentment in Mullins�remark, just an acknowledgement of how things are. �So you just hada smoke?�
�My pipe, yes.�
�Did you see or hear anythin� unusual?�
After a brief pause, Mullins said, �Notreally. Old Seamus Baldwin was down there, but he often is. He�s akeen angler.�
Cobb almost swallowed his tongue. UncleSeamus was here on that day! Not a hundred yards from thebarn. When he could get his thoughts aligned again, Cobb said, �Andhe was fishin�?�
�Come to think of it, he wasn�t. He was justwalkin� up and down. He didn�t see me as I�d finished my pipe andgone to rest fer a bit in the grass. Then I went back up to themill and started work fer the afternoon � about five to one orso.�
Cobb thanked him and waved him to thestoreroom. Looking both worried and chagrined, Whittle obedientlywent back into the mill and called for Sol Clift.
Clift was a tall, gangly chap of some thirtyyears, nearly bald, and so thin he was almost skeletal, except forthe bands of muscle built up after some dozen years in agrist-mill. He had big puppy eyes that stared at you withoutblinking. Cobb thought he might be a little on the �slow� side.When Cobb filled him in on why he was here, the shock of theapparent rape registered sharply in his face, and the big eyeswatered.
�Not our little Betsy?� he breathed.
�It looks so, lad. Now you can help me catchthe bugger that did it by answering my questions carefully.�
Sol corroborated much of what Whittle andMullins had reported, adding that Jake Broom had left about tenminutes before one o�clock to see to the sick horse, and then hehimself had gone back into the mill.
�How far away would you say the barn was fromhere?� Cobb asked him.
�Oh, about a hundred yards or so. You couldget there from here in a minute or two.�
�Now one last thing. Mr. Whittle mentionedthat you might have seen which way Betsy went when she lefthere.�
Clift dabbed at his eyes. �I was sittin� overthere, where I always do. I like to look out the window. That dayBetsy didn�t go straight across the road as she was supposed to.�He hung his head.
�Where would she go?�
He peered up, abashed. �I seen her go pastthe window. She smiled at me and put a finger to her lips.� Thepain of that memory was etched on his face.
�Headin� north?�
�Yeah. Up towards the barn.�
Cobb�s heart skipped a beat. �The barn?�
�She liked to look at the horses. And theShetland pony Mr. Whittle keeps as a pet. She brung them apples andcarrots. I promised her I�d never tell on her �cause her fatherwouldn�t like her not goin� straight back to Spadina. But it won�tmatter now, will it?�
�No, it won�t. But it may help me catch theculprit.�
Cobb struggled to keep his excitement incheck. His fingers trembled as he jotted down the key times andmovements: he did not want to rely exclusively on his prodigiousmemory. So far he had reliable and corroborated testimony thatBetsy Thurgood had in fact been in that barn, possibly fromtwelve-fifteen until the rape occurred. If Jake Broom left the milloffice a few minutes before one � say, ten to the hour � then hewould have reached the barn and observed the rape-in-progress justbefore one. Seamus Baldwin, who was looking more and more like theguilty party, was spotted by Joe Mullins lurking a few minutes awaynear Trout Creek shortly after the half-hour. Then Mullins driftedaway, giving Baldwin enough time to slip up through the bush to thebarn and discover Betsy feeding the horses. As her confidant atSpadina, he might know of her passion for the animals and expect tofind her near them. The rape might well have begun abouttwelve-fifty or so and been near completion when Jake Broom cameupon it. Cobb took a few minutes to complete his notes.
He also gave some thought to the men he couldsee sitting on the edge of the bench in the adjoining room. IfBroom�s account were even generally accurate, none of these menwould fit the description he gave of the rapist: the wild shock ofwhitish hair, the impression of a short, wiry man of some years.Clift was skinny and near six feet. The miller was fifty and fat.Mullins was stocky with slicked-down red hair. And Thurgood, whomhe�d already met, had black curls and a young man�s physique.Perhaps Broom himself did it. But then, why report it? No, Broom�saccount was credible and, if it came to pass, he would make acredible witness in the box.
With these thoughts, Cobb took a deep breathand called for Burton Thurgood.
If Thurgood were embarrassed by the emptythreats he had made the previous week, he had chosen not to showit. Instead, as was his wont, he chose belligerence.
�I thought you people�d caved in to thebigwigs!� he snarled as Cobb waved him to a chair. �So whaddya wantnow?�
�I want you to sit back in that chair andlisten while I tell you a story about what really happened to yourlittle girl.�
That got his attention, and with a grunt heshut up and allowed Cobb to sketch in the details of the apparentrape of his daughter in the barn a mere hundred yards from wherethey sat.
�I told you that old bastard raped her!� heshouted, rising halfway out of his seat. �But you wouldn�t listento me!�
Cobb had deliberately avoided mentioning JoeMullins�s sighting of Seamus Baldwin, but he realized of coursethat Thurgood was fixated on the old man. Certainly thecircumstantial evidence surrounding the abortion payment was notgoing to play out in Uncle Seamus�s favour.
�We don�t know who did that awful thing toyer daughter, sir. That�s why I�m here.�
�Well, I do! And I�m goin� up to Spadina totake care of him myself, seein� as how you�re doin�bugger-all.�
�I�d advise against that, sir. Yer good wifedon�t need you in jail., does she?�
�What do you expect me to do? I washer father!�
�Let me get to the truth.�
Thurgood�s rage seemed to have spent itself.He sat down, leaned back, and simply scowled at Cobb.
�That�s better. Now I want you to walk methrough everythin� that happened from the time Betsy arrived thatday.�
Grudgingly, Thurgood confirmed the previousaccounts, showing a reaction only when Cobb interrupted to informhim of Sol Clift�s report of Betsy going to the barn to feed thehorses the treats she had brought them.
�I told her to go straight back! If onlyshe�d listened to me!�
Thurgood said that he and Whittle had indeedleft early to go up to the damaged weir. Like the miller, he hadseen or heard nothing unusual. Cobb noted once again that no-onehad heard screams or cries for help � not even Jake Broom at thescene. Perhaps the rapist had gagged her or held his hand over hermouth.
Cobb thanked Seth Whittle and released hiscaptive audience. Just as he did, Jake Broom came into theoffice.
�You c�n tell �em everythin� now,� Cobb said,and walked out to leave these men an afternoon of ceaseless chatterand speculation about the terrible events of August the third. Heonly hoped that when Thurgood heard of Uncle Seamus�s presence inthe ravine, he would not do anything drastic. At any rate, it wasclear now that he himself must drive up to Spadina and beard theold gent. With the growing evidence against him, Cobb concludedthat, in his current unstable state, the fellow would merelyconfess and get the anguish and guilt over with. As the Chief hadimplied, the police desperately needed an unequivocal result.
First, however, he would survey the terrainto get a clear picture of it in his mind and to make sure that thereferences to it by the mill-hands were accurate.
He turned north outside the mill-office.Beyond the mill building itself, where the huge millstones werealready pounding and clashing, he spied the barn just to the rightand, indeed, about a hundred paces away. A well-worn path connectedit to the mill. Just above the barn lay a cluster of cedar treesthat acted as a screen between the barn and the millpond fathernorth. Cobb walked through the barn. A dozen stalls were occupiedby four horses, three cows, four calves and a black-and-white pony.Near the rear of the barn, whose doors were wide open, to let abreeze through, Cobb came across the vacant stall where the rapemust have occurred. If Broom had walked on by � again thereappeared to have been no cries to alert him � and then had turnedjust here in the doorway, he would have spotted the outrage, almostdead on, from about thirty-five feet (a little farther than Broomhad stated, but it was a small discrepancy). Still, it was closeenough for him to have determined the colour and pattern of Betsy�sdress, get a glimpse of legs and buttocks moving up and down, andnote a whitish spray of hair, especially if � as now � the sun hadstreaked in through cracks in the siding and added to the wash oflight from the open doorway.
Next Cobb walked up to the millpond alongsidethe race running swiftly down to the millwheel. At the milldam, orweir as Whittle called it, he noticed where several newer-lookinglogs had been inserted at the top of the sluice after thewindstorm. From here he looked back and could not see anything butthe barn roof behind the clump of cedars. North beyond the weir andthe millpond, Trout Creek vanished into thick bush.
Satisfied, he walked slowly back towards themill-office and his buggy. Suddenly he sped up. While he was notlooking forward to interrogating and perhaps arresting SeamusBaldwin, he remembered that he ought to get to Spadina before anenraged and avenging father did.

EIGHT

Cobb tethered his horse to a low tree on the eastside of Spadina. As he was about to walk around to the rearentrance, he spotted Herb Morrisey, the gardener, digging in one ofthe kitchen gardens. He hailed him, and Morrisey put his spade downand ambled over.
�Good day, sir. I�m Constable Cobb. I need toask you a few questions. It�s about what happened to young BetsyThurgood.� Slyly, Cobb did not add that his business dealt with anew and more serious charge.
Morrisey was a big man, ruddy-cheeked, withan open, welcoming face. He frowned at Cobb�s latter remark. �Damnshame that. Elsie Trigger shoulda been run outta this town yearsago.�
�We�ll catch her, don�t worry. But we�re nowtryin� to find out who the father of her babe was. I been asked totalk to the servants here.� Cobb was pleased at being able to tellsome of the truth without revealing all of it and spookingMorrisey. Marc Edwards would have approved.
�Don�t see how I could help you there,�Morrisey said, looking puzzled rather than concerned.
�Did you ever see anythin� improper goin� onaround here between Betsy and a man or lad?�
�You�re referrin� to things romantic, Ireckon?� Morrisey gave him a wry, man-to-man smile.
�I am. I remember the Baldwins had a lot ofpicnics up here last summer, and I been told Betsy helped serve atmost of �em. There�d be plenty of opportunity fer her to getattracted to a young fella or one of the older guests.�
�That�s so. Dr. Baldwin is very generous topeople in the neighbourhood. Lots of folks, rich and poor, werehere in July and August. Kept all of us busy.�
�And?�
�And I didn�t see Betsy doin� anythin� sheshouldn�t have. Matter of fact, she was the shy one. It was herfriend Edie who was rambunctious � always drawin� a rebuke fromPartridge.�
�I heard, though, that Betsy was seen sittin�on Mr. Seamus�s lap, playin� a dummy.�
Morrisey�s gaze narrowed, but nothing likesuspicion had set in � yet. �Ah that. Uncle Seamus, as we all callhim, was fond of his pranks and sideshows. He�s a goodventriloquist and does his act with a live dummy. It�s quite funny.But he does it with Edie. Betsy�s shy, and did it only once ortwice, to please Uncle. She wasn�t a flirt, Mr. Cobb.�
�Well, somebody did more�n flirt with her,that�s fer sure.�
�And I�d strangle the bugger with my ownhands, I would.�
�This may seem strange,� Cobb said after apause, �but there was an incident that happened last August thethird � that�s the day after the tornado blew through thearea.�
�Yes, I recall the tornado. I was out hereclearin� brush the next mornin�. And fer three days afterwards. Butwhat sort of incident?�
�Can�t tell you just yet, but what I need tofind out is whether you saw anyone leavin� here and goin� towardsthe path that takes ya through the bush to Whittle�s mill.�
�The one over there past the cucumberbeds?�
Cobb nodded. �About the noon hour.�
�Well, I was nearby most of the day. I�m surethe only person I would�ve seen was Betsy takin� her father hislunch. She come back, I think, later�n usual. Sick, I recollect,�cause she was in bed with the grippe fer a few days after. We wereworried about her.�
�You saw nobody else?�
�Come to think of it now, I probably sawUncle Seamus headin� over to one of his fishin� spots on TroutCreek.�
�What time?�
�Couldn�t really say. Usually he went in themornin� or later in the afternoon. I just don�t remember the timethat day.�
�Did he have his fishin� pole?�
�I guess so. Why else would he go thatway?�
Why indeed, Cobb thought. �Where are themfishin� spots, by the way?�
�There�s two of �em. One is in the bush abovethe milldam. The other�s in a little ravine just below themill-buildin�.�
�Did Uncle Seamus go there often?�
�Three or four times a week, I reckon. He�s afanatical angler. Caused a bit of a ruckus when he first comebecause nobody in Spadina had bothered fishin� fer trout until hearrived.�
�What sort of ruckus?�
�Seems like Seth Whittle liked to do the samething. Dr. Baldwin, he never cared that the fella was poachin�. ButUncle Seamus liked to be alone down there, so the doctor told themiller to stop anglin� fer a while.�
�And the miller wasn�t pleased?�
�Not in the least. He kicked up a terriblefuss and the Baldwins had to threaten to break his lease unless hequit. That did the trick.�
�I bet it would.�
Cobb thanked Morrisey and headed up to theback porch. Through the netting he could see Mrs. Morrisey in thesummer kitchen. He rapped and walked in. The cook, a plump, amiablewoman with eyes as dark as blueberries, was sitting on a benchpeeling potatoes. Beside her, doing likewise, was Miss Partridge,the middle-aged housemaid. Cobb was not displeased to see themtogether, but he still wasn�t sure how he could approach thesubject of Uncle Seamus and the case for rape that was inexorablybuilding against him.
�Well, if it ain�t Mr. Cobb,� said Mrs.Morrisey with a big smile. �What brings a Toronto bobby way outhere on such a fine day?�
�Business, I�m afraid, Mrs. Morrisey. The sadbusiness of Betsy�s death.�
�I thought that�d been all settled at theinquest.�
�We�re lookin� fer Elsie Trigger all right,but we�re also hopin� to locate the father of the babe. Betsy wasunder age.�
�Then you oughta go lookin� at the mill-handsand them families that live beside the Thurgoods. There�s half adozen fellas coulda done it to her before she come here at the endof July. Aren�t I right, Faye?�
Faye Partridge nodded. �She was safe once shegot here, but God knows what the wee dear thing had to putup with over there.�
�I been over there,� Cobb said, �but not asfar as the mill-houses.� He was hoping against hope, however, thathe would have to look there after his mission here turnedout to be without merit.
�Well, then, I�ll give you a cup of tea and abiscuit before you go all that way.�
�That�s kind of you, ma�am, but there is oneor two questions I�d like to ask before I go.�
�Go ahead. Faye, put the kettle on,please.�
Faye got up, complaining about her bad hip,and limped over to the stove. She had to stir the ashes to get thefire going, complaining yet again.
�I gotta ask this question, Mrs. Morrisey, soplease don�t take offence. If we�re gonna find out who the fatheris, we may haveta do it by elimination, as the culprit ain�t likelyto fall on my boots and confess.�
�You�re referrin� to the men in thishousehold?� she said shrewdly.
�Not necessarily.�
�That�s poppycock!� Faye Partridge holleredover from the stove. �Nobody in this house would harm a hair onthat girl�s head.�
�The constable ain�t sayin� that, Faye. Areya?�
�No, ma�am. But we know servants see and hearthings other people don�t think they do. You have lots of visitorshere. And it�s pretty well all over town that Mr. Seamus Baldwin�sbeen seen teasin� and flirtin� with the children � and thehousemaids.�
�He ain�t ever flirted with me!� cried MissPartridge, and her thin, homely face indicated that her denial mayhave been equally a complaint.
�Course not, sweet,� Mrs Morrisey soothed.�And there was nothin� improper about the way he teased and had funwith Betsy and Edie.�
�It was mainly with that Edie, though!� MissPartridge slammed the kettle down on one of the stove-lids. �Thelittle minx.�
�Uncle Seamus is like a big kid much of thetime,� Mrs. Morrisey said. �He�s goin� through his secondchildhood, in my opinion. But he�s also like an elderly uncle tothe girls. He helps them with their readin� an� writin� � Dr.Baldwin always insists his staff get on with their schoolin� here -and Uncle Seamus and Betsy read books together.�
�And he wasn�t above slippin� �em pocketmoney or a pound or two fer their graspin� families,� Faye snappedas she flung a handful of tea into a crockery pot. �Against theexpress wishes of Dr. Baldwin.�
�Now, now, Faye. Them families is all dirtpoor. Seth Whittle may be an easygoing boss, but he pays apittance.�
When asked whether they had seen anythinguntoward between Betsy and any male, they both shook theirheads. Cobb now mentioned that there had been an incident on Augustthe third. Mrs. Morrisey looked as if she readily understood whatkind of incident he was referring to. Faye looked merelypuzzled.
�Did you serve Mr. Seamus his luncheon onthat day?� Cobb said to Mrs. Morrisey. �I know it�s a while ago,but it�d help if you could recollect.� He mentioned the tornado tohelp her out.
�I usually do, and Faye here takes it up tohim.�
�I do recall,� the senior maid said, plunkingseveral tea-biscuits on a plate and still in her complaining mode.�I took him up a hot meat pie and the glass of claret he ordered inthe mornin�, but he wasn�t in his room or anywhere else I couldfind. A wasted effort all �round.�
Cobb was sure the old gent hadn�t beenanywhere near Spadina, but he felt obligated to test the waters foran alibi. It looked like the only thing that might get him off thehook.
�He probably went fishin�,� Mrs. Morriseysaid.
Cobb was beginning to get a more completepicture of Uncle Seamus, but it was not necessarily a clear one.The man had been a respectable lawyer for decades, had retired andbecome depressed, had pulled up stakes and moved to Upper Canada,where his childish proclivities were suddenly given full rein. Onone hand he played the fool and dallied with children, andespecially girls. On the other he played an avuncular role in thelives of the two young housemaids. He was giddy and solemn byturns. And his giddiness may have got him into serious trouble.
Cobb sipped his tea and nibbled his biscuit,while Mrs. Morrisey talked about flowers and contraband sweets andneighbourly doings. Cobb nodded politely, but he was thinking hardall the while.
***
In the main hall Cobb ran into Dr. Baldwin, lookingwan and trembly after his recent bout with lumbago. �Cobb,� hesmiled in greeting. �How nice to see you again. I don�t think Iever thanked you personally for the splendid work you did lastMarch out at Elmwood.�
Cobb and Marc Edwards had investigated amurder that had entangled members of the Reform party and had comeclose to compromising delicate political negotiations with LouisLaFontaine and the rouge party of Quebec. Cobb�s ingenuityhad materially helped in resolving the case.
�No need to do that, sir. Just doin� myduty.�
�But doing it with imagination anddiligence.�
�Thank you. But I�m afraid I�ve come fer areason today that may be upsettin� to the whole household.�
�Something to do with our dear Betsy?�
��Fraid so. A man come to the police quartersthis mornin� and swore he saw someone very like yer Uncle Seamusassaultin� Betsy Thurgood in Seth Whittle�s barn last August thethird about twelve-thirty in the afternoon.�
Whatever he was thinking, Dr. Baldwin, anexperienced barrister, did not let it show. He let his breath outslowly, and then said, �That�s two months ago and a pretty precisetime and place, isn�t it? Why would a witness wait this long andstill be so certain? And you say he saw someone like mybrother?�
Lawyers, Cobb sighed: more concerned withwords than deeds. �It was the day after the tornado and the witnesswas called away that very afternoon and just got backyesterday.�
�I see. Well, the claim is either frivolousor malicious. I�m certain that Seamus will be able to recall hiswhereabouts. Everybody remembers the tornado and the fuss we had inthe days following. But if little Betsy was ravished by someone,then you have my word as a gentleman that I will do everythinghumanly possible to help you find the villain.�
�Well, sir, I�d like you to think back tothat Saturday yerself. Did you see Betsy after she come back fromdeliverin� her dad�s lunch after noon?�
Dr. Baldwin thought about the matter for halfa minute before replying: �Why, yes, I did. Because she seemed ill.She�d only been with us a week as a permanent employee, and I wasvery concerned she might have picked up something serious after herarrival.�
�A cold or the grippe?�
�The latter, I�d say. She was pale and shaky,as I am now after my lumbago attack, and looked feverish. I orderedher to bed and put Miss Partridge and Mrs. Morrisey in charge ofher recovery. It took three or four days, as I recall.�
But not, Cobb mused, to get over thegrippe.
�Thank you, sir. Right now, with yerpermission, I�d like to head upstairs to talk to Edie Barr.�
�Go right on up. She�s in her room, the oneshe shared with Betsy. Meantime, I�ll have Seamus come to thelibrary, where you can speak with him in private. I�ll say nothingto him to prejudice your interview. I only ask that you be tactfuland as gentle as you can. He�s very fragile.�
�I will, sir. And thank you.�
***
Cobb�s first impression of Edie Barr was that shewould have made a perfect Peaseblossom or Mustardseed inShakespeare�s A Midsummer Night�s Dream. She was blond andblue-eyed with milk-smooth skin and a little-girl figure justburgeoning. The room she had shared with Betsy was spacious andelaborate for a servants� quarters. A patterned, hooked rug betweentwo cots led to an elderly vanity with a smoky mirror, upon whichsat a wooden jewellery box and several jars and brushes related tofemale face-painting. Beyond the beds was a plain writing-table, aninkstand and a bookcase groaning with books. Edie Barr had got upfrom a padded rocking-chair to meet his knock, one of two suchchairs in the room.
�You�re a policeman!� she said, startled butunafraid. There was an impudent pout to the lower lip that mighthave been permanent and a saucy glint in the eyes that was bothtaunting and invitational at the same time. Cobb could well imaginethis young thing perched on Uncle Seamus�s knee and flapping herjaws in time with the ventriloquist�s risqu� one-liners.
�I�m Constable Cobb. No need to befrightened. I just wanta ask you a few questions about yer friendBetsy.�
Edie did not look in the least frightened,but at the mention of Betsy�s name, the impudent lip drooped andsadness filled her face. �She was my best friend,� she said in afaint but high, sweet voice. �My only friend.�
�I�m tryin� to find out who did that awfulthing to her,� Cobb said in what he hoped was his most earnest,sympathetic tone.
Edie looked startled. �But that was Mrs.Trigger!�
�It was, and we�ll catch up to her soon. ButI�m talkin� about the man who put her in the family way and mayhave been the one who suggested she get rid of the babe.�
�Oh . . . I see. Betsy was just fifteen.�
�Right. So whoever interfered with her isguilty of � ah . . . rape.� Cobb blushed in spite of a concertedeffort not to.
That grim and whispered word had no visibleeffect on Edie.
�You want to know whether Betsy had any boyfriends?� she said evenly.
�Or anybody who fancied her and might�ve � ah. . . forced himself upon her.�
�So she was ravished!� Edie gasped,and sat back down in the rocker.
Cobb plunked himself down on the bed oppositeher and, while he hadn�t planned to, gave her an edited version ofthe events that had occurred last August, emphasizing the tornadoto fix the date in her mind. She listened, open-mouthed.
Cobb finished and merely waited.
�It must�ve been one of the mill-hands,� shesaid slowly. �Or one of their brothers. There�s scads of youngfellas back home.�
Cobb recalled hearing somewhere that the millfamilies produced offspring who worked on some of the nearby farms.A mill job was considered a plum. �No stranger was seen near theplace,� Cobb pointed out.
�Coulda been hidin� in the stalls or themow.�
�We figure it was someone who knew Betsywould be goin� there.� He stared at Edie, the only effect of whichwas to raise her lower lip to impudence.
�Betsy was crazy about horses. Anybody whoknew her, knew that.�
Cobb tried another tack. �Think back to thatday. Were you here when Betsy come back from takin� lunch to herfather?�
�I always wait fer her in the kitchen becauseshe often snuck a treat outta the lunch Mrs. Morrisey made andsaved it fer me.� Her eyes welled with tears.
�How was she that day?�
�I recollect it �cause she was late and hadnothin� for me. She didn�t look good. She said she was sick. She�dalso fallen down and scraped her knee. Mrs. Morrisey put herstraight to bed.�
Cobb nodded. The details of Betsy�s fatalnoon hour were fast being filled in by unimpeachable testimony andcorroborated evidence. Interviewing witnesses and feeding them onlythe necessary information � techniques developed by the Major andhim � were certainly paying off.
�And she stayed in bed fer two or threedays?�
�Yes.�
�Let�s get back to possible boy friends.�
�But she didn�t have a one!� Edie cried, andthere was just enough personal pride in the remark that she didn�thave to add �like me.�
�Not interested in romance?�
�If she was, she never showed it. She likereadin� an� writin� and connin� poems.�
�But did you see anyone fancyin� her,somebody here on a visit, maybe? Plenty of gentlemen come in andoutta this big house.�
�None that I seen.�
Cobb leaned forward. �Do you recall, on thatAugust day, seein� Mr. Seamus Baldwin about the place?�
The question caught her off-guard, as it wasmeant to. She recovered quickly. ��Course I did. He liveshere.�
Cobb could hear the wheels turning in Edie�spretty head. �I mean at mid-day,� he said.
�He told me he was gonna catch a bigtrout.�
�Down below the mill?�
She looked suddenly wary, sensing perhapswhat Cobb might be leading her towards. �I don�t know nothin� aboutfishin� or where he goes, except he went off almost every day inthe summer.�
Cobb was pleased with these responses. Beforeinterviewing Uncle Seamus himself, he felt he needed objectiveevidence of the old gent�s having gone to the Trout Creek ravinesouth of the mill. If he then tried to deny it, Cobb could rightlyclaim he had several witnesses � a gardener and two housemaids -who saw him leave the house. This in turn would strengthen JoeMullins� claim of having seen the old man in that ravine � withouta fishing pole. If Uncle Seamus tried to say he had gone to theother favoured spot, above the weir, Cobb had statements from themiller and Thurgood that they were working on the weir and wouldhave seen anyone headed up that way to fish.
�Don�t fret, lass, you�ve been very helpful.�Cobb got up to leave, but spied a wooden box partway under Betsy�scot. �What�s this?�
�Oh, them�s Betsy�s things. I packed �em up,but her dad hasn�t come fer them yet.�
�Mind if I take a peek?�
�Go ahead,� she said. �I was just gonna tellyou about them anyways.�
Which probably meant that if there had beenanything untoward in the box, Edie had already removed it. Hepulled the box out and sat it beside him on the bed. All itcontained were a few pathetic undergarments, a yellow hair ribbon,an apron with the Baldwin crest on it, and a book of poems. Cobbopened the book of poetry. It was inscribed: �To dear wee Betsy,love, from your Uncle Seamus.� He was pondering the significance ofthis when a letter fell out onto the floor.
Edie gave a little cry of �oh� and tried tolook surprised.
Cobb ignored her and read:

Dear sweetest one:

I know how impossible it is to love one so
far above one�s station. I know also the pain ofwatching you
close up every day of my life. I see your beautiful,manly face,
your shining hair and your glinting eye as you walkever so
elegantly down the stairs each morning. I follow youthrough the
day with my heart aflutter and my breathing stinted.I swoon at
the sound of your voice, as pure as poetry, aslilting as an Irish
tenor�s. Your laugh turns me giddy and one glancefrom your
sea-blue eyes is enough ambrosia to carry me throughan entire
week. O my precious and unattainable knight!

Your faithful admirer
Betsy

Cobb stared up at Edie. �You left this here onpurpose, didn�t you?�
Edie blushed, then looked coy. �So, I did. Ithought I ought to destroy it, but that wouldn�t�ve been right,would it?�
�No, I suppose not. But this is girlishdrivel, isn�t it?�
�I wouldn�t know: I didn�t write it. But Itold you that Betsy was shy and a bit secretive.�
�You�re sayin� she might�ve secretly been inlove with Uncle Seamus? The �precious knight� in this letter? Puppylove, I�d say, wouldn�t you?�
Edie gave Cobb a scornful glance. �If she wasin love it was certainly hopeless. He never saw anythin� in her,that�s fer sure.�
And yet, Cobb thought, she had deliberatelyleft the letter � unsent obviously � where he could find it. Whatkind of game was she playing at? It had already been suggested tohim that of all the housemaids it was Edie Uncle Seamus wasattracted to. But could much of the teasing and byplay have beeninitiated and encouraged by Edie herself? Was she in lovewith Uncle Seamus? And had he spurned her? Or merely kept theirrelationship on a proper plane, which would have amounted to thesame thing? Surely she wouldn�t want to see him accused of rape.But she might want to cause him some embarrassment as a form ofpetty revenge. The ways of women continued to be mysterious toCobb.
Whatever Edie�s motive � and at her age shemight not know herself � this incriminating letter was now in hishands. No-one other than Seamus came remotely close to thedescription of the lover therein. The letter itself suggested thatBetsy had fancied him from afar. Had he picked up on this fancy andcrossed the line with her? Had they set up an assignation? Had sheresisted, resulting in rape? Or had the affair actually continuedafter the original encounter until abortion had become a necessity?(After all, the letter wasn�t dated.) Cobb would soon find out.Uncle Seamus had better have some compelling answers to hisquestions.
�Thanks, lass, you�ve been a big help,� hesaid to Edie.
Edie looked as if she was not sure what shehad done.
***
Sixty-year-old Seamus Baldwin looked ninety. He wasslumped against the library table. He did not glance up at Cobb�sentry nor did he acknowledge Cobb�s presence when he sat downcatty-corner from him. He reminded Cobb of a circus clown he hadonce seen sitting behind his tent after the performance: all thestuffing gone out of him, all the bright colours of his smilemelting together, his very bones sagged and defeated.
�Mr. Baldwin, I must begin by saying thatsome very serious charges have been made against you, and I�vegathered evidence to back them from a number of witnesses.�
�I know. William just told me about theincident at the mill.� The voice was a hoarse whisper. �It�s thelast straw. That anyone would think that I would hurt my dear, dearBetsy.�
�I�m hopin� we can clear this up by havin�you explain away some of the things I been hearin� today.�
�If I must.�
�First of all, one of the mill-hands saysthat on the day we�re talkin� about, August the third � �
�I remember. The day after the tornado.�
�That�s right. This mill-hand says he saw youat yer fishin� spot in the ravine below the mill abouttwelve-thirty or so. Were you there, sir?�
The reply startled Cobb. �Yes. I wasthere.�
�Without yer fishin� rod?�
�That�s correct.�
My word! The man was admitting itoutright.
�How did you expect to catch trout withoutyer gear?�
�I was there for another reason.� Despite theman�s obvious emotional and physical exhaustion, a note of warinesshad crept into his responses.
�And what might that be?�
�I was supposed to meet Betsy there.�
For the assignation! My, my, Cobb thought,this is looking bad, bad indeed. �Why on earth would you wish tomeet yer housemaid there? You see her every hour on the hour atSpadina.�
�It wasn�t what you think, Cobb. Betsy sharedmy love of horses. She liked to admire them, those we have here andthose at the mill. I came to Spadina at the beginning of July.Betsy helped serve a dozen dinners and picnics that month. I took ashine to her. She was bright and literate. I wanted to help her getahead. Even before she came on steady at the end of the month, Ihad started tutoring her. She told me that her father was thinkingof buying a pony from Seth Whittle. She knew I knew a lot abouthorseflesh. She asked me to have a look at this animal before herdad bought it. She was afraid he might get swindled.�
�I see. But why the secrecy? Couldn�t youjust have gone over and had a look?�
�Probably. But she wanted to be with me. Shewas an excited little girl. Her father didn�t approve of herstaying on at the mill after she delivered his lunch. So wearranged to meet in the ravine and from there move up through thebrush to the back door of the barn, which was always open. Betsyknew nobody would be around.�
�So you waited, but Betsy didn�t showup?�
�No.� He looked even more devastated,thinking no doubt that he might have prevented the tragedy thatfollowed. �We must have got our arrangements confused. She probablythought I would come up from the ravine by myself. But I wanted herto make sure the coast was clear before she came to fetch me.�
�So you just left?�
He nodded. �Now I know why she didn�t come.Some bastard raped her!�
Cobb cleared his throat noisily. �We got awitness who says it was you who was in the stall with Betsy.�
�Then you�ve got a witness who is lying,� hesaid wearily. �There was never anything improper going on betweenBetsy and me. Oh, I know I�ve been seen teasing the girls andRobert�s kids, and acting the fool. But that�s my nature. It�s whatI felt free to do � out here � at last.�
�Then there�s the whole business of the fivepounds and the thank-you note.�
�I�ve already explained that.�
�What about this, then?� Cobb handed himBetsy�s billet-doux.
Uncle Seamus paled even more as he read it.It fell from his fingers. �I never knew. I swear.�
�The trouble is, sir, the only people whoknow about the pony story and about the lie Betsy told you abouther mother needin� surgery are you and Betsy. And Betsy�s dead. Wegot a signed statement from a witness naming you as the culprit.None of the other mill-hands fit the witness�s description � onlyyou. No other stranger was seen anywhere about by Mullins, who wassouth of the mill or by Whittle and Thurgood, who were north of it.And we got two notes in the girl�s handwritin� suggestin� a romancewas possible between you and her.�
�What are you saying, sir? That I�m going tobe charged?�
�That ain�t fer me to decide. I�m justtellin� you what I plan to put in my report to Chief Sturges.�
But Cobb had little doubt about the outcome.He had systematically built up a powerful case against UncleSeamus. The Chief had asked him to obtain the facts and he had,insofar as they could be ferreted out after two months. He was bothsaddened and proud. Saddened because Seamus Baldwin was the uncleof Marc�s close friend and political ally, Robert Baldwin. Theconsequences of such a charge could be catastrophic for the Reformparty and their hopes in the coming election. Still, Marc wouldhave wanted Cobb to do what he did: carefully and dispassionatelygather evidence and credible witness-accounts. And Cobb was proudthat he had done so. Perhaps he would make a good detective afterall.
In the hall, Dr. Baldwin said, �How did itgo?�
�You�d better see to him, sir,� Cobbsaid.
And he left quickly.

NINE

It was late Friday afternoon when Cobb finisheddictating a summary of his interviews and adding some final remarksto his report. Wilfrid Sturges was attending a meeting with themayor and aldermen, but arrived back a few minutes after GussieFrench blew the last grain of blotting sand away from the paper infront of him. Cobb handed the report to his chief and waited withGussie in the anteroom while Sturges took it into his office toread it over. Cobb was pleased to see that he was not limpingtoday.
Time dragged on. Gussie grumped and whinedabout his teenager, whom the mumps had not made any moremanageable. Constable Brown clumped in and went into theconstables� room. At last the Chief called Cobb inside. Sturges wassitting and staring at the report as if expecting it to burst intoflames at any moment. Cobb sat down quietly and waited for theChief�s reaction.
�What a mess!�
This remark was not among the ones Cobb hadanticipated. �I thought the chain of events was pretty clear,� hesaid.
�They are, Cobb, they are. You are to becongratulated on the job you did this afternoon.�
�Then what�s the problem, sir?�
Sturges sighed. �What we have here � whatyou�ve unearthed � is a series of circumstantial events, welltestified to, that surround a single witness�s claim that theperson he saw assaultin� Betsy Thurgood was Seamus Baldwin.�
�That�s the way I see it, too.�
�The trouble is not in the details you setout, it�s whether they point clearly to laying a charge of rapeagainst a revered member of a prominent family.�
�You�re not sure whether to charge him ornot?�
�What I�m sayin� is we�re damned if we do anddamned if we don�t.�
�And if we do?�
�If we do, we�ll bring the house of Reformdown upon us like a rock-fall. They�ll claim the witness didn�t seethe culprit�s face and that the police went out of their way tofind testimony to incriminate their man. They�ll screamwitch-hunt!�
�And if we don�t?�
�The Tories, includin� most of thegovernment, will accuse us of gatherin� facts and findin� witnessesand then coverin� them up! Witch-hunt or cover-up, take yer pick.This report, you see, can be turned either way, dependin� on yerprejudices.�
�But who else coulda done it?� Cobb said,beginning to get miffed.
�Nobody that I can tell. I agree with youthat Jake Broom�s account is very believable, and everythin� -everythin� � you�ve dug up supports his claims. But it�spossible he lied to cover up fer Mullins or Clift, who were freefrom observation at the time of the crime. To think he might�vedone it himself is crazy. If he did, or if he saw one of his matescommit the crime, he never in a million years would�ve come in hereand brung the whole business up when it was long forgotten. Thatmakes no sense at all.�
�That�s right. He comes back to the millyesterday and hears nothin� about the rape business, does he? If hewas the culprit, he might�ve expected the girl would�vecomplained, and so on. Instead, he only hears about Betsy�s deathafter a botched abortion.�
�Why come back at all, eh?�
Cobb looked warily at the report betweenthem. �So what are ya gonna do?�
�I�m goin� to take this report straight overto the Court House and show it to James Thorpe. I�ll let himdecide. I don�t fancy chargin� a Baldwin, however elderly anddodderin�, with seduction and statutory rape, even though I got thepower to do so.�
�But the magistrate�s a Tory!� Cobb cried.�We know perfectly well what he�ll do and why.�
�Maybe so. But Thorpe�s an honest man.However, once the Attorney-General and them other Tory hounds getone whiff of what�s in yer report, there�ll be no stoppin� �em.Still, I want the charge and any prosecution left in theirhands. I want it to be seen that we done our jobs � fairlyand diligently.�
�You sure you wanta retire?� Cobb said.
***
It came as no surprise that at noon on Monday, awarrant was issued for the arrest of Seamus Baldwin. There was onesurprise, however: the charges were multiple � seduction andcorruption of a minor, having carnal relations with a minor, andinvoluntary manslaughter. The hand of the Tory establishment wasevident, it was whispered everywhere, in that last unexpectedcharge. Apparently, Humphrey Cardiff, the Attorney-General, haddecided to throw the book at the elder statesman of the firstfamily of Reform. Sturges selected Rossiter and Wilkie to drive outto Spadina to effect the arrest. He didn�t want Cobb harassed orcompromised. Dr. Baldwin greeted them courteously and asked forhalf an hour to prepare his brother. His request was granted.Wobbly on his pins but with much dignity, the old gent, emotionallydrained, was helped to the carriage. There was no thought ofmanacles.
He was arraigned within minutes of hisarrival at the Court House, the charges read, a plea of not guiltyentered and, considering his age and state of health, he wasreleased into the hands of his younger brother. The Baldwin namealone was surety enough for his later appearance in court. Again,political chicanery was assumed when the trial date was set for twoweeks hence, the first Monday in November. Three other cases in theassizes had to be rescheduled to accommodate the Baldwin trial.
It was Wednesday before Robert Baldwin couldbe summoned back to face the gravest crisis in his family�sillustrious history.
***
They met on Thursday morning in the spacious libraryof Francis Hincks, who lived next door to Baldwin House: Robert,Dr. Baldwin, Hincks, Marc Edwards and Robert Baldwin Sullivan. Itwas here that many of the important conferences of the Reformcaucus had been held, and critical decisions taken in the longstruggle for a system of responsible government in the province.And although everyone here was eager to hear Robert�s report of hisjourney to the western counties, no-one was surprised that thefirst and principal topic of conversation was to be the upcomingtrial of Uncle Seamus. A copy of the Crown�s indictment lay open onthe table. It ran to five pages. They had all read it, silently andsolemnly.
�Before we discuss the particulars,� Hinckssaid to get things started, �we need to decide who is to be UncleSeamus�s defense counsel.�
�It has to be you, Marc,� Robert saidmatter-of-factly, then looked beseechingly at his friend. �I am fartoo close to the situation.�
�And I have to be in Kingston on business thevery date of the trial�s beginning,� his cousin said withoutapparent regret. He was a brilliant courtroom performer, butimpatient with research and the petty details that were often ascrucial as the grand gesture. �But in the interim I�ll do all I canto help.�
�Thanks, Bob,� Robert said. �We allappreciate your concern. As you know full well, these spuriouscharges are a direct attack on our family and our party.�
�And whether you are comfortable with it ornot, Robert,� Hincks said, �we may need you to return to Windsor tocalm the waters there.�
Robert nodded, then looked at Marc again.
�It�s a terrible responsibility,� Marc said,�but I�d be a coward and no friend if I refused.�
�That�s settled, then,� Dr. Baldwin said withevident relief. He was still pale and weak from several bouts oflumbago. �I�ll try to pitch in, but my brother�s in worse shapethan I am. He needs a physician close by whenever possible.�
�So, Marc,� Hincks said, �what do you make ofthe indictment at first glance?�
Marc picked up the document. �I�m surprised,and disappointed, in that third charge. You can see from theallusion to the events and witness-statements that the Crownintends to link the girl�s death and the rape, as cause and effect,deed and consequence. We�ll know more when we see theirwitness-list in a day or two.�
�Isn�t involuntary manslaughter a bit of astretch,� Hincks said, �even for our Attorney-General, who hasambitions as big as his belly?�
�It is, and even if he were able to provethat Uncle Seamus financed the abortion, which they can�t, he can�tbe convicted of manslaughter or even criminal negligence. Afterall, no-one but Betsy knew who would be asked to perform thatbutchery.�
�You think they�re doing this to besmirch myuncle�s character so that the jury will find the circumstantialevidence around the so-called rape more convincing?� Robert askedMarc.
�I�m sure of it. The indictment begins thereand I believe the Crown�s case will start there as well. By thetime we get to the incident at the mill, Uncle Seamus will alreadybe painted as a blackguard, if not an outright murderer.�
�And when we get to the mill?� Dr. Baldwinasked.
�It sounds like they�ve got witnesses atSpadina and the mill to place Uncle Seamus in the ravine at thetrout-pool below the mill-building just before the alleged time ofthe crime.�
�And he already admits to being there,�Robert said. Then he proceeded to tell Marc and the others theversion of events that his uncle, haltingly, had recounted to himthe previous evening, a repetition of the testimony he had given toHoratio Cobb, but which the police chose to ignore.
�The problem is, as you all know,� Marc said,�Seamus cannot take the stand in his own defense. Our law won�tallow it. Which presents us with a problem: how can I getour version of events on the record? The business ofchecking out the pony for Betsy is plausible and credible, giventhat we could get corroboration for her interest in horses fromThurgood when he appears, as he must for the charge to stick, orfrom her pals at Spadina. But apparently only Seamus and Betsy wereprivy to that information, and Betsy�s dead and Seamus can�ttestify. Likewise with the phony reason Betsy gave Seamus forneeding the five pounds: to help her mother get an operation.No-one else can vouch for the deception other than Seamushimself.�
�That doesn�t leave us much of a defense,�Sullivan said.
�But it does leave us with offence,� Marcsaid forcefully. �A situation that my role model, Doubtful DickDougherty, would have relished.�
Richard Dougherty, now dead, had been abrilliant trial lawyer � fair but ruthless in cross-examination. Inhis long career he had never lost a capital case. It was he whoprompted � inspired � Marc to go back to the law, not as asolicitor like his adoptive uncle but as a full-fledged barrister,a principal performer in the theatre of life and death.
�You may need all of his cunning,� Hinckssaid.
�Where do you see the weak points?� Robertasked. �The points of attack?�
Marc paused, then said, �The evidence placingUncle Seamus at the scene is there to bolster Jake Broom�seye-witness description of the crime � given in some detail here.I�ll review the full statement later today. It�s also being used toeliminate the other obvious suspects.�
�That is everyone working at the mill whoknew Betsy and Betsy�s habits, and who might have become smittenwith her?� Sullivan said.
�Yes,� Marc said. �If the actual rapist wassome stranger, and that is very unlikely, then we�ll never find outwho committed the outrage. Betsy didn�t report it, and two monthswent by without a further murmur about it. She apparently saidnothing about it even on the night of the abortion when she�s saidto have named Uncle Seamus. Only the botched abortion itself andthe return of Jake Broom rekindled the affair. So it must have beenone of the mill-hands. If Joe Mullins saw Uncle Seamus in theravine unobserved, then he himself has no alibi and plenty of timeto get to the barn nearby. And Sol Clift seems to have been leftalone in the office soon after, giving him time to slip through themill and get to the barn.�
�True, Marc, but why would the Crown�s starwitness say he saw an older-looking body with a bush-sized head ofwhite hair?� Hincks said.
�Yes,� Robert said, �it makes no sense. If hedid see Clift or Mullins do the deed and decided to cover up forone of his mates, why would he not just let the matter liedormant?�
�He was gone over two months,� Dr. Baldwinpointed out.
�Perhaps he got a guilty conscience,�Sullivan said.
�And if he did it himself, then why bother atall?� Robert said again. �Even the inquest pointed only to Mrs.Trigger. Thurgood kept quiet about the business of Uncle Seamus andthe five pounds.�
�You�ve all raised good points,� Marc said.�The key to this business is what Broom thought he saw thatday. But if I can�t break him down on the stand and get him toreveal what he actually saw and why, then we may be inserious trouble.�
�I just thought of something,� Hincks said.�If Seamus can�t be on the stand, then he won�t have to admit wherehe was or why. You can go after this Joe Mullins and impeach histestimony.�
�That�s right,� Dr. Baldwin said. �The Crownwill have to use only its own witnesses to suggest, not prove,whether my brother�s motives were evil or philanthropic.�
Marc held up his hand. �We�re getting aheadof ourselves. Remember, as Robert has told us, Uncle Seamus wasinterviewed by Cobb. If the Crown puts Cobb on the stand to helptie their story together and to provide context as to where in whatcircumstances the love letter and thank-you note were found, I�llbe able, if I�m astute enough, to get him to relate thosefavourable details he elicited from his interview with Uncle Seamusup at Spadina. The trick will be to use the Crown�s questioningsomehow as a basis to launch the subject. I could even call Cobb asa witness for the defense.� But the spectre of vigorouslycross-questioning his good friend was not a happy one.
�If they�re wise,� Sullivan said, �they won�tcall him. That�ll make him a hostile witness if we do it.�
Robert shook his head slowly. �This just getsworse and worse. We�ve got a near-revolt in Windsor � which I�lldetail later � and Francis is going to have to write to LouisLaFontaine in Montreal to apprise him of the upcoming trial beforehe hears about it from the rumour mill.�
�Have we got any actual defense at all?� Dr.Baldwin said.
Marc smiled at him. �You are it, sir.�
�Me?� Dr. Baldwin looked surprised, and alittle edgy. �Oh, as a character witness,� he said.
�Precisely. Without direct testimony from theaccused himself, we�ll need to throw doubt on the probability ofthat big-haired villain being your sweet, gentle brother.�
�And we�ve got the servants,� Robert saidhopefully. �We need to get testimony from them about his kindness,his generosity to them, and his unfailing courtesy.�
Marc sighed. �I�d like nothing better,Robert. I�ve heard about his tutoring Edie Barr and Betsy Thurgoodand his giving them extra money for their families. That testimony,especially by Edie, would be invaluable because Edie was almost thesame age as Betsy.�
�Then why can�t we use it?� Hincks asked. �Orsimilar good references from Mrs. Morrisey or the other, olderhousemaid?�
�Because the Crown will use them for its ownpurposes,� Marc replied.
�I don�t see � �
�They�ll elicit the other, impish side of hispersonality. They�ll subject the poor servants to a barrage ofquestions about the picnics and soir�es up at Spadina. Detailsabout his teasing and flirting will have to come out. Theventriloquist business will involve Betsy directly. They�ll makehim out to be a lecherous and silly old man � in his dotage anddangerous to females.�
�I see,� Hincks said. �I�ve seen that impishside myself. And we�re Irish, aren�t we? We understand and makeallowances for those traits, but others don�t � and won�t.�
�I�m afraid so,� Marc said.
�But won�t my father be subjected to the samecruel cross-examination?� Robert said, glancing at his parent androle model, who looked feverish and uncomfortable. He wouldn�t beable to stay for the political discussion to follow: they couldn�tafford to have him go down sick at this juncture.
�He will, but he�ll be better able towithstand it than the servants. And as one of the pillars of thiscommunity, you, sir, will be questioned with more circumspectionand, I trust, more respect. In addition, your words will carry moreweight.�
�And I can honestly say that I have neverseen the notorious ventriloquist act,� Dr. Baldwin smiled as besthe could. �But perhaps we won�t need a defense.�
�That�s what I�m hoping,� Marc said.� Iintend to go at every Crown witness without mercy. Seamus isinnocent, so there is a truth out there that I must get to, or inthe least point to. We may not be able to break up the neat littlenarrative outlined here in the indictment, but we can put cracks init everywhere along route and suggest some enticing alternatives.Then we�ll win it in the closing argument.�
�That�s the spirit,� Hincks said.
�Who will be arguing against you, Marc?�
It was Robert Sullivan who answered. �I�mafraid it�s Neville Cambridge.�
Both Sullivan and Marc had come up againstNeville Cambridge in the previous spring�s assizes. He was a newbreed of barrister, educated in England where he apprenticed at theOld Bailey, and newly immigrated to Toronto to take up apartnership in his cousin�s law firm. He had proved to be such aneffective courtroom performer that the Crown co-opted him to tryimportant cases. His approach eschewed the flamboyant andhyper-dramatic tactics of old-guard barristers like Doubtful DickDougherty. Instead he relied on his gentleman�s suave demeanour andsly gambits that were closer to sleight-of-hand than slick gesture.He was also a High Tory and politically ambitious. A victory overthe Baldwin clan would be a feather in his pedigreed cap.
�Then we�ll just have to try all the harder,�Marc said.
***
Reluctanty Robert set off on his trouble-shootingmission to Windsor the next day. Francis Hincks wrote immediatelyto Louis LaFontaine, explaining as best he could their view of theheinous and false charges brought against Uncle Seamus and, byextension, the Baldwins and the Reform party. He pointed out thatthe party�s grassroots support was founded on notions of equalityof opportunity and fair play under the law. These people respectedthe earned entitlements of the middle class who led them intheir political struggles: politicos like the Hincks and Baldwinsand, before them, Mackenzie and the Bidwells. If one of their ilkwere to abuse such privilege (abominably in the case of SeamusBaldwin) and disadvantage one of their own kind, then that constantsupport could be dramatically withdrawn. Three days later Hincksreceived a courteous and thoughtful reply from LaFontaine, himselfa lawyer. He sympathized with the Baldwin�s position and promisedthat he would keep a lid on speculation in Quebec among hisrouge adherents. He was certain there would be no long-termeffects on their French-English alliance � if the gentleman werefound innocent. He left unsaid the awful consequences ofconviction.
Meanwhile Marc busied himself reading andre-reading the indictment and the numerous attachments: Cobb�svarious interviews and summary, and the two incriminating notes. Onthe Thursday before the trial, he rode up to Whittle�s mill andsurveyed the scene for himself. He wanted to retrace the witnesses�movements, timing, and vantage-points. From the south side of themill, if you walked ten paces farther on, you could see down intothe ravine and the trout-pool where the stream began one of itsmany loops. Unless a person in the ravine were specificallylooking for someone at that point, the latter would likely beunobserved, as Joe Mullins claimed. Uncle Seamus had been seen buthad not realized it. From the ravine Marc followed the creek�s banknorth, noting that a screen of bushes and hawthorn trees kept hismovements hidden from anyone in or around the mill. This coverlasted the hundred and twenty yards he paced off from thetrout-pool to the rear of the barn. Even today, with Seth Whittleaware of his presence and purpose, the back doors were wide open.Marc walked up towards them. A small grove of cedars to his rightwould effectively screen his movement from the two men who claimedto be working on the damaged weir above the mill itself. So, it waspossible for the Crown to claim that Uncle Seamus could have gotfrom the ravine to the barn without being seen. In less than fiveminutes.
Marc went into the barn and stood just insidethe doorway, the spot from which Jake Broom stated he had witnessedthe rape. The stall was wide open to view, as it must have been onthat terrible day. The stall itself was part of a row of stallsrunning north and south the length of the barn. But it was the onlyone visible from the eastern entrance. Broom must have entered fromthe door on the southwest corner, and then strode along to check onthe sick horse, around the corner and several stalls away from thefateful one. Then he would have decided to exit through the backdoors to go for a walk or a smoke, would have walked by the openstall without seeing or hearing anything (why there was no soundwas another matter to be considered), would have reached thedoorway, heard some small noise, and turned to discover the outragebeing perpetrated before his eyes. Instead of rescuing the girl, hepanics and runs to the mill-office. But it�s about one o�clock andeveryone has gone back to work. So he races back, only to find thestall empty. Marc spent another minute studying the peculiar playof light and shadow in the stall, and thinking hard. Then he leftthe barn.
Broom told a persuasive story, one Marc wouldhave to break � somehow.
For the sake of completeness he walked to theweir at the millpond. He stood on the little dam and gazed backtowards the barn. Except for its roof, it was invisible. Where, ifat all, was the weak link in this credible chain of events? Hewished he could interview the witnesses, but that was notpermitted. He thanked Seth Whittle and left, wiser but no closer towhere he hoped to be before Monday.
He rode on up to Spadina. Robert was expectedhome soon, but it was Dr. Baldwin who led him up to Uncle Seamus�sroom. The interview did not go well. Uncle Seamus insisted on hisinnocence, and Marc believed him. But when he tried to get the oldfellow to elaborate on the explanations he had given Cobb andrecall anyone else who might be able to corroborate them, UncleSeamus was of no help. He was deeply depressed and sleep-deprived.His answers wandered and did more to confuse Marc than enlightenhim. For the old man�s sake, Marc soon gave up.
�Maybe he�ll be better able to helptomorrow,� Dr. Baldwin said without much conviction. �But it maywell be all down to you, lad.�
That�s what I�m afraid of, Marc thought.
***
When Marc got back to the chambers at Baldwin House,Clement Peachey handed him the witness-list, which had just arrived- days late.
�Any surprises?� Peachey asked.
�Yes. Cobb is not on here.�
�Then you may have to call him yourself.�
Marc sighed. Then whistled. �But my wifeis.�
***
Marc always shared his investigations and courtcases with Beth, insofar as confidentiality or his barrister�s oathwas not broken. Since the details of the indictment were bothnumerous and public, Marc did not have to hold much back. And hedid not have to refer to the interdicted witness-list because Bethherself had received her subpoena a few hours before he arrivedhome for supper. They went immediately into their new parlour, andBeth asked Etta Hogg to watch the children and hold supper for halfan hour.
�Why would the Crown call me as a witness?�Beth said. She was well aware of the Crown�s case and Marc�s senseof how it would unfold.
�To make mischief, I�m afraid,� Marc said.�This whole business reeks of politics. The Tory prosecutors wantto drag the Edwards clan into this � you and me both, so we willall be tarred with one brutal brush.�
�But I�d just deflect them from their case,wouldn�t I?�
�Well, you and I have been out toSpadina.�
Beth winced. �The birthday party and thoseshenanigans!�
�It�s the only thing that makes sense. And itshows how low our opponent�s have sunk. But your name is well downthe list, so perhaps I�ll have so shaken them by then that they�llhave less petty matters to attend to.�
�You figure you can unsettle the Crown�switnesses all along?�
�I have no other choice. I must attackrelentlessly and toss out alternative versions of the crime as Igo.�
Beth frowned. �You mean the way Doubtful Dickoperated?�
�Yes. All I need to do is unsettle the juryabout the Crown�s patched-together fairy tale, and Uncle Seamus�scharacter and name will do the rest. It�s a reasonable doubt, asDick always reminded me.�
Beth reached over and stroked her husband�scheek. �But my darling, you are not ruthless. And you�re not DickDougherty.�

TEN

By ten o�clock Monday morning the courtroom wasjammed. Citizens of every class and gender were packed into theside-galleries, and the VIP benches facing the august, judicialpodium were fully occupied by a who�s who of the Family Compact,the proprietors of a dozen newspapers from Toronto and theadjoining counties, and of course the family and friends of theaccused. Robert Baldwin and his father sat directly behind Marc�sbench, and in back of them were Diana Ramsay, Brodie Langford (oncethe ward of Doubtful Dick Dougherty) and Robert�s eldest son,William. Beth was in the witness-room. And high above them all: thepitiable figure of Uncle Seamus in the dock.
Despite the size of the crowd, the place wassubdued. People chatted in desultory whispers, in part because themorning sun slanting in through the tall, elegant windows uponvarnished wood and polished brass gave this regal space theambience of a cathedral and in part because the trial itself wasalmost too sensational for words. The jury had been selected onSaturday. Everything was set for the proceedings to begin.
Marc sat at his bench and studied the jury.They looked as ordinary as he knew them to be. There was no-onehere more prominent than a tobacconist. Tradesmen and labourers,the rest. How would they judge a privileged gentleman alleged tohave seduced and raped his brother�s maidservant, and thencallously slipped her five pounds for a botched abortion? It wasgoing to be uphill all the way. Across the aisle from him satNeville Cambridge, his blond hair just showing under his wig,elegant in his silks, unflappable. He did not look once in Marc�sdirection, probably because he was serenely confident of aconviction. Cobb had assembled an airtight case for him.
Mr. Justice Gavin Powell struck his gavel onthe bench before him and ordered the trial to begin with thereading of the charges
***
In his opening address, as expected, Cambridge spunthe seamless story of a gentleman, pampered and privileged, whodisported himself in unseemly ways with the young women in hishousehold and with occasional female guests, and who subsequentlyand ruthlessly raped one Betsy Thurgood on the third day of Augustin the barn of Whittle�s mill. Thereafter he dallied with the girlat will for the next two months until he discovered she waspregnant. Cambridge went on to detail the horrors of the botchedabortion and the gentleman�s role in it, a role that, without adoubt, bespoke manslaughter. Numerous references were made tounimpeachable eye-witness testimony. For his part, with noelaborate defense to outline, Marc was compelled to offer the jurythe distinct possibility that said witnesses were mistaken and thatone or more other villains could just as easily have committed thecrime. Further, a plausible and exculpating explanation would beoffered for the circumstances of the abortion. He planned to savehis arguments about Uncle Seamus�s true character until hissummation.
The first witness called by the Crown wasBurton Thurgood.
Neville Cambridge greeted him with thebriefest of smiles, then effected a sombre, almost tragic,expression, as if alerting the jury to the dire nature of what wasto follow. �Mr. Thurgood, we realize that you have recentlysuffered an unspeakable loss, and hence I propose that we moveslowly, one step at a time. Just answer the questions as best youcan under these trying circumstances.�
Cambridge�s voice was in the middle rangebetween tenor and baritone, and would not have been forceful orcolourful enough to have earned him a place on the stage. However,he used it to startlingly good effect. Marc could see the membersof the jury lean forward as if they wished to be included in aconversation too compelling to be missed.
�Thank you, sir. I will do my best.�Thurgood�s attempt a humility was not completely successful. Hehung his head and spoke in a hoarse whisper, but in the eyes -peering up under the humble, black brows � there lurked defiance,aggrievement and scorn.
�If you will, sir, cast your mind back tothat terrible night when your daughter, Betsy, informed you thatshe might be with child. Tell us in your own words and in your ownhonest way precisely what happened from that point on.�
The prosecutor was suave enough to beappointed British ambassador to France, Marc thought. Butterwouldn�t melt . . . And slipping that �honest way� into thequestion! For the moment, though, there was little Marc could dobut watch and listen.
With occasional, always gentle, prompts fromNeville Cambridge, Thurgood narrated the events surrounding thebotched abortion. He started by explaining that Betsy had been homefor three days to look after her sick mother, her first trip homesince she had started to work full-time at Spadina. Her motherrecovered and all seemed well until Betsy told them, on the thirdevening, of her suspected pregnancy. Then he spoke of sending forElsie Trigger, with great reluctance because she was known to drinkon occasion. But she was the midwife in their area and, he stressedseveral times, she was only summoned to examine the girl todetermine whether or not she was with child. �I�d�ve never let thatharridan anywheres near my precious Betsy otherwise!� he cried inhis only uncontrolled outburst. Marc saw several jurors nod insympathy. Childbirth and the goings-on associated with it were bothmysterious and frightening matters for most men.
Thurgood further mesmerized the jury with hispiteous account of how he and his wife discovered the girl indistress and bleeding. What to do? Dora Cobb was sent for, whilethey sat on either side of their stricken daughter watching thefever take hold. There was nothing faked or overblown about themisery in Thurgood�s face. However, from Marc�s point of view, theywere a long way from the rape, and Cambridge was taking a chance ongoing for the jury�s emotional jugular too soon. He had littlechoice, though, for he had opted to begin at the end of the storyand work backwards. What really puzzled Marc, though, was the factthat no mention was made of Mrs. Trigger�s dramatic exit. Cambridgemoved quickly past it to Dora Cobb. Her arrival and ministrationswere related in a calm and direct manner until Thurgood reached thegirl�s final moments.
�You must have realized your daughter wasnear death?� Cambridge prompted.
Thurgood nodded. �She was shakin� with feverand Mrs. Cobb couldn�t get the blood to stop comin�. It washorrible.�
�Indeed it was, and all of us who are parentssympathize � �
�Mr. Cambridge,� said Justice Powell. �Youknow better.�
Ah, nice, Marc thought. He went too far andgot interrupted at a critical moment.
�Tell us, sir, if you can bear to, about thelast minute of Betsy�s life.�
Thurgood�s lower lip trembled and theligaments in his neck stiffened with the strain of his reply: �Mywife and me had asked the girl many times who the father was, butshe wouldn�t tell us. Then Auleen, that�s my wife, she thought totry one more time before � before . . .�
�Betsy passed away?�
�Yeah.�
�Your wife asked her outright?�
Marc considered an objection, but held back.It was going to be a long trial and he would have manyopportunities to interrupt.
�She did. She said �Who is the father, Betsy.Tell us,� or somethin� like that.�
�Did Betsy, despite her fever anddeteriorating condition, hear those words?�
Marc got halfway to his feet, then sat backdown.
�Well, she answered �em.�
At this remark the jurors leaned forward,expectant.
�Who did she name as the father of heraborted child?� Most barristers would have delivered this climacticquestion with a melodramatic verve and a head-swing to draw thejury into the moment. Cambridge, however, asked it in anear-toneless whisper � which had the same effect.
�Her exact words were, � Seamus� � she saidthe name twice out loud. We all heard it, crystal clear.�
The gasps in the jury were drowned out bythose in the galleries. All eyes swung up to the huddled figure inthe dock.
�Were you shocked to hear this?�
�I was. And yet I wasn�t.�
�Why was that?�
�My Betsy was a maid up at Spadina where aMr. Seamus Baldwin lives.� Some of the latent scorn leakedout of Thurgood as he added, �Everybody knows that bigwigs arealways interferin� with the hired help.�
�Milord!� Marc was on his feet.
The judge scowled at the witness. �Sir, youare to refrain from making remarks not called for by the questionsput to you. The jury will ignore that remark.�
And good luck to them, Marcsighed.
�So, with her dying breath your daughternamed the defendant, Mr. Seamus Baldwin, as the father ofher child?�
�She did.�
�Now, sir, I wish to take you back to anincident that happened earlier in the evening, one we skipped overbut one that is critical to the Crown�s case against SeamusBaldwin.�
�I was wonderin� why you didn�t ask aboutthat.�
�Earlier you told how Mrs. Trigger was alonewith Betsy in her room for a long time. About twenty minutes, yousaid.�
�Yes, sir, that�s right.�
�Tell us now what, if anything, Mrs. Triggersaid to you and your wife in the kitchen just before she ranoff.�
Ah, Marc thought, Cambridge had kept thebusiness about the five-pound note until after the dramatic namingof the babe�s father. Very clever, that.
�She said that Betsy�d just had amiscarriage. And she had the gall to wave a five-pound note in ourfaces.�
�Did she say that Betsy had given it to herin payment for assisting in this �miscarriage�?�
�Not exactly, but we assumed she had.�
�Milord,� Marc said quietly.
�Your answer to the question, sir, shouldhave been a simple �no�,� the judge said sternly.
�At a later time, Milord, the Crown intendsto show a direct connection between the five-pound note and theaccused.�
�Proceed, then, Mr. Cambridge.�
�I have no more questions for the witness atthis time, but I would like to recall him when we are further intothe events at the centre of this trial.�
Marc stood up, adjusted his wig and as DickDougherty had done in the past, pretended to consult the notes infront of him. He realized that he must tread carefully with thiswitness, who had gained the jury�s sympathy immediately. He neededto probe without seeming to inflict further pain on a grievingfather.
�Mr. Thurgood, we have a witness-statementthat claims that while your daughter did speak the words �Seamus,Seamus,� there was a third word in her response to your wife�squestion. Do you recall that word?�
Thurgood set his lower jaw, determined toresist any onslaught from the defense counsel. �She might�vemumbled somethin� between the two �Seamuses.��
�But you don�t recall the word?�
�No.�
�In what tone of voice did Betsy deliverthese final, fateful words?�
�I don�t know what ya mean!�
�No need to get upset, sir. I just meant wasthere a hint of accusation in her naming of the father? Or atenderness, perhaps?�
Neville Cambridge moved smoothly to his feet.�Milord, counsel is leading the witness.�
�Let the witness find his own words,� thejudge said to Marc.
�Mr. Thurgood, was your daughter notsuffering from loss of blood and a severe fever?�
Thurgood looked away, struggling to keep hisnatural belligerence in check. ��Course she was. Mrs. Cobb was setto wrap her with cold cloths.�
�And is it not usual for people experiencinga high fever to become delirious and disoriented � not quite surewhere they are or who they�re talking to?�
�I ain�t no doctor.�
�Isn�t it possible that Betsy, in her feverdelirium, did not hear or did not register the meaning of Mrs.Thurgood�s question?�
�Why would she answer it, then? Rightoff?�
Marc backed off, having pushed far enough andplanted some doubt in the jury�s mind. Dora Cobb would be up laterto expand upon this doubt.
�Sir, let�s move to your testimony about Mrs.Trigger�s hasty exit. You said she waved a five-pound note at youand referred to your daughter�s �miscarried� babe?�
�That�s right. Bold as brass, she was.�
�Do you know for a fact that the banknote wasgiven to Mrs. Trigger by your daughter in payment for what provedto be a botched and fatal abortion? Yes or no, please.�
Thurgood scowled. �No,� he mumbled.
�For all you know, Mrs. Trigger could havepulled it out of her apron, couldn�t she?�
�That ain�t likely.�
�Perhaps she was feeling guilty about whathappened and wanted to make it look like a normal transaction forher visit and assistance in a genuine miscarriage?�
�The coroner said she was butchered with aknittin� needle. And I saw the needle before she hid it away!�
�Mr. Thurgood,� the judge said, more inexasperation than anger, �please restrain yourself.�
Marc rushed on. �Perhaps she wanted to makeit look as if the abortion was your daughter�s idea right from thestart and that money had changed hands when it actuallyhadn�t?�
�Milord,� said Cambridge evenly, with just ahint of sarcasm, �Mr. Edwards is beginning to fantasize.�
�I agree,� said the judge. �Move on, Mr.Edwards.�
�When Betsy, earlier in the evening, told youshe might be pregnant but, being an innocent, did not know forsure, whose idea was it to call in Mrs. Trigger?�
Thurgood hesitated, head down. �It was mine .. . and I deeply regret doin� it.�
�So Betsy herself did not request a midwife?She did not herself specifically request Mrs. Trigger, a woman witha questionable reputation at best?�
�I don�t have money fer doctors! I sent ferthe midwife in our area. I did what I thought best. I ain�t richlike the Baldwins!�
Marc felt the wave of sympathy from thegentlemen of the jury.
�What I�m suggesting, sir, is that if Betsyhad a five-pound banknote hidden in her room and was angling for anabortion, would she herself not have initiated the request for Mrs.Trigger, whose reputation went before her as a potentialabortionist?�
Thurgood leaned against the railing andglared across the room at Marc. �I don�t know. All I know is thatso-called gentleman up there done in my little girl!�
Marc sat down, and Thurgood was helped fromthe witness-stand. His final cri de coeur had struck thejury hard, and Uncle Seamus had flinched and rocked back on hisheels, the first visible signs that he was following theproceedings. The bailiff�s deputy was steadying him and, withoutthe fellow�s assistance, Uncle Seamus could not have continuedstanding upright in the dock. Marc was annoyed at Thurgood�smanipulation of the jury � with and without the connivance of theprosecutor � but when the dust settled, he trusted that he had madesome dents in the Crown�s armour. He had definitely weakened thelink between Betsy and the five-pound note and the Crown�scontention that Betsy plotted to have the abortion with the aid ofher seducer. He could have embarrassed Thurgood regarding hischoice of Mrs. Trigger, whose drunkenness was well known, and evenhinted that father and mother knew full well what she would get upto and perhaps themselves had supplied that �five pounds� (or adollar or two) in order to secure an abortion for their daughter.Also, Robert had mentioned Thurgood�s clumsy attempt at blackmail,but to use it simply to discredit a grieving father would, like anaccusation of securing an abortion, more likely than not havebackfired. Moreover, he could use these angles later, if he chose,when Thurgood was recalled. All in all, Marc was satisfied with hisfirst cross-examination: he felt the ghost of Dick Doughertysmiling over his shoulder.
The Crown had put Auleen Thurgood on theirwitness-list but only as insurance against some failure in herhusband�s testimony. Thurgood, however, had done well and Auleenmight not fare as well as he under the defense�s cross, and so shewas, for the time being, passed over in favour of Dora Cobb, theCrown�s �objective� witness to the naming of the father.
Cambridge was well aware from the record ofCobb�s interview with his wife that Dora had some differing andless useful interpretation of Betsy�s last words, but he neededsomeone besides Mom and Dad to nail down the naming of thedefendant. So he treaded carefully. He led Dora through hernight-ride to the Thurgoods and her professional efforts to savethe girl�s life. He wanted the jury to respect and admire her. Andthey appeared to, not a few of them having benefited themselvesfrom her expertise in past years.
�Now, madam, we come to Betsy�s last momentson God�s earth. Did you hear Mrs. Thurgood ask her daughter whofathered her child?�
�I did, sir, even though I was busy swabbin�the girl�s loins to try and stanch the blood.�
�And did you hear, almost immediately, ananswer to the question?�
�Well, sir, her words come right after thequestion, if that�s what you mean?�
�It is, and thank you. Now try to recallthose exact words, if you will.�
�I don�t need to recollect them. I�ll neverferget them. She said, �Seamus . . please . . . Seamus�.�
�She pronounced �Seamus� twice?�
�She did. But real pleadin� like, not � �
�Please, just answer my questions, Mrs.Cobb.�
�But the girl � �
�Mrs. Cobb, wait for the question. You arenot to do anything more than respond to queries put to you bycounsel,� said the judge.
�My apologies, Yer Lordship.�
�Did you know to whom she was referring?�
�No, I didn�t. I thought it might be one ofthe neighbourhood lads.�
�So you didn�t know that Betsy worked up atSpadina and was in daily contact with a Mr. Seamus Baldwin?�
�I ain�t ever been to Spadina, sir.�
Marc winced. Cambridge was indeed slick andsubtle. There was no way that Marc could object, but the prosecutorhad managed to refocus the jury�s attention on the defendant andthe �logical� inference about which particular Seamus was beingalluded to. Dora was now turned over to Marc.
�I�d like to go back to young Betsy�s lastwords. We heard earlier testimony that she did speak three words,and you have kindly given us the third one. It was �please� setbetween the two �Seamuses,� is that right?�
�It is.�
�Would you try and repeat the whole phrase asclose as you can to the pace and rhythm of Betsy�s own voice?�
�Milord!� Cambridge was up quickly, butwithout ruffling his silk gown. �What is the purpose of this bit ofcheap theatrics?�
�Mrs. Cobb was there, sir. It might be easierfor her to demonstrate than to describe, don�t you think?� thejudge said. �Go ahead, Mrs. Cobb.�
�I�ll try. She was somewhat delirious, so hervoice was slow and syrupy. She said �Seamus . . . please . . .Seamus�.�
�Did that sound like an accusation to you? Ora confession?�
Cambridge seethed � elegantly � but did notintervene.
�No, sir. I thought it sounded more like shewas pleadin� with us. Perhaps to go and fetch Mr. Seamus.�
Marc knew how dangerous this remark mightprove to be, but he had to get the notion of a plea into the jury�sthinking. After all, he hoped, through Dr. Baldwin much later, toshow that Uncle Seamus was Betsy�s tutor and confidant, not herseducer.
�One final question, ma�am. How many Seamusesdo you know?�
�Milord � �
The judge held up his right hand.
Dora paused to think. �Oh, at least six orseven. And most them is in Irishtown.�
Several jurors tittered.
�No more questions,� Marc said, and sat down,satisfied.
The Crown then called two gentlemen from thebetter part of town to testify about an August soir�e at Spadina:Mr. Samuel Leigh, a banker and onetime Tory member of theLegislature, followed by Mr. Ralph Broadhead, a jeweller and closefriend of Bishop Strachan and other prominent persons of the Torypersuasion. The Baldwins, father and son, though passionatelypolitical, were not consumed by politics or personal power, nor didthey limit their friends and acquaintances to members of a singleparty. They were likewise generous with invitations to their grandhouse, Spadina.
So it happened that these gentlemen hadattended a dinner and evening�s entertainment on that great estatein late August. And part of the entertainment had been aventriloquist performance by Seamus Baldwin, in which he wascostumed like a leprechaun and the live dummy on his lap wasintended to be an Irish peasant girl, complete with ruffled skirtand low-cut peasant blouse. The only positive thing from Marc�spoint of view during this otherwise devastating testimony, was thatthe dummy had been Edie Barr, not Betsy Thurgood. But much damagewas done nevertheless. Both gentlemen were shocked at thespectacle. Seamus Baldwin had placed his right hand in the bun thatformed the back of the girl�s hair as if it were a string on adummy�s mouth, and while he tried unsuccessfully to keep his lipsfrom moving, Edie�s lower jaw dropped and rose � dummy-like � andappeared to engage in a putatively comic dialogue with theleprechaun. The �dummy,� without corsets or stockings, was perchedas plump as you please on the old fool�s lap.
Marc chose to cross-examine only the first ofthese two witnesses.
�Mr. Leigh, did you not laugh at theentertainment? Remember, sir, you are under oath.�
The question caught Leigh by surprise, but hesaid grudgingly, �Once or twice. It would�ve been comical if ithadn�t been improper.�
�Have you ever been to the theatre, sir?�
�Well, yes. Once or twice.�
�Ever see a comedy or a French farce?�
�One or two.�
�Ever see actors, male and female, doingthings on stage that you might in your own home consider a bitnaughty or �improper� even?�
�Yes, but that was on a stage!�
�Were Mr. Baldwin and Miss Barr incostume?�
�Well, yes.�
�Were they on a platform in Dr. WilliamBaldwin�s drawing-room?�
�Well, yes, they were. Just a littleone.�
�Was each of them playing a role other thantheir own selves?�
�Well, yes � �
�So what was improper, sir? You were beingentertained, were you not? By a pair of costumed actors? Mr.Seamus Baldwin was not fondling the girl, was he? The girldid not look distressed, did she? Or as if she were beingcoerced?�
Leigh had rocked back under this barrage, andCambridge had just reached his feet when the witness mumbled, �No,sir. None of those things.�
Sitting on the rear bench near the back doorsnext to the bailiff, Cobb felt the heat rise up through his collar.What on earth was Marc up to? Was he out to cut up every witness,every honest citizen who stepped up to the stand to do his duty?How far would his friend go to dismantle this airtight case?
Marc�s rapid-fire examination of Samuel Leighdid much to blunt the subsequent testimony of Ralph Broadhead. SoMarc declined to cross-examine.
The last witness of the morning was BethEdwards. She had watched several dramatic trials in the past twoyears, but she had never been on the witness-stand herself. She wasnervous but did her best to appear calm. She had not beeninterviewed by Neville Cambridge, but she was anticipating theworst. Few people in the room did not know she was the wife of thedefense attorney. If she had compelling testimony to offer theCrown, it would weigh mightily with the jury. Marc caught her eye,and she smiled grimly. Marc had studiously avoided discussing thepossible questions she might be asked, as she was an officialprosecution witness. Even so, she was better left to her owndevices, which were considerable.
�Mrs. Edwards, I believe you attended abirthday party at the beginning of September for Miss Eliza Baldwinout at Spadina?�
�I did,� Beth said, certain now where thiswas going. She braced herself.
�Did the defendant, Mr. Seamus Baldwin, makean appearance at that party?�
�Yes.�
�Describe the nature and course of thatappearance for the members of the jury.�
Beth hesitated.
�Begin with his arrival, please, and go fromthere.�
�Mr. Baldwin arrived doin� a jig and playin�an Irish fife. He was dressed like an elf or a leprechaun.�
�This child-like behaviour was intended toentertain the children?�
�Yes. And it did. They laughed and prancedaround him.�
�What else did he do to entertain them?�
Marc suddenly realized that the reasonCambridge had not bothered to interview Beth was that someone elseat that party had already filled in the details. But who? Therewere no outsiders that day. Surely not Fabian Cobb. But it couldhave been Edie. From Cobb�s report of his interview with her, Marcgot the impression that she had a love-hate relationship with theold man. If he had, in his recent depression, not paid hersufficient attention, then she might have tattled to spite him. Shecame into St. James cathedral every Sunday with the family. Therewould be ample time for her to slip away and make a statement. Heturned his attention back to the witness-stand, where Beth hadstarted to answer Cambridge�s question.
�He played Blind Man�s Buff with the childrenat the party.�
�And he was the blind man?�
�Yes.�
�Who else joined in the game?�
�The two housemaids, Betsy Thurgood and EdieBarr.�
Cambridge paused, glanced meaningfully at thejurors, and said, �And who invited them to join?�
Beth sighed, but she had little choice: shewould tell the truth, if she was compelled to. �They asked if theycould join, and when Miss Partridge objected, Mr. Baldwin gave thempermission. And they joined in.�
�Mr Seamus Baldwin?� Cambridge said asif he were introducing that name for the first time.
�Yes. He wanted them to enjoy themselves,too.� It was the best she could do.
�In the course of this children�s game, theBlind Man tries to capture one of the participants, who taunt andtease him. Am I correct?�
�You are. But whenever Mr. Baldwin came closeto catching a child, he�d pretend to stumble and lose his hold. Thechildren roared with laughter. They were having a wonderfultime.�
�I�m sure they were. There�s a little childin all of us. But at some point did Mr. Baldwin actually catch aparticipant?�
�Yes. He caught Edie Barr, one of thehousemaids.�
�I see. No stumbling there, I take it?�
Marc grimaced but kept quiet. Beth took thequestion as rhetorical and waited, apprehensively.
�One variation of this game, as I understandit, is that when someone is captured, the children cry out, �Who isit? You�ve got to tell us who you�ve caught!� Did that happen onthis occasion?�
�Yes. The children ordered him to name theperson he�d captured.�
�Describe, as precisely as you can recall,how he went about it.�
�Well, first of all, I�m sure he knew whohe�d caught. I was told he could actually see through the scarf heused for a mask. That was so he could pretend to stumble andstagger and play ignorant so he could entertain the children withhis pratfalls. So as she stood stock still, he moved his hands upand down her figure, keeping them deliberately away from touchingher. Again, the children howled at his exaggeratin�.�
�Then what happened?�
�I think Edie lost her balance and then -fell against . . . Mr. Baldwin.�
�Fell into his hands so that he was graspingher? Where?�
Beth waited as long as she could beforesaying, �Around the hips.�
�And how can you be sure it was Miss Barr whofell into those hands and not the hands that moved most improperlyagainst her?�
�I can�t. But it looked to me like she losther balance. Like it was an accident.�
�Did he remove his hands right away? Sort ofjump back startled? After all, you say he could see everything thatwas happening through the scarf.�
�No. He seemed surprised, but wecouldn�t see his eyes. He just kind of held her for a moment,perhaps to stop her from tippin� over. Then he went back to hispretend business.�
�So whatever did happen, the result wasimproper, wouldn�t you say? A mature gentleman is running his handsup and down a sixteen-year-old�s female figure in a sort of obscenepantomime and the next thing you know, he�s got both hands on herhaunches � �
�Milord!� Marc had sprung to his feet, eyesblazing.
�Mr. Cambridge, that�s quite enough of that.The jury will ignore those latter remarks.�
Not only had the jury heard the remarks,Cambridge had left the dramatic raising of his voice until the verylast minute of the morning�s testimony. And it was doublyeffective. Now, rebuked, he spoke in a very soft, almost seductivetone as he said to Beth, �Tell us, Mrs. Edwards, how you felt asyou observed this incident. Not what you thought later, but whatfeeling ran through you as you witnessed these sexualintimacies.�
Beth dropped her head, looking down and wellaway from Marc as she spoke the truth: �I felt a kind of revulsion,like I was about to be sick to my stomach.�
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Marc did his best to undo the damage that Beth�stestimony had wrought. All he could do was have her describe thejoy the children found in Uncle Seamus�s antics and his obviouspleasure in it. He had her describe the old man�s gentlemanlydemeanour upon their arrival and his courtesy on their leaving whenhe had fetched Beth�s shawl in the butler�s momentary absence. Bethlooked shaken � surprised perhaps by her own sudden candour � butshe kept her composure, as was her wont in trying circumstances.Thankfully, the court broke for the noon recess.
In the chambers of Baldwin House the morningsession was mulled over by Marc, Robert, Hincks and Dr. Baldwin.Beth joined Brodie and Diana Ramsay for luncheon, and planned tosit with them behind Marc in the afternoon session.
�Well,� Hincks began, �Neville Cambridge hastaken the Tory gloves off for this one.�
�In his sly sort of way,� Robert said.
�Imagine, calling those two old farts you hadthe misfortune to invite to Spadina last August,� Hincks said. �Butyour cross was brilliant, Marc.�
�Thank you. But having my Beth come on rightafter didn�t help, did it?�
�Cambridge knew you couldn�t bring yourselfto make your own wife look foolish or mistaken.�
�Yes,� Dr. Baldwin agreed. �And you werewise, Marc, not to go directly at her evidence. At least the juryleft with images of happiness and courtesy in their heads.�
�We�re just getting started,� Marc said. �Wehaven�t even got close to the rape charge.�
�You�ll have to excuse me,� Dr. Baldwin said.�They�re holding Seamus in a cell next door to the court. They�rebeing very solicitous, but I must go to him soon.�
The room went silent as the full weight ofthe situation struck each man, and none more than Marc Edwards.
***
The Crown surprised everyone but Marc in callingAuleen Thurgood to the stand. Marc had a pretty good idea why shehad been included, and it was not to corroborate her husband�stestimony, for she was more likely to muddy it and blunt the effectit had already had.
�Mrs. Thurgood, when Constable Cobb came tointerview you after the inquest into your daughter�s death severalweeks ago, he asked to look over your daughter�s room, did henot?�
Auleen twisted a cotton hanky in her fingersand answered in a tiny, strained voice, �Yes, sir, he did. And Isaid he could.�
�Milord, on that occasion Constable Cobbfound a note in the girl�s room that pertains directly to thiscase. I�d like to enter it as exhibit A along with the constable�ssigned attestation as to the circumstances in which it wasfound.�
�So done,� said Mr. Justice Gavin Powell.
�Now, Mrs. Thurgood,� Cambridge said in atone as smooth as summer molasses, �would you kindly read the notealoud and then tell me in whose hand it has been penned.�
In her shaky voice, Auleen read the note tothe court:

Dear Uncle:

Thank you for the five pound note. It�s a
lifesaver and you are an angel. I love you.
XOXOX
Betsy

P.S. See you soon at Spadina.

At the phrase �I love you� she let out a small sob,paused, gathered her strength, and finished reading.
�In whose hand was this written, Mrs.Thurgood?� Cambridge prompted.
�My Betsy�s. I�d know it anywheres.�
There was an audible intake of breath amongthe jurors, and elsewhere.
�Now let�s see if you can tell me to whom itwas intended to be sent, but alas never was.�
�That�s clear, ain�t it?� Auleen said,letting the tears flow through her words. �Mr. Seamus Baldwin -�
�Milord!�
�The jury will ignore that remark,� the judgesaid.
�It is addressed to �uncle,� is it not?�Cambridge said gently, as if he were quizzing a shy schoolgirl.
�Yes, it is.�
�Does Betsy have an uncle?�
�She did, but they all died.�
�To what does the word �Spadina� refer?�
�To the Baldwins� big house, Spadina.�
�And is there someone up there commonlycalled �uncle� by those who know him?�
�There is. That�s what she called Mr. SeamusBaldwin: �Uncle Seamus�.�
All eyes turned up to the dock. Uncle Seamuswas slumped in the arms of the bailiff�s deputy, apparently unawareof the discussion of his nickname.
�So we may assume that this is a noteaddressed to that gentleman, the defendant?�
�That is for the jury to assume or not, Mr.Cambridge,� the judge said.
�Indeed, sir. My apologies. Now, Mrs.Thurgood, the letter thanks the so-called �uncle� at Spadina forlending Betsy five pounds. Did you know about thistransaction?�
�No, sir, we did not. And if we had, we�d�vebeen very cross with Betsy and � � She stopped to dab her eyes withthe well-wrung hanky.
�So this was a secret transaction?�
Marc wanted to interrupt, but there waslittle use. Cambridge was going to get his way on the thank-younote. And gain a lot of ground in the process.
�Did you in recent weeks, madam, ever see afive-pound note in your home?�
�Yes, we did. Burton and me saw one waved atus by Mrs. Trigger when she come out of Betsy�s room after stickin�her with a rusty needle!� Auleen�s voice, in rising with emotion,cracked and broke.
Cambridge nodded in sympathy and, slyly, leftwell enough alone. That the jury would see the appropriateconnections between Uncle Seamus, the banknote, its purpose and itsreappearance was almost certain. He moved elsewhere.
��I love you,� Betsy says here. Did you knowthat your fifteen-year-old daughter was in love with asixty-year-old gentleman?�
Marc winced again. Cambridge�s cunning wasimpressive.
��Course not! We�d�ve put a stop to it if wehad! We thought she�d be safe up at Spadina. Dr. Baldwin�s such afine, religious gentleman, we never dreamed � �
�I understand, madam, perfectly. Thank youfor answering my questions under such difficult circumstances.�
It was Marc�s turn. Again he was facing awitness who had won over the jury and had got them believing thatUncle Seamus had financed an abortion for a minor he may or may nothave raped but certainly and subsequently had seduced into lovinghim.
�Mrs. Thurgood, in your experience, doyoungsters ever use the word �love� in ways we don�t think of as�romantic�?�
Auleen was puzzled by the question and alittle fearful of what was to come, but managed to reply, �I guessthey do.�
�Like saying they just love a certainneighbour or a favourite aunt or uncle?�
�Yes. I see what you mean. Like lovin�strawberries or ice cream?�
The jurors laughed politely, to Marc�ssatisfaction.
�Exactly. Young people use the word in avariety of ways, don�t they?�
�Milord, counsel is leading the witness.�
�You are, Mr. Edwards. Please move on.�
�In this note, Betsy refers to the addresseeas an �angel.� �You�re an angel,� she says. What does that suggestto you about her feelings towards this �uncle�?�
�Milord, the witness is in no position to -�
�I�ll allow it. Proceed, madam.�
�Well, it sounds like Betsy looked up to andadmired this person, and this person may have helped her and beenkind to her.�
�Like a guardian angel?�
�Yes. Betsy was always imaginin� things andwritin� stories about them.�
Marc was touched and pleased by AuleenThurgood�s naivet� and her trusting nature. With a chance to talkfreely about her dead daughter, she was taking full advantage ofit. Marc sensed that at home her opinions were neither sought norrespected. He could see Neville Cambridge out of the corner of hiseye trying not to grimace.
�She had certain people shehero-worshipped?�
�Well, she did go on and on about Mr. SeamusBaldwin after she�d come home from workin� at Spadina in July andbefore she went up to work there steady.� Auleen looked down. �Shenever come home once after she started in � until I got sick.�
Marc realized that the jury had already madeup their minds about who the �uncle� was and that if he were toprobe too hard to unsettle the witness, all would be lost. So helet the assumption lay where it had landed. At least he hadseriously weakened the Crown�s contention that this was alove-letter, and had planted the notion that Betsy was highlyimaginative and a hero-worshipper. At worst, the jury might see herfeelings as mere puppy-love, that worship from afar common toteenaged boys and girls.
�Now, Mrs. Thurgood, one more question andthen we�ll be done. This is a thank-you note but we are not toldwhat the five pounds was for. Did you recently require money for anoperation?�
Auleen was startled. Hesitantly she said,�No, sir. What would give you that idea? I just had thecroupe.�
�Well. madam, in the police report � �
Cambridge was up like a shot. �No directpolice evidence has been put on the record yet, Milord!�
�Stop right there,� the judge said, givingMarc a long stare.
�Sorry, Milord. I have no more questions ofthis witness.�
In his rebuttal, all Cambridge could do washave the key points of Auleen�s initial testimony repeated. Marclooked behind him, and thought he saw Robert Baldwin smile. Twocould play at Cambridge�s game.
�Milord,� Cambridge was saying, �the Crownintends now to move on to phase two of its case and the specificsof the rape charge. The jury has heard a lot of testimony today.May I suggest we recess and begin phase two in the morning?�
Justice Powell, who looked far wearier thanthe jury, nodded and adjourned the court until ten o�clock Tuesdaymorning.
***
In chambers afterwards, the consensus was that theday had gone as well as could be expected. The Crown had set UncleSeamus up as a procurer of abortions and seducer of minors, andposited a direct link between the banknote, Seamus, Betsy and Mrs.Trigger. But Marc had succeeded in weakening each link in thischain. Nevertheless, the guile and dexterity of Neville Cambridgehad been fully displayed, and the rape incident was one where hehad much more ammunition � and an eye-witness.
�I went along and played the sly, subtle gametoday,� Marc said. �But it will have to be a different storytomorrow. The witnesses will not automatically have the jury�ssympathy. I�ll have no choice but to hammer each one of them hard.Cambridge will save Jake Broom to the end, and I want the jury tobe thinking of alternative versions and even alternative murdererslong before we get to him.�
�So, Marc, you intend to be ruthless,� Hinckslaughed, realizing how incongruous the words �Marc� and �ruthless�were when conjoined.
�As ruthless as I can make myself be.�
�Just be careful, Marc,� Robert said.�Please.�
***
Marc tried to relax that evening, but couldn�t. Hehad gone over his notes numerous times, and knew what his approachto each witness would be. But Cambridge was an unpredictable andgifted prosecutor. Beth talked Marc into playing whist with Dianaand Brodie in their spacious new parlour. But Marc couldn�tconcentrate, and finally the other three switched to cribbage.
Tuesday morning dawned bright and warm, acontinuation of the Indian summer that seemed now to mock thesombre proceedings within the austere, regal Court House. Theside-galleries were once again full, with a crush of disappointedcitizens outside on the esplanade.
First up was Sol Clift. His testimony was, inthe onlookers� view, a dull narrative of how five mill-hands spenttheir lunch hour on the day of the alleged rape. Tall and slim, butmumble-mouthed, he told the court what he had told Cobb about thecomings and goings during that fateful luncheon: how Betsy hadarrived at twelve with her father�s lunch, chatted briefly withthose present (Burton Thurgood, Joe Mullins, Jake Broom, SethWhittle and himself), and then left. He went on to say that Sethand Burton had left early (at twelve-thirty according to the bigclock in the office) to repair the damaged sluice at the weir, thatJoe Mullins had left to go for a stroll and a smoke about fiveminutes later, and that about ten to one Jake Broom had excusedhimself, saying he wanted to check on a sick horse in the barn. Solhimself, left alone, finished his lunch and returned to the millfor his afternoon shift. All pretty dull stuff. Surely the defensecounsel would have little to say about this testimony.
Marc looked sternly across at the witness andsaid bluntly, �You say you returned to work sometime aftertwelve-fifty when Broom left for the barn. Did anybody see you doso?�
Clift was startled, near panic. �I don�t knowwhat you mean . . . I � �
�Was anyone in the mill when you returned toit, sir?�
�Why, how could there be? Seth and Burton wasat the milldam, and the other men�d left the office and themill-buildin�.�
�So we only have your word for it that youwent straight back to work?�
Clift�s eyes widened. �Where � where elsewould I go?�
�To the barn perhaps?�
Clift gasped and spluttered out, �I neverwent near there!�
�Did you not tell Constable Cobb that fromwhere you sat in the office, you could see Betsy leave theproperty?�
�I did, but � �
�And that she did not cross the road butrather turned to the right and headed north, where the barnis?�
�I did see her go that way, but � �
�And that you, and others in that office,knew she loved horses?�
Clift was now terrified, and looked guilty ofsomething.
�She�d sneak out to the barn to feed �emcarrots, I knew that. But I�d never harm her! Never!�
�Yet you have no-one to vouch for the factthat you � knowing Betsy was heading out towards the barn � did notmove swiftly through the mill, encounter the girl and � �
�Milord! This is intolerable!� Cambridge wasclose to losing his well-honed aplomb.
�Take it easy, Mr. Edwards. Let the witnessanswer before firing further questions at him.�
�I have no more questions for the witness,Milord,� Marc said, and sat down, with his stomach churning. Forthe first time Cambridge looked across at his opponent. Hisexpression was unreadable. He nodded, and the dazed and miserableSol Clift was allowed to stumble off the stand.
Joe Mullins was next. With his short,slicked-down red hair and shilling-sized freckles, he lookedconsiderably younger than his twenty-four years. Cambridge�s firstquestion was whether Mullins had seen Betsy turn towards thebarn.
�No, sir. I couldn�t see outside the windowfrom where I was sittin�.�
Having established that Mullins was not alikely suspect (with a quick nod in Marc�s direction), Cambridgewent on to his main point: the fact that Mullins had seen SeamusBaldwin in the ravine at twelve-thirty-five when he went there fora smoke.
�What was the defendant doing, Mr.Mullins?�
�Well, I�d often seen him anglin� fer troutdown there � there�s a trout pool nearby � so I was surprised tosee he wasn�t carryin� a pole with him.�
�He was at a fishing-hole without a fishingrod?� Cambridge said, nicely feigning surprise.
�That�s right.�
�What was he doing there, then?�
�He was just walkin� up and down and lookin�up at the mill.�
�Did he see you?�
�No, I was above and off to one side a bit,in a little grove I like to have a pipe in. If he�d�ve seen mehe�d�ve waved.�
�And did you observe him for long?�
�Oh, no. I went into my grove, sat down inthe grass, and smoked my pipe.�
�So the defendant could have left the areaimmediately?�
�Yes, sir.�
�Is there a path that would take you from theravine to the barn?�
�There is. It runs along the creek and comesout behind the barn.�
�Would anyone up by the mill be able to seeanyone using this path?�
�No, sir. He�d be completely hidden.�
�Thank you. That is all.�
Cambridge sat down and looked straight ahead.This was devastating testimony. It placed Uncle Seamus on the millproperty with enough time and a secure route to the barn. Moreover,he did not seem to be there for any other purpose than to commit aheinous crime.
Marc stood up. �Mr Mullins, you told the jurythat you went to have your smoke alone, say about twelve-forty orso?�
�Yes, sir.� Mullins did not look concerned,certainly not frightened as Sol Clift had been.
�Before that, you observed Mr. Seamus Baldwinin the ravine below?�
�Yes, sir.�
�Without his fishing pole?�
�That�s right. He was just kinda wanderin� upand down.�
�As if he might be expecting someone to comeand meet him?�
Mullins looked puzzled, but said amiably,�Could be. He was glancin� up and around.�
�Could his fishing pole have been lying inthe grass?�
�Well now, you could be right. I didn�t doanythin� more than take a peek at Mr. Baldwin and then leave him tohis privacy.�
�So the gentleman could have been there toangle for trout?�
�I didn�t see no basket or net, though.�
�Behind a bush perhaps?�
�Could be.� Mullins was almost cheerful inhis response, and certainly agreeable. Cambridge was not lookingpleased. He would have to repair the damage.
Marc suddenly dropped his own friendlydemeanour. �Do you, sir, have anyone who could say they saw yousmoking in that favourite little grove?�
Mullins was taken aback, but notapprehensive. �I was alone. I wanted to be.�
�At twelve-forty, eh? Could you, sir, havegone back up to the mill, circled it on the south side and reachedthe barn without being observed?�
�But why would I do that?� Mullins, stillinnocent-eyed, was genuinely puzzled.
�Why indeed, sir. What happened in that barnafter twelve-forty-five is what we�re here to determine, isn�tit?�
�Milord, Mr. Mullins is not on trial! Is Mr.Edwards going to accuse every Crown witness of thecrime?�
�I agree, Mr. Cambridge. Mr Edwards, you willforgo this line of questioning. You�ve already made yourpoint.�
For the first time Mullins looked shaken. Hishands were trembling as he lifted them from the railing in from ofhim and turned towards Neville Cambridge.
�Your witness, counsellor,� Marc said, andsat down. He felt like trembling himself.
As skilfully as he could, with Marc�slingering accusation hanging over the witness, Cambridge went backto have Mullins repeat his earlier testimony. Whether the jury wasactually listening was a moot point.
Seth Whittle was up next. His testimony wasbrief. He left the mill office at twelve-thirty in the company ofBurton Thurgood, and the two men went directly to the weir, severalhundred yards above the mill itself. He saw or heard nothingunusual. He saw no-one about him except his employee, and neitherman left the weir until four o�clock that afternoon. He knewnothing of any incident in the barn until Jake Bloom went to thepolice two months later.
Marc declined to cross-examine thewitness.
Burton Thurgood got up and told much the samestory, except that he had slipped into the bushes to �do hisbusiness� about two o�clock. Cambridge�s purpose in calling thesemen was apparently to have the jury place them well away from thebarn at the time of the crime and to stress the fact that nostranger had been seen lurking about the grounds.
Marc looked into the familiar bulldog face ofBetsy�s father, and said, �Mr. Thurgood, to your knowledge, did themill-hands in that office last August the third know about Betsy�slove of horses?�
�They must have because she talked about itall summer, before and after she went to work at Spadina. But Iwarned her never to go to that barn � ever.� He looked imploringlyat the jury.
�Were any of the men there attracted to yourdaughter?�
Thurgood�s lip curled. ��Course not! She wasa child. She only got her monthlies last spring!�
�So you were not aware that anyone might wishto court your daughter or that she was possibly in love withsomeone herself?�
�I wasn�t.� It was a grunt and littleelse.
�Were you planning to buy a pony, sir?�
�What if I was?�
�Did Betsy know of this plan?�
�I told yer, yeah. It was gonna be fer her. Iwas gonna have a dollar a month taken outta my pay.�
The jurors nodded their approval.
�Did she offer to have a friend,knowledgeable in horse-trading, examine the pony?�
Thurgood looked surprised, and wary. �No, shedidn�t.�
�I am asking, sir, because in one of thepolice reports Mr. Baldwin says he came to the mill to � �
�Milord! This is outrageous! Counsel isalluding to a document not in evidence. And the statement he wasabout to read into the record was a self-serving deception by theaccused. That is precisely why we do not allow the accused totestify.�
�Thank you, Mr. Cambridge, for explaining thelaw to me,� the judge said acidly. �But you are quite right. Mr.Edwards, this is your last warning on this score. Understood?�
Marc looked suitably chastened. �Myapologies, Milord. It won�t happen again.� And it looked more andmore as if Marc would have to call Cobb as a witness for thedefense.
Justice Powell banged his gavel on the bench.�Court is in recess until two o�clock.�
***
While Marc could still taste part of his breakfastat the back of his throat, as a defense attorney he could not helpbeing pleased with the morning�s effort. Neville Cambridge hadattempted to lay a damning context for this afternoon�s starwitness, Jake Broom. But Marc had demonstrated the critical factthat Joe Mullins and Sol Clift each had the opportunity (time toget to the deserted barn where they might expect to find Betsy),the motive (the seduction or rape of a young woman they had gown tofancy from her visits to the mill-office), and the means (theirsuperior physical strength as mill-hands). Since Broom�sdescription of the culprit was the keystone of the prosecution�scase, it didn�t hurt the jury to have at least two viablealternatives to think about. Finally Marc had one or two ideasabout how to impeach Broom�s apparently unassailable testimony.
Robert, however, was not as pleased as hispupil. He and Marc sat alone in Robert�s chamber over theirluncheon, discussing the morning�s proceedings. Neither had donemore than poke his food about his plate.
�So I�m ready for Jake Broom,� Marc wassaying, �and whatever Neville Cambridge can toss at me. I�m feelingcautiously optimistic. We�re unravelling Cobb�s meticulouslyknitted skein of events, stitch by stitch.�
�You were nothing short of brilliant, Marc.Bob and I have taught you well. Perhaps too well.�
Marc was taken aback. �How so?�
�I don�t quite know how to say it tactfully,so I�ll just say it straight out. It is no victory for any of us ifit is won in the manner you�ve chosen to do it in. I say thatknowing full well you have no other option.�
�I don�t understand.�
Robert reached for a macaroon, found the bowlempty, and said solemnly, �Marc, you and I have been through thewars literally and figuratively. What we have been fighting for isa government responsible to those who elected them freely andhonestly.�
�So we have.� Marc was used to Robert�soccasional lapses into melancholy or high seriousness, in which theweight of the world seemed to press down upon his sturdy frame, buthe was not a little alarmed at the demeanour of his good friend asthey sat here in quiet conversation. That he himself was beingcriticized seemed almost beside the point. �And we�re going to winin the end,� he said.
�Yes, but not at any cost. You must realizethat the people we are fighting for � on whose behalf we arecrusading � are the Joe Mullins and Sol Clifts and Burton Thurgoodsof this world. It is those without a voice for whom we seek avoice, and for whom we set ourselves up as models of what ourshared future may be about. How we go about winning is asimportant as what we win. And in that courtroom today, wehave represented a cross-section of our current society. They arewatching and judging all.�
�You feel I went too far in suggestingMullins and Clift were possible rapists?�
�My God, Marc, you don�t really believe thateither of them did it, do you? Mullins has the freckled face of ayoungster, one that melted the jury�s heart instantly.�
�What I think in that regard is irrelevant,is it not?� Marc replied. �You have indeed taught me well. My taskis to defend your innocent uncle against this ghastlycharge. Surely I am free to use all the instruments allowed me bythe court and our legal tradition? To do less would be to break myoath as a barrister.�
�That�s true, I know. But step back a momentand look at the situation. If you get an acquittal by haranguingand insinuating malfeasance against ordinary citizens just doingtheir civic duty, what good will it do us? We�ll be seen in thesame light as the Family Compact, who manipulate and manoeuvre thelaw for their own benefit, not society�s. It will be a Phyrrhicvictory.�
�But your uncle�s life is at stake, Robert.You saw him in the dock today. He couldn�t stand without the aid ofa bailiff. How long would he last in prison? A week? We�re dealinghere with a question of life and death.�
�I know. And it is near to destroying me, oldfriend. But I can�t forget what my father taught me. None of us isabove the law, and the law itself must be preserved, whatever thehuman cost.�
But how am I to do that, Marc sighed,and save Uncle Seamus?

TWELVE

Marc left chambers without resolving the matterbetween him and Robert, and returned to the Court House, determinedto do his duty. In the courtroom, the Crown�s eye-witness was, atlast, ready to testify. With several hundred eyes upon him,expectant and judging, Jake Broom began to sweat, even as he wasbeing sworn in. While stocky and heavy-jawed, Broom resembled anovergrown kid more than he did a twenty-year-old. His large roundeyes gazed at the world with unflinching innocence, matching hisbeardless chin and wispy brown hair.
Neville Cambridge began gently. �Just tell usin your own words what happened on August the third, starting fromthe moment you left the office at twelve-fifty or thereabouts.�
Broom had a strong, deep voice, but appearedto be holding it in check, as if it might overwhelm him or thecourtroom. �Yes, sir. A few minutes after Mr. Whittle and Burtonleft to repair the sluice and Joe went out fer a smoke, I finishedmy lunch. I looked up at the clock. It said ten minutes to one. Itold Sol I thought I ought to go and take a look at Ginger, ourhorse that had the heaves. He said, �Take yer time.� I went backthrough the mill, through the flour room where we�d been baggin�flour after cleanin� up the mornin� spill, and out through the backdoor. There�s a direct path to the barn from there. I went into thebarn through the door on the southwest corner and walked along thestalls till I came to Ginger.�
�Your sick horse?�
�Yes. Beside her stall was Blackie, thelittle pony that Betsy often come out to see.�
�But you yourself did not see Betsy turnnorth towards the barn that day?�
�No. I couldn�t see outside the officewindow. I figured she�d gone straight to Spadina.�
�Please continue.�
�Ginger was doin� fine. I gave her a goodstrokin�, then fer some reason I can�t remember I decided tostretch my legs by walkin� back to the mill the long way � out theback door and around the barn. I got to the back doors. Both of �emwere open. I stood there fer a second, just enjoyin� the warm sun,when I heard a rustlin� noise. I knew the stall facin� the doorssome ways away was empty, so I figured it might be a rat. So Iturned and had a look.�
Jake paused and took several gulpingbreaths.
�Take your time, young man. We know how hardthis must be for you.�
�I�m all right, sir, I can do this.�
�Good lad.�
�What I saw first was just a tangle of armsand legs and bare skin.�
At this, the jurors and everyone in the roomexcept the defendant eased forward.
�I blinked, and then I saw it was a man ontop of a girl, doin� . . . doin� � �
�They were engaged in sexual union?�
�Yes, sir.�
�Embarrassing as it may be, Mr. Broom, I wantyou to tell the court exactly what you observed. Leave nothingout.�
Broom wiped his brow with his sleeve. �I seena man�s buttocks goin� up and down.�
A woman in the galleries cried outinvoluntarily. The judge glowered.
�Did you get an impression of this man? Hissize? His age? His colouring?�
�I thought he couldn�t be young. The legsseemed a bit scrawny. The skin, what I could see of it, lookedquite pale.�
�Were the arms tanned?�
�I couldn�t really see them too good,sir.�
�Tall or short?�
�I�m sure he was short. Certainly nottall.�
�He was naked, then? Did you see his clothesanywhere about?�
�He hadn�t a stitch on that I could see. Buthis clothes must�ve been lyin� in the straw, �cause I didn�t seeany.�
�In your statement to the police, youdescribed another prominent feature of the rapist�s anatomy.�
Marc stirred, but did not rise to thebait.
�I did. As the head bobbed up and down, Icouldn�t see the face, but all around the head was a great bush ofwhitish-grey hair, big as a halo.�
All eyes followed Broom�s up to the gentlemanin the dock � elderly and short, with a huge spray of whitish-greyhair.
�Do you know anyone fitting the descriptionyou�ve just given us?�
�I do. And I thought so at the time. I wascertain it could only be Mr. Seamus Baldwin.�
Following as it did the communal gaze up atthe dock, this bombshell was close to a dud, but it seemed to sealthe old man�s fate nonetheless.
�Do you know anyone else in yourneighbourhood who resembles Seamus Baldwin?�
�No, sir. I�ve never seen hair like that onsuch a little fella.�
�And you had seen Mr. Baldwin before Augustthe third?�
�All through July, sir. He come to angle fertrout up by the weir or down in the ravine.�
�Let us turn our attention to the girl. Didyou immediately recognize her?�
Broom blushed and sweated some more. �No,sir, all I could see � �
�How far away were you, by the way?�
�It�s about twenty-five feet from the doorwayto the facin� stall.�
�And there was plenty of light?�
�With the doors open on a sunny day, I couldsee easily. And the sun comes through the cracks in the barn-boardand a high window.�
�But the stall itself was in shadow?�
�With some sprinkles of sunlight.�
�Very good. Now, please tell us about thegirl you saw.�
�All I could see was her legs, kinda wavin�in the air. But they looked . . . they looked awful tiny.�
�She was hidden behind the rapist?�
�And the straw.�
�When did you suspect it was Betsy Thurgood?Did she cry out?�
Broom�s heavy frame drooped. �No, sir. Thatwas the queerest thing. All I heard was little gaspin� sounds.�
�But you concluded at some point that it wasBetsy?�
�Yes. I saw her blue gingham dress drapedover the wall of the stall. And in the straw was the wicker basketshe brought the lunch in and a bit of her yellow apron showin�through � the clothes she had on when she first come into theoffice.�
Cambridge paused and appeared to be checkinghis notes. Behind and around him, not a limb stirred.
�Tell the court, Mr. Broom, what you didafter recognizing the pair and realizing you had stumbled across anolder man having illicit intercourse with a fifteen-year-oldfemale.�
�I know what I shoulda done, but I didn�t. Ishould�ve run over to the stall shoutin� my lungs out. It was toolate to save Betsy from what�d already happened, but I could�vecaught the � the � �
�Culprit?�
�Yes. But to my shame I didn�t. I decided torun fer help. I knew he hadn�t seen me, so I reckoned there�d betime to run to the office and get Mr. Whittle.�
�But he was at the weir with BurtonThurgood?�
�In my panic I�d forgot that. I got there andthe room was empty. Sol was in the mill where it was too noisy tocall to him. I looked down towards the ravine but didn�t see Joe. Iturned and raced back to the barn. This time I thought I�d saveBetsy myself. But when I got back there they were gone. The stallwas empty. I could see where the straw�d been mussed up, but thatwas all.�
�You�ve nothing to be ashamed of, Mr. Broom.You are a very young man, you had a moment of panic, but you didreturn determined to do your duty, to put yourself in danger.�
�Are you summing up, Mr. Cambridge?� thejudge said with an ironic tilt of an eyebrow.
�No, Milord.� Cambridge turned back to thewitness. �Did you now go looking for Mr. Whittle at the weir?�
Broom hung his large head again. �No, sir. Ishould have. But I got to thinkin� that Mr. Whittle might notbelieve me. What if it wasn�t Mr. Baldwin, even though I wascertain it was? I�d be accusin� a prominent gentleman with noproof, only my say so.�
�And you assumed, I�m sure, that the younglady herself would make a complaint.�
�And when she did, I could help her prove herclaim, couldn�t I?� Broom said eagerly.
Marc was about to interrupt this cozy,mutually satisfying dialogue, but he wasn�t quick enough: Cambridgegot in one last jab.
�And you had no way of knowing, as we now do,that the gentleman in question had been lurking in a ravine nearbywith a hidden route to that stall, did you?�
�Milord!�
�Mr. Cambridge, you�re summing up again. Thisis your last warning.�
Cambridge apologized without really doing so,then looked back at Broom.
�No, sir. I didn�t know he�d been around thatday.�
�Still, you had a duty to report acrime.�
�I know I did. And on my way home thatafternoon, I made up my mind to tell it all to Mr. Whittle the nextmornin�.�
�And why did you not have an opportunity todo so?�
�There was a letter waitin� fer me. It saidmy father was dyin� and the family needed me � in Port Talbot. Ileft at five o�clock the next mornin�.�
�And you did not return here until Octoberthe fifteenth?�
�That�s correct. Mr. Whittle, he took me backon at the mill, and I soon heard all about Betsy losin� the babeand dyin�. I was very angry. I knew what had caused that babe andled to her dyin�. I went straight away to the police.�
�You�ve been a brave witness, young man.Thank you. Now I believe defense counsel may have one or twoquestions for you.� Cambridge smiled disingenuously at Marc as ifto say, I really haven�t left you much more.
Marc did not begin gently. �Mr. Broom youassumed what you saw was an illicit sexual encounter. But was it?You said you heard no scream or cry for help, is that right?�
�No. She didn�t cry out.� Broom lookedthoroughly frightened, like an overweight rabbit staring into theferret�s eyes.
�Did you not think that strange? A girlgetting raped and giving out nothing but little gasps? Did the manhave his hand over her mouth?�
�No � no, sir. They were both in the straw,holdin� him up.�
�You described her legs as waving in the air.Did you mean to say she was thrashing about?�
�Yes . . . I mean, no. She wasn�t thrashin�at all.�
�I see. Strange behaviour, wouldn�t you say,if this was fifteen-year-old Betsy?�
�It was. I saw her dress and the basket andthe apron.�
�A gingham dress, yes. Tell me, do otheryoung ladies in your township wear gingham?�
�It was blue gingham.�
�My questions still stands.�
Broom dabbed hopelessly at his sweating browwith his right sleeve. �Yeah. Lots of girls wear gingham.�
�And you saw only a scrap of yellow cloth inthe straw and assumed it was part of an apron?�
�Well, it looked like � �
�And it was an ordinary wicker basket thatyou observed from a distance of twenty-five feet, lying half-buriedin the straw?�
�She brung her pa�s lunch in it!�
�I submit, sir, that you made a quick, hastyand panic-stricken guess that you were looking at BetsyThurgood in that stall.�
�Who else could it�ve been?�
�You said in your statement that those rearbarn doors are always open?�
�To let in the breeze.�
�And below the barn is a screen of treesalong the shore of the creek?�
�Y � yes.�
�Could not anyone, local or stranger, havebeen walking along the creek with his lady love and a picnicbasket, sneaked up to the barn unobserved, and made ordinary, ifunorthodox, love in the straw of an empty stall? A lovemakingwithout cries for help or any sort of thrashing resistance?�
Broom hung his head. Reluctantly, because ananswer was expected, he mumbled, �I guess so.� Then he brightenedand said, �But nobody in the area has big grey hair!�
�Ah, let�s have a look at that, shall we? Youclaim the so-called attacker was older, short, and had a shock ofwhitish-grey hair. Are old people the only ones with scrawnylegs?�
�Usually, yes.�
�But Mr. Clift, for example, is a tall andvery slim man in his twenties. I�ll bet his legs might look scrawnyfrom a distance of twenty-five feet?�
One of the jurors tittered. They were allriveted to this critical dialogue.
�But he�s near bald!�
�Which brings us to this business of thehair, doesn�t it? You said the stall itself was in shadow exceptfor what you called �sprinkles� of sunlight. Is that correct?�
�Yes.�
�In a barn, the sun comes slanting throughcracks in the barn-board, doesn�t it? And all sorts of strangebeams and pools of light result, don�t they?�
�I guess so.� Broom was looking more and morebewildered. What had seemed so straightforward to his mind wasbeing twisted and made to look otherwise. More and more his repliesseemed to be coming from an automaton.
�Are you certain, then, that you were notactually seeing a halo effect around the man�s head? The lightdazzling off his hair and making it look large and whitish,whatever colour and however bushy it might have been?�
�No, it wasn�t like that. I swear.�
�Or consider this, sir. You men all work inthe mill. You grind grist into flour and you put the flour intobags and barrels. Do you not in the course of your work becomecovered in wheat chaff and flour?�
�Of course we do. I don�t see � �
�Would not anyone, whatever colour theirhair, who worked in that mill look as if he had a spray of whitishhair, especially in a dark stall sprinkled with confusing halos oflight?�
Cambridge was on his tiptoes. �Milord. Mr.Edwards is putting words into the witness�s mouth and then dashingoff on flights of fancy.�
�Try to restrain yourself, Mr. Edwards.�
�Yes, Milord,� he said humbly, but he hadalready milked his flight of fancy. �Now I wish to turn to a moreserious aspect of your testimony, Mr. Broom.�
The witness flinched, and Marc held his gazewith as fierce as stare as he could muster. He could feel the ghostof his mentor, Doubtful Dick Dougherty, hovering near. �If this wasa rape, as you claim, why did you turn and run away?�
Jake Broom fought back tears as he said, �Itold Mr. Cambridge. I figured it best to get help. I reckonedthey�d still be in the office a while yet.�
�I suggest, sir, that you were either adespicable coward or that what you saw was not rape but twostrangers having intercourse in a manner that shocked and disgustedyou!�
�It wasn�t like that! It wasn�t!�
�You staggered back to the office, which youknew perfectly well was empty, and sat there trying to hold yourlunch down. You did not tell Mr. Whittle because there was nothingto tell!� Marc glared at Broom. �You never went back to thatstall, did you?�
�Milord, counsel is harrowing thewitness.�
�Mr. Edwards, Mr. Broom is not ahostile witness. Let him answer one question at a time, and pleaserefrain from embroidering.�
�I did go back there,� Broom mumbled. �And Iwas ashamed I didn�t try to help poor Betsy.� Tears welled up andfilled both large, innocent eyes. �When I heard she died like shedid, I almost died myself. It was her, I knowit!�
Marc stood back. Something was amiss here. Atruant thought suddenly entered his head. He peered down as ifconsulting his notes. Broom was trying desperately not to sob.
�Mr. Broom do you have a reputation formaking up stories?�
Broom was stunned. Even his quiet weeping wasstinted. �I don�t know what you mean?�
�Remember, sir, you are under oath.�
�Milord, this is highly irregular. Counsel isfishing.�
�It speaks to the witness�s credibility,� thejudge said. �Mr. Edwards, I�m giving you some latitude with thiscritical witness, but I do have boundaries. Answer the question asbest you can, Mr. Broom.�
Broom said almost inaudibly, �I�ve alwaysliked to make up stories. I even write them down.�
�Very much like Betsy Thurgood?�
A moment of pure terror flashed throughBroom�s eyes, then vanished. �When I first come to the township, Igot a job at Whittle�s mill. Mr. Whittle asked me if I was relatedto Jimmy Broom, a notorious drunk and reprobate. I told himno.�
�But you were related?�
�I was his son.� Broom�s voice was now closeto a whisper. �Later on, Mr. Whittle found out. By then he liked meand I showed him I could work. But he always took what I said witha grain of salt.�
�You tended to exaggerate things? Make themsound more colourful?�
Broom�s jaw reached his chest.�Sometimes.�
�What I�m wondering, sir, is why the juryshould believe you today?�
Broom looked up, anguished. �Because I saw myBetsy gettin� raped by Mr. Baldwin and I was too much a coward tosave her!�
This passionate outburst had the effect ofinstantly galvanizing sympathy for the young man, who had beenlosing ground in the past ten minutes. There was genuine anguish inthe face, and conviction. But Marc was no longer worried: Broom hadunwittingly given away something of vital importance.
�You and Betsy were romantically involved,weren�t you?� he said quietly when the hubbub in the room hadsubsided.
His outburst seemed to have taken all thestuffing out of Broom. He slumped forward onto his hands againstthe railing. After a long pause, while the galleries and counselwaited, transfixed, he said, �Just once.�
�How can you be in love just once?�
�It was six months ago. We went for a walk.In the spring. Down by the creek. We . . . kissed.�
�You both liked stories and flights of fancy,didn�t you?�
�Yes. But she was terrified her father wouldfind out. I was fond of her, but she forbade me to see her aloneany more. I never approached her in that way again. Even when shebrung Burton�s lunch to the mill, I didn�t tease her the way theother fellas did.�
�Milord, this testimony is goingnowhere.�
�I agree, Mr. Cambridge. Mr. Edwards, get tosome point or move on.�
�The point is this,� Marc said, standing onhis toes and trying his best to teeter the way he had seen DoubtfulDick do it. �Mr. Broom, you have admitted you like to make upstories. You have admitted you were in love with Betsy Thurgood. Isuggest you have fabricated the entire story of the rape in thestall. I submit that you yearned for your forbidden love, that youknew Betsy would be alone in the barn, that you accosted her, andwhen she resisted you, you forced yourself upon her. Terrified andashamed, the girl went back to Spadina and kept quiet. Meanwhile,Mr. Broom, you went blithely home that evening, and the nextmorning fled to Port Talbot, where your father is likely alive andthriving. Having learned by letter that Betsy did not tell on you,you returned here two months later. I submit, sir, that youraped Betsy Thurgood.!�
There was sensation everywhere in thecourtroom. The judge banged his gavel and had to threaten to clearthe room to regain a semblance of order. Marc sat down amid theclamour, shaking but satisfied. He had done his duty. That was allhe could say for himself.
When Neville Cambridge was finally able toreconfigure his aplomb, he said to the pale and trembling witness,�Let us now, Mr. Broom, return from flights of fancy to reality. Iwant you to go back and tell the jury the plain and simple truth. Ipromise not to interrupt you, badger you, or put words into yourmouth.�
Slowly but with increasing confidence, Broomwas able to retell his original story. But the doubts that Marc hadsown hung heavily over his every word. Cambridge had one trump cardleft, however.
�If you had done the deed yourself, sir, tellme: would you have returned to Toronto and, finding no charges hadbeen laid against you, would you have gone to the police andreported an incident that everybody had forgotten?�
The answer was obvious: to the jury andeveryone else in the chamber.
At this point the judge adjourned the trialuntil Wednesday morning.
***
When Marc stepped into the wig-room, the smallenrobing area for attorneys, he was surprised to see Cobb sittingon one of the stools, his helmet at his feet. His face was rigidwith anger, the dark eyes ablaze on either side of the alarminglyscarlet nostrils.
�Cobb, old friend, you shouldn�t be in here,�Marc said quietly.
�I got as much right in here as you�ve got ina court of law!� Cobb stood up, fists clenched.
�I take it from your look that you do notapprove of my conduct this afternoon?�
�That�s right. And you c�n throw in thismornin� and yesterday, too!�
�I�m a barrister, Cobb. I have a duty toperform, and it often is not a pleasant one.�
�Ya mean pullin� fancy tricks to let a guiltyman go free!�
�My client insists he is innocent, and I amhonour bound to believe him unless I know otherwise forcertain.�
�And we ain�t given you enough to be certain,is that it?�
�That�s going to be for the jury to decide,not you or me.�
�I give the prosecutor more than enough toconvict Seamus Baldwin, and you ripped it apart piece bypiece.�
Marc tried to be patient. He understoodCobb�s anger and disappointment, and it was never easy explaininghow a barrister�s obligations worked or what tactics wereconsidered fair play. �I repeat: I was doing my job.�
�So you really think that old goat isinnocent?�
�As a matter of fact, I do.�
�But you don�t believe Jake Broom raped thatyoung girl, do you?� Cobb stared Marc down, daring him toequivocate.
�It�s not likely, no. But it is possible, andit�s my task to let the jury know of that possibility, howeverremote.�
Cobb�s red face grew redder. His eyebrowssprung forward as if to give extra weight to his words. �You ruinedthat young man�s life out there. He was an honest, innocent boy andyou took advantage of him. How is that different from what Baldwindid to Betsy?�
Marc was fast losing patience. �All right,you�ve made your point. Now please let me get out of this wig andgown.�
�I ain�t finished yet!� Cobb yelled.
Marc went over and quietly shut the door.�Okay, go on, if you must.�
�What I�m thinkin�, and I never figured I�dever say this, is that you don�t care whether Seamus Baldwin isguilty or innocent. You�re doin� what you�re doin� to please theBaldwins, to save their political necks. �Cause you and I both knowthat unless you get the old bugger off � however you do it � theBaldwins are finished as politicians. You�re all in this to savethe Reform party!�
Marc�s patience had worn itself out. �And whoare you to talk, eh?�
�Whaddya mean? I done my job right andproper.�
�Because you want the law upheld? Or is itrather because you�re hoping to impress the Chief and have himrecommend you for the new detective�s position?�
�How in blazes did you know about that?�
�Easily. Wilf came to ask my advice and pickmy brain.�
�Well, you�re barkin� up the wrong tree. Iwas asked to carry out a fair and objective investigation � likeyou taught me � and I did just that.�
�Well, then, why can�t you accept that I�mdoing my duty in the same way?�
��Cause I didn�t set out to destroy people�slives on the witness-stand.�
Marc paused, lowered his voice, and said,�Your incomplete investigation has resulted in the ruin of agentleman�s health and will in all probability lead to hispremature death.�
�What are you talkin� about -incomplete?�
�I meant what I said. You did an incomplete,flawed investigation.�
�What didn�t I do?� This conversation was notgoing the way Cobb had envisioned it.
�For starters, you failed to realize thatBetsy�s two-month pregnancy was merely an estimate. Did it notoccur to you that Betsy could have been pregnant before shearrived at Spadina in late July? If so, then a dozen young ladsfrom that neighbourhood could have been her beau or become obsessedwith her. And anyone could have reached that barn unnoticed fromthe path along the creek, a creek that runs all the way past theworkers� houses. And you forgot your own wife�s testimony about thetone of Betsy�s dying statement. In short, you failed tokeep going in your investigation because you accepted SeamusBaldwin as your prime suspect from the beginning, and then lookedat all subsequent evidence in that light.�
�What about the bushy hair?� Cobbspluttered.
�I demonstrated that a few minutes ago: atrick of light and shadow. We both have stood in that barn doorwayand gazed into that stall. So you know perfectly well what I�mtalking about. Is it not possible that there was no rape, butmerely a sexual liaison between Betsy and some local with lots ofbrown or blond hair? I hate to say it, Cobb, but you simply did notdo your job.�
�I don�t have to stand here and listen to yerlawyer�s double-talk!� Cobb cried.
�It was you who came steaming in here,� Marcsaid, steaming himself.
�Well, I�m steamin� out now!�
With that, Cobb marched to the door, openedit, and slammed it shut. Then, aware that he had left his helmetinside, he slipped back in, avoided Marc�s eyes, scooped up thehelmet, strode to the door and slammed it even harder. Then hestomped off, Marc�s taunting phrase �didn�t do your job� abuzz inhis head. He had not been this angry in his entire life.

THIRTEEN

Marc decided to avoid Baldwin House and go straighthome, for there seemed little use in meeting Robert for furtherdiscussion of the case as they had apparently agreed to disagree.Anyway, the trial would finish tomorrow or Thursday. He was alsohoping to get some sympathy from Beth after his bitter clash withCobb in the wig-room. Beth, however, had other ideas. She shippedJunior and Maggie off to the kitchen with Etta and directed Marc tosit down with her on the chesterfield in the parlour.
Marc took one look at her face and said, �Notyou too, darling?�
Beth smiled. �I take it yer friends have notbeen impressed with the way you conducted yerself today?�
�That�s an understatement,� Marc said, andtook the opportunity to unburden himself of the day�s tribulations.Beth listened intently, as she always did, but there were nosympathetic nods except when he repeated Robert�s maxim about thesupremacy of the law itself. But she did offer a tiny smile atCobb�s reappearance to fetch his helmet.
�I�m real sorry you and Cobb had it out,� shesaid when he had finished, �but I can see why he was so angry. Thiswas a big investigation fer him. And on his own, too. You made himlook bad today. I hope to Heaven you don�t have to put him on thestand.�
�So do I.�
�Still, I�m surprised you lost yourtemper.�
�When he questioned my motives, I lost allpatience with the man. And I just struck back, somewhat blindly,I�m sorry to say.�
�Well, dear, I saw somethin� in you todaythat I hadn�t seen before.�
�Oh?�
�And I don�t mean just yer grit anddetermination and downright stubbornness.�
�Well, thanks for those anyway.�
Beth frowned. �I hate to say it, but Ithought you were unnecessarily cruel to Jake Broom.�
�Why �unnecessarily�?� Marc said with moresarcasm that he intended. �Wouldn�t �cruel� do nicely?�
�Now don�t get in a huff, luv. I meant what Isaid. I know you have to be cruel sometimes in a courtroom wherelives are at stake. The greatest cruelty is to hang a man who isnot guilty, I know that. I just thought you went further than youhad to. You accused the lad of bein� a rapist when you knew hewasn�t. And Cambridge showed the jury that was so when he went onabout the young man not returnin� to do himself in with acock-and-bull story.�
Marc was duly chastened. He had gonefurther than he had planned to. Showing the jury that Broom wasfanciful and could have misinterpreted or wrongly described thescene in the stall was all he needed to do. Broom�s testimony hadbeen impeached long before Marc had got carried away,Dougherty-like. �I don�t know why I did that,� he said. �I sowished to see this thing over, for the sake of that suffering oldman.�
Beth looked so serious that Marc was sureanother accusation was coming, but she said quietly, �Whatare yer motives, luv?�
�Cobb accused me of toadying up to theBaldwins and fighting for my own self-interests in regard to theReform party, and I suppose he was close enough to the truth tohave me respond in anger. But what drives me, in addition tofriendship and party loyalty, is justice. I believe Seamus Baldwinis incapable of that crime or even of paying for a botchedabortion, and I desperately want to get an acquittal.�
�So you have no doubts about hisinnocence?�
Marc was startled by the suddenness of Beth�squery. �Of course not. Don�t tell me that Neville Cambridge isgetting to you, too?�
Beth laughed. �No, he�s not. You�ve foughthim blow fer blow. I�d say the jury is still out.�
�What worries me deeply, win or not, is thatI may have jeopardized my friendship with Cobb and with Robert, thetwo men I admire most in this world. To lose the case and myfriends would be too terrible to bear. All my effort would havebeen for nothing.�
Beth patted the back of his hand:
�Nothin� is never fer nothin�, luv.�
***
Sixteen-year-old Edie Barr, the Crown�s finalscheduled witness, was first up on Wednesday morning. She was bothnervous and excited. She was aware of her blond good looks and ofthe fact that they were being appreciated by the packed galleries.Her employer�s son, Robert Baldwin, had taken her aside earlier andtold her she was to tell nothing but the absolute truth whenstanding in the witness-box. There would be no recriminations as aresult of her testimony and, under no circumstance was she to feelthat she ought to tell less than the truth in order to protect theBaldwin family. She had nodded dutifully, but had already mappedout what she was going to say and why.
�Miss Barr, do you know the defendant well?�Cambridge began.
�I do, sir,� Edie said in her most adultvoice. �Mr. Seamus came to Spadina on the first of July of thisyear. I seen him many times a day ever since.�
�In your capacity as an upstairs maid atSpadina?�
�That�s right. I�ve worked fer Dr. Baldwinfer two years.�
�And Betsy Thurgood worked with you?�
�Betsy was the tweenie � ever since August.She worked a bit up and down. We shared a room.�
�Please describe your relationship withSeamus Baldwin, beyond servant and master.�
Edie blinked, then understood what waswanted. �Oh, we both called Mr. Seamus our uncle, Uncle Seamus. Hesaid we had to.�
�Isn�t it odd for a gentleman of some sixtyyears to be so chummy with the hired help?�
Edie winced at �hired help� but said, �Yes,it is. But Uncle Seamus was like a big kid. He loved to tease andplay pranks, and he let us tease him back � as long as we didn�t doit in front of visitors. Then it was all �yes, sir� and �no, sir.��Edie did not once look up at Uncle Seamus in the dock. In fact shekept her wandering gaze everywhere but on that side of thecourtroom. For his part, Uncle Seamus seemed for the first time totake a steady interest in the proceedings, leaning forward on therailing of the dock.
�So he liked to tease, did he?�
�Not always,� Edie said with a glance atRobert seated behind Marc. �He was our tutor, too. He had us readto him and helped us with our writin� and sums.�
�Taking an inordinate interest in two youngmaids, was he?�
Marc got up, but it was Justice Powell whobarked, �Do not put words into the witness�s mouth, Mr. Cambridge,especially ones she herself would never utilize.�
Cambridge apologized. �Tell us, Miss Barr,what form the teasing would take.�
Edie blushed prettily. She loved that �MissBarr.� �Well, Uncle Seamus liked to bounce up behind us and giveour ribs a tickle. And we�d all laugh.�
�I see. Up and down the ribs, eh? Whatelse?�
�He�d bring us a sweet in our room and thenmake us answer a riddle to win it.� Edie frowned. �Betsy alwayswon.�
�Now tell the court about your being aventriloquist�s dummy.�
Edie happily recounted sitting on UncleSeamus�s knee and flapping her jaw in synch with his words. Herpretty eyes widened as she told of the response they got at severalsoir�es at Spadina, and she lingered over potentially salaciousdetails, which seemed to please Neville Cambridge greatly. Marc,however, thought this testimony was redundant as earlier witnesses,including Beth, had already established Uncle Seamus�s eccentric,elfin habits and his attraction to children and young women. Butthere was more to come.
�So it would be fair to say that you and MissThurgood liked and admired Seamus Baldwin, referring to himaffectionately as your �uncle�?�
�Yes, sir.�
Cambridge now drew from among his notes asheet of paper. �I am holding here a letter, Milord, which I wouldlike to introduce as Exhibit B. It was found by the police amongthe effects of Betsy Thurgood in her room at Spadina, as theattached affidavit will attest to.�
The clerk took the letter and attestation tothe judge, who perused them carefully. Marc had seen the letter andhad a pretty good idea what was coming. The letter was now takenover to the witness.
�Miss Barr, please read this letter aloud tothe court.�
In her best singsong voice, Edie read aloudwith the confidence that Seamus Baldwin had given her:

Dear sweetest one:

I know how impossible it is to love someone
so far above one�s station. I know also the pain ofwatching you
close up every day of my life. I see your beautiful,manly face
and your shining hair and your glinting eye as youwalk ever so
elegantly down the stairs each morning. I follow youthrough the
day with my heart aflutter and my breathing stinted.I swoon at
the sound of your voice, as pure as poetry, aslilting as an Irish
tenor�s. Your laugh turns me giddy and one glancefrom your
sea-blue eyes is enough to carry me through anentire week. O
my precious and unattainable knight!

Your faithful admirer
Betsy

The effect on the courtroom was electric. Gasps ofdisbelief. Sighs of disappointment. Tuts of revulsion. Here at lastwas the direct connection between Seamus Baldwin and thelove-struck teenager. Perhaps it hadn�t been rape after all. It hadbeen worse, much worse. The brute had seduced her in that uglyhorse-stall, and she had not resisted. Surely they had beencarrying on their illicit affair for over two months! Endingtragically in abortion, death, and now disgrace.
�Is this Betsy Thurgood�s hand as you knowit?�
�Yes, sir, it is. And I saw her write thisletter. She asked me to look over and check her spellin� and commasand the like.�
�I see. So even though there is no date onthis letter, you can tell us when it was penned?�
�Yes, sir. About the middle ofSeptember.�
So, Marc thought, Edie had known about theletter and had deliberately left it where Cobb could find it. Butwhy?
�Do you have an opinion as to who this personis? The one whom Betsy admired �faithfully�?�
�Milord!�
�I�m going to allow it, Mr. Edwards. MissBarr knew Miss Thurgood well. They shared a room and much else, itappears.�
�It has to be Uncle Seamus, doesn�t it?� Ediesaid.
�Why would you say that?�
�Well, it says here it�s someone she sees inthe house every day. And that �shinin� hair� could only be UncleSeamus�s big white hair, couldn�t it?�
�Why, then, would she call him a knight?�
�Oh, Betsy was always livin� in a dreamworld, seein� knights in shinin� armour and all that sort ofnonsense.�
�Did Betsy ever confide in you that it wasSeamus Baldwin she admired and was in love with?�
�No, sir,� Edie, mindful of Robert Baldwin�sadmonitions, said with some reluctance. �I did ask, but shewouldn�t tell.�
�Did you ever see Betsy and Seamus Baldwin ina romantic embrace?�
�No, sir. Just the teasin� and stuff. And itwas a crowded house. There ain�t any secrets in it.�
�What about outdoors? Could they have met onthe grounds?�
Edie pushed out her dainty lower lip,reflected a moment and said, �They could�ve, though Uncle Seamusonly went outside to play his pipes at picnics or to go fishin� upby the mill in the little ravine there. Sometimes he told us he�dgo up to the other pool, past the dam, but Mr. Whittle liked tofish there even though he was forbidden to, and Uncle Seamus likedhis privacy.�
�Privacy, eh? At the trout pool below themill? The one we�ve already heard about? And the same mill whereBetsy took her father�s lunch every day?�
�That�s right.�
With images of forbidden rendezvous in softgrasses beside still trout pools floating through the minds of thejurors, Neville Cambridge sat down, much pleased.
Marc stood up. �Miss Barr, that is a loveletter you have in hand, is it not? A love letter to a whiteknight?�
�Sounds that way,� Edie said, curling herlip. She did not appear apprehensive, but rather looked as if shewere anticipating yet another scene in the drama she hadenvisaged.
�Did you ever write a letter like this?� Marcsaid sternly.
Edie hesitated.
�May I remind you that you are underoath.�
�Might have.�
�More than one?�
More curling of lip. �Maybe. I guess so.Yes.�
�You have several lovers, then, do you?�
There was a collective intake of breath atthis abrupt accusation.
Edie flinched but held onto the railing. �No,sir, I do not. I�m a proper lady.�
�Then why and under what circumstances wouldyou have penned a love letter like the one written by Betsy?�
�I don�t know. I can�t remember. You�reconfusin� me.�
�Did you and Betsy read romances? Fairytales?�
�I don�t know. I don�t remember.� Edie hadpushed her lower up and over her upper one.
�Don�t young girls when they�re learning towrite, often practice penning letters, letters they have nointention of sending to anyone?�
�I wouldn�t know.� Edie scowled at Marc, herjaw set.
�Milord, I�d like Miss Barr declared ahostile witness.�
The galleries were shocked. After all, Ediewas only sixteen and very blond and, surely, innocent.
�Granted,� said the judge. �Miss Barr, youmust answer Mr. Edwards� questions if you know theanswer.�
Edie hung her head, uncertain of what was tocome but braced for the worst.
�I suggest, Miss Barr,� Marc said with asharp edge to his voice, �that you and Betsy, as young girls willdo, sat together in your room and wrote many letters of thisnature, practising the epistolary lessons that Seamus Baldwin sokindly offered to you girls. Isn�t that not so?�
Edie nodded gloomily.
�Please answer yes or no,� the judgesaid.
�Yes,� Edie mumbled.
�And you two did read romance novelsgenerously supplied to you from the Baldwins� extensivelibrary?�
�Yes.�
�And you talked about and fantasized a whiteknight in shining armour who, like those in the fairy tales, wouldcome and rescue you from your daily toil?�
�Yes.�
�And I put it to you, Miss Barr, that you andBetsy sat together and composed this letter, and that you did morethan read it over for errors. Is that not so?�
Edie began to tremble. �I did read it ferspellin�!�
�But you also helped to write it, didn�t you?You made suggestions as you went along?�
Edie hung her pretty head. �Yes,� shebreathed.
�You may even have had Uncle Seamus in mind,eh? Not because Betsy was romantically attracted to him, butbecause you yourself were! It was you who were in love with UncleSeamus, wasn�t it? And when he failed to return your love andseemed to be grieving overly much at Betsy�s death, you gave thisletter to the police to spite him.�
�No! No! Stop! Please.�
The cry came not from the witness-box butfrom the dock, and Uncle Seamus. The courtroom was stunned. Thejudge looked up sternly, but did not have to speak. Uncle Seamushad slumped into the arms of the deputy bailiff, all passionspent.
Edie Barr burst into tears, devastating herblond prettiness.
�Counsellor, that is enough,� cried thejudge. �You�ve overstepped your bounds. And you�ve made yourpoint.�
�No more questions, Milord.�
Cambridge glanced over at Marc, then peeredover at the jury. They did not look pleased with the defensecounsel�s performance, having been moved, like the spectators, byUncle Seamus�s heartfelt cry.
�I have no further questions of thiswitness,� he said.
Behind him, Marc heard Robert whisper, �Marc,you cannot keep doing it this way.�
�We�re almost there, Robert.�
But where was there?
***
Just as Marc was expecting the judge to adjourn thecourt until the afternoon, when the defense would begin presentingits case, Justice Powell called the two attorneys to the bench. Itwas Neville Cambridge who spoke, however.
�Milord, some new evidence pertinent to theCrown�s case has just been handed to me. I�d like to look it overand make a decision as to whether to call another witness.�
�Is that witness available?�
�Yes, sir. It would be Dr. WilliamBaldwin.�
Marc paled. What on earth was Cambridge upto? Was he calling Dr. Baldwin deliberately to blunt Marc�sintention to use him as a character witness? But Cambridge could goat him at leisure in his cross examination. Character testimony waswide open. More importantly, what was this new evidence?
�I�d like to see this evidence,� Marcsaid.
�Of course,� Cambridge said cheerfully. �Butonly after I�ve assessed its probative value. Its precise use, I�mafraid, will only be made clear when Dr. Baldwin responds to myquestions concerning it.�
�Then, as it may affect the presentation ofmy case,� Marc said to the judge, �I�ll need extra time toprepare.�
�If you do, sir, we�ll postpone defensewitnesses until tomorrow morning.�
With that, Marc was left to fret and stewover the long, long lunch-hour.
***
Horatio Cobb was still steaming. He had had anear-sleepless night as his conscience fought with his indignationfor supremacy. To make matters worse, he had had to sit through themorning session and watch Marc Edwards further dismantle theCrown�s case. The Chief had ordered Cobb to attend the entiretrial, feeling that Cobb as a future detective ought to sit andobserve what happened to evidence when barristers got hold of it.It was not a pretty sight. The only positive thing to come out ofthe morning, though, was the fact that Marc had gone too far, hadbeen hoist on his own petard.
Still, Marc�s accusation in the wig-roomrankled, not so much the charge that he was driven by ambition(because he simply was not) but the claim that he had not done hisjob properly. After a night of arguing with himself, he had startedto accept, grudgingly, the possibility that he had indeed begun hisinvestigation with a prime suspect in mind and had set out merelyto prove or disprove that assumption. What if he had ignored JakeBroom and started with the opposite notion: that someone other thanUncle Seamus had committed the rape? Would he still not haveeliminated the six-foot Sol Clift, the slicked-down redhead, JoeMullins, and of course Jake Broom himself who was not stupid enoughto get himself hanged by going to the police and accusing aprominent gentleman of a crime no-one had reported.
Nonetheless, at noon, he returned to theChief�s office � Sturges was home ill � and sat there for half anhour going over all his interviews and the testimony he had, as washis custom, automatically memorized. When the solution came itstruck him like a tornado on a house of straw. He shouted, �I�vegot it!� so loudly that Gussie French�s pen jabbed into thedocument he was writing on and its ink spurted up onto hischin.
Cobb was now sure how the crime had beencommitted. And he knew what he had to do � quickly.
***
At three o�clock the Crown called Dr. WilliamBaldwin as its final witness. At Baldwin House there had been muchdiscussion and more speculation about what the Crown was up to. Dr.Baldwin, perhaps the city�s most illustrious and beloved citizen,seemed as puzzled as anyone else. And, Marc noticed, there lurkedin him some uncharacteristic unease, anxiety even.
Dr. Baldwin was sworn in. If it was possiblefor the onlookers to be any more riveted than they had heretoforebeen, it was now.
Cambridge began by waving a sheet of paper inthe air. �Milord, I have here a letter which I would like to enterinto evidence as Exhibit C.�
The clerk brought the letter to the judge,who had already read it. He nodded and it was returned toCambridge. Marc, too, had read it a few minutes before, and couldnot yet see its relevance. But he was certainly worried.
�This letter,� Cambridge continued, �is dateda month ago and is addressed to Bishop Strachan of this city. Itlay unopened for over a week, having got lost among the Bishop�smany papers. It was read by the Bishop only this morning. He haskindly attested to these facts.�
�Carry on, then,� said the judge.
�The letter was written by one D�Arcy Boylan,a prominent barrister in the City of Cork, Ireland.�
The Baldwin clan, including of course UncleSeamus, were from the Cork region of Ireland. Marc held hisbreath.
�It is addressed to Bishop Strachan. I wouldask the witness to read aloud only that part I have marked with apencil.�
The letter was taken to Dr. Baldwin. The lookof concern on his face had deepened. He read:

Some disturbing news, Bishop. The story aboutSeamus Baldwin
retiring because of a nervous breakdown turnsout not to be true.
It seems the fellow was entangled in somesort of scandal that
was hushed up by his law partners. I shallkeep probing for the
details, which you might find useful in thefuture.

Dr. Baldwin finished and stared hard at theprosecutor. But the letter was quivering in his hand.
***
Cobb walked up to Frederick Street and knocked atthe door of Wilfrid Sturges� house. His wife showed Cobb through tothe little den, where the stricken man lay suffering. However, whatCobb had to tell roused him considerably. He readily approvedCobb�s absenting himself from the trial and gave him carteblanche to carry out the further investigation he had sketchedout for his mightily impressed chief.
Cobb rented a buggy from Frank�s livery anddrove straight up to Whittle�s mill. Neither the miller nor any ofhis crew had been in the courtroom this morning, so Cobb wascertain they would all have returned to work. He found Whittle inhis office. He came right to the point.
�Sir, did you ever employ Tim Thurgood,Burton�s son?�
�What�re you doin� pokin� about in thisbusiness now?� Whittle said, his natural cheerfulness disrupted bythis unexpected visit from the police.
�That�s fer me to decide, sir. Please answermy question.�
�That�s easy. He never worked here.�
�Where did he work, then?�
�At Getty�s farm. It�s just up the road. Youpassed it on your way here. But he ain�t there now. He run off toget married.�
�I see. And he never come back here tovisit?�
�I don�t like tellin� tales outta school,�Whittle said, indicating that he never missed a chance to do justthat, �but father and son didn�t see eye to eye. It�s common,alas.�
�Thanks fer yer time.�
At the door, Cobb turned and said, �How�s thefishin� up at the trout pool there above yer dam?�
Whittle looked puzzled but replied happilyenough. �Tryin� to catch me out, are ya?� he laughed.
�Catchin� you out at what?�
�Poachin�, of course.�
�Ya mean ya can�t use them two great troutpools no more?�
�Not since the old uncle come last summer. Ibeen forbidden on pain of losin� my lease.�
�I always thought the Baldwins wereeasygoing?�
�Oh, they are. But that uncle loves hisanglin� and he prefers to angle alone.�
�Well, Whittle, that uncle may not be aroundmuch longer, eh?�
Whittle gave a wary chuckle and watched Cobbhead for his buggy. Cobb had got what he had come for, and more. Heheaded off now to find the Getty farm. He found it exactly whereWhittle had directed him. A young fellow was repairing asnake-fence on the driveway into the farm. Cobb hailed him.
�What can I do for you, constable?� The ladhad a kind, generous face but looked wary just the same.
�You was a good friend of young Tim Thurgood,I hear,� Cobb said, stretching the truth a little.
�We were mates, yes. But Tim�s married nowand nobody�s seen him since.�
�So I was told. What I need to know is wherehe is now.�
�He never told me where he and Marian weregoin�. He doesn�t want anybody to know.�
�Didn�t get along with Papa, I hear.�
�That�s right. Tim just wants to be leftalone.�
�I can�t imagine he�d not tell his bestfriend where he�d got to.�
�Well, he didn�t.� The Getty lad glanced downjust enough for Cobb to be sure he was lying.
�Son � �
�Will. The name�s Will Getty.�
�Will, a man�s life depends on me findin� TimBurton before tonight. If he�s anywhere near Toronto, you�ve gottatell me.�
�But he made me promise. I can�t let him getinto any trouble.�
�He�s not in any trouble, son. You have myword on that. But he has information in a life-and-death trial nowgoin� on in the city. Without his help an innocent man�ll perish inprison.�
Will Getty hesitated but, in the end, he gavein.
***
�What do you make of that paragraph, Dr. Baldwin?�Neville Cambridge said with disingenuous relish.
�Sounds like rumour-mongering to me,� Dr.Baldwin said forcefully, but the unease showed plainly in his eyes.�The Irish have been known to indulge from time to time.�
A slight ripple of laughter went through thejury. They were hanging now on every word, every nuance. Herebefore them was one of the first citizens of the colony, agentleman among gentlemen, on a witness-stand defending as best hecould his reprobate Irish brother.
�That may well be, doctor, but I believe youknow otherwise.� Cambridge stared hard at Dr. Baldwin, holding himgaze for gaze.
�I don�t know what you are implying,sir.�
�I�m not implying anything other thanthis: tell this court exactly how much you know about why and howSeamus Baldwin came to leave his law firm in Cork, Ireland. Andremember, you have sworn an oath before God to tell the truth.�
Dr. Baldwin bridled. �I know what an oathbefore my God is, sir.� Then he paused and looked slowly up at hisbrother slumped against the bailiff�s man in the dock. A greatsadness overwhelmed him. He dropped his gaze, struggling with somedeep, insurgent emotion. �The truth is this. I�ve had it fromSeamus�s law partners in correspondence and from Seamushimself.�
The courtroom was silent. A crow cawed in thedistance.
�John McCall, the senior partner, discoveredthat Seamus was paying court to his daughter.�
�And how old was the daughter?�
�It was his youngest child. She was almosteighteen.�
�Thus still a minor. And Mr. Baldwin wasfifty-nine or sixty?�
�Sixty, then.� Dr. Baldwin spoke in amonotone, the better perhaps not to hear the treachery his wordswere effecting.
�You say �paying court,� but that covers amultitude of peccadilloes, sir. Please be specific. You are underoath.�
Dr. Baldwin cleared his throat but his wordscould barely be heard. �McCall caught them in bed together � in hisown house.�
Sensation one more time! For here was surelythe final nail in Seamus Baldwin�s coffin. The man had seduced aminor before in Ireland. And how many had preceded that offence? Ifthe man himself heard the accusation, he gave no sign.
As the judge banged his gavel in a fruitlessattempt to restore order, Marc thought for a moment that his hearthad stopped.
***
It was two-thirty in the afternoon when Cobb pulledhis buggy into Ogden Frank�s livery on Colborne Street at WestMarket Lane. He now had to do one of the few things he genuinelyfeared: hire and ride a horse. The oslter�s lad chuckled as hehelped Cobb wobble into the saddle of an elderly and sedate mare ofvarious brownish hues and a crooked star on her forehead.
�If ya speak soft-like, sir, she won�t buck -too hard.�
Cobb was beyond irony or humour. He twistedthe reins in his fists.
�How far ya goin�?�
�Thornhill,� Cobb said bumpily as the marestepped forward. Then he gritted his teeth and aimed the beast atYonge Street.
On Yonge Street Cobb pulled on the right reinand the horse kindly obeyed and turned north. Thornhill was ahamlet a dozen or so miles up Yonge Street. Not far. But renting abuggy had been out of the question, for the road above Gallows Hillwas rutted and near-impassable this time of year despite the recentstretch of Indian summer. And time was of the essence as the trialwould likely finish up in the morning or early tomorrow afternoon.If new evidence were unearthed, then it had to be made known beforethis evening. Hence this horse, a beast that was incompatible withall things Cobb. As a lad he had ridden old draught horses a fewtimes on his father�s farm near Woodstock, but he had never takento the activity as his brother Laertes had.
Above Queen, where the traffic and housesthinned out, he felt obliged to urge the mare beyond a walk. Butits teeth-jarring trot became unbearable by the time they reachedthe Bloor crossroad. The Red Lion Inn on his right looked awfullytempting, but he put one hand on his belly to stem its jigging andcarried on manfully. With Gallows Hill in sight, he tried spurringhis mount on to a gallop, but quickly lost one foot from itsstirrup and was damn near pitched into the mire of a pig-yardbeside the road. When he pulled back on the reins, the horsemagically reduced its speed to a leisurely canter, and to hissurprise he found that he could move his squat body in some sort ofrhythm to match the mare�s. So this was how it was done!
At Eglinton he passed through the toll-gatewith a cheery wave of his horseman�s unreined hand, glanced once atPaul Pry�s inn, and cantered on. A mile or so father on he swept bythe Golden Lion Inn, then Finch�s Inn � his thirst now monumental -and finally the Sickle and Sheaf. Only three or four miles to go,with bush now closed in on both sides, separating the partlycleared farms.
At five o�clock he cantered past theThornhill Hotel, yanked back on the reins, trot-jiggled back to theinn, and gingerly dismounted. When his feet hit the ground, hisknees buckled and he collapsed onto them, panting and parched.
�You look like ya could use a drink.�
It was the proprietor of the hotel, aproned,red-cheeked, and smiling.
***
Cobb finished his ale, nodded gratefully to theinnkeeper, and asked his first question: �I was told a SeymourKilbride lived here at the hotel. Is that so?�
�Well, no. He does work here on Saturdayswhen we�re busy. But he don�t live here.�
�You know where I can locate him?�
�In trouble, is he?�
�Not at all. He has important information weneed fer a trial goin� on in Toronto.�
�We don�t pay no mind to the shenanigansgoin� on down in Toronto. But, yeah, Seymour works a littlevegetable farm just east of town. You take this crossroad and ridefer about two miles. On yer right you�ll see a huge chestnut treebeside a pond. Follow the trail around it inta the bush about ahalf-mile. You can�t miss it.�
With his rump feeling as if it had riddenthrough Whittle�s grist-mill, Cobb made his way to the designatedtree and pond, and then moved carefully along a rugged bush-trailuntil he came to a log cabin, flanked by a chicken-coop and ahay-barn. The ruins of several summer and fall garden-patches wereplainly visible. It looked as if the new owners had plenty of workto occupy them for some time to come.
Cobb tethered the mare, went up to therickety door, and knocked. It was half a minute and several furtherknocks before the door was eased partway open.
�Yes?� The single word emanated from a youngman whose face was just visible in the shadows of the ill-litinterior. �Whaddya want?� Then when the fellow realized Cobb was apolice constable, he tried to slam the door shut. It jammed onCobb�s boot.
�I ain�t here to cause trouble,� Cobb said.�But I got some information you oughta hear about, and you got someI need to hear. You are Seymour Kilbride, ain�t ya?�
At the sound of his name, the young manpulled the door away from Cobb�s boot. �Sorry, sir, but we don�ttrust strangers much around here. I am Seymour Kilbride. What�ve yagot to tell me? I�ve done nothin� wrong in Toronto �cause I ain�tset foot there fer months.�
�I�d like to come in.�
�I prefer to talk here.�
But Cobb was too quick for the lad. Hebrushed past him and entered the murky interior. Two women sat at adeal table, peeling potatoes. In the dim light afforded by a nearbywindow, Cobb could see that one was young and pretty. The other wasof indeterminate age. She might have been under thirty but life hadscrawled its stress and strain across a sunken face with pale,frightened eyes set deep in bruised sockets. Her auburn hair hungdown her back like frayed strands of hemp.
�And this must be Missus Kilbride,�Cobb said with a slight tip of his helmet towards the prettyone.
�That�s my Marion,� Kilbride said, lookingdismayed.
�So it is. And this young lady would be yersister � Lottie Thurgood.�

FOURTEEN

Marc felt dazed and disoriented as he stood up tocross-examine Dr. Baldwin. What could he do? Were there anymitigating circumstances? Any way of blunting the dagger pointed atUncle Seamus�s heart?
�You said McCall�s daughter was almosteighteen?� he began lamely.
�Yes,� Dr. Baldwin said with some semblanceof enthusiasm, �she was a month away from her majority. And theaffair was not sordid in the way Mr. Cambridge tried to imply.Susan McCall was a mature young woman in love. This was no tawdryseduction. My uncle swore to me that he loved her and immediatelyoffered to marry her, an offer she was keen to accept.�
�But Mr. McCall would not agree?� Marc wasstarting to get his second wind.
�No. He felt the difference in their ages wasinsupportable. He had tried to keep them apart all along, and whenthey succumbed to � to their mutual passion, he discovered them andthreatened to have the law on my uncle. It was then arranged forhim to retire quietly, and following his deep depression, furtherarrangements were made to have him join his family here inToronto.�
Well, it could have been worse, Marc thought.But not by much.
Cambridge went right back to work in hisrebuttal.
�Seamus Baldwin and Miss Mcall were foundin flagrante delicto in a bed in the McCall household?�
�That�s what I was told, yes.�
�A sixty-year-old man with aseventeen-year-old innocent girl?�
Dr. Baldwin merely nodded, but Cambridgewasn�t interested in the exact nature of his response.
�And her father threatened to have the law onhim, as he had every right to because Seamus Baldwin was guilty ofstatutory rape and the corruption of a minor, am I right?�
�Yes,� Dr. Baldwin said, his face full ofmisery.
�No more questions, Milord.�
No more were needed, Marc thought.

It was a gloomy post-mortem in Robert�s chambers.The trial had been scheduled to continue on Thursday morning, whenMarc was expected to begin his defense. But there was no defense.No character witness could be produced who could undo the damagedone by the afternoon�s testimony. Marc had placed all his eggs inone basket: impeaching the Crown�s testimony and developingalternative accounts of the crime � and those eggs had beensmashed, along with the basket. Worse still was the unthinkablethought that refused to stay put in his subconscious where itbelonged: what if the old gent really did do it? What if hisplausible explanations were just that � mere plausibilities? Marcwas grateful that there were no recriminations, but it was coldcomfort. He ached for the Baldwins, all of them.
Finally it was decided that they would haveto move directly to closing arguments. Marc was sent home tocompose the best speech he could devise under the circumstances. Itwas a dispirited advocate who made his way back to Briar cottage.Beth was waiting for him.
�You did what you could,� she saidsympathetically. �And you had no way of knowin� what was tocome.�
�The only inkling I had, love, was the oddreaction of Dr. Baldwin back when I first suggested he appear as acharacter witness. He must have been torn up inside.�
�He knew, of course, what his brother�d beenup to back in Ireland.�
�Well, that sordid episode does help toexplain the old gent�s depression and his inordinate attraction toEdie and Betsy, doesn�t it?�
�He was lookin� to replace a hole in hisheart, I�d say. But that still don�t make him a corruptor ofminors. He was good to those girls. Still, it looks awful fer him,doesn�t� it? So the best thing I can do is get the kids out of yourway so you can sit down and write the greatest speech of yerlife.�
But the best and most loving thing she didwas not raise the question of Uncle Seamus�s possible guilt, for hehonestly did not know how he might answer her. He realized, toolate, that he really knew very little, first-hand, about UncleSeamus. He had spent a mere twenty minutes with him. He should havereturned and questioned the man more closely, got some idea of hisown what made the fellow tick. But he had been too much in lovewith the image of Doubtful Dick Dougherty, who had never lost acapital case. His mind was in a turmoil as he went into his study -alone.
Small wonder, then, that he was on his thirdversion of the opening paragraph when, about eight o�clock, therecame a knock at the front door. He tossed his pen aside and decidedto answer it for himself. He went to the vestibule and opened thedoor.
It was Cobb � with news.

Everyone was taken by surprise on Thursday morningwhen the defense � widely expected to move to closing arguments -asked Justice Powell for permission to call an unscheduled witness.The judge, recalling the Crown�s manoeuvre yesterday afternoon withDr. Baldwin, glanced over at a puzzled Neville Cambridge and said,�Granted, Mr. Edwards. And if Mr. Cambridge requires time toprepare a cross-examination, he will be allowed it.�
All eyes now turned to the door of thewitness-room where a strange woman was being ushered in. She was ofmedium height and walked awkwardly, not quite with a limp buttenderly, as if her feet might have wished they did not have totouch the floor. Her dull auburn tresses were bound up behind herin a tidy bun. She wore a freshly washed, plain black dress. Herboots were scuffed and unpolished. When she stood in thewitness-box and turned her face to the benches and the galleries,there was from the latter a sharp cry. Mrs. Auleen Thurgood hadcried out and then fainted in her husband�s arms. He himself satstaring at the witness, open-mouthed, incredulous, barely consciousof his wife�s collapse.
The woman, who was in reality onlytwenty-six, looked fifty. Her face was pallid, tubercular, haunted.As she accepted the oath, her voice was fragile, as if, oncebroken, it would be irreparable. She stated her name as LorettaThurgood. From the galleries there was as much puzzlement ascuriosity.
Marc began, fully aware of the focussedintensity around him. �Miss Thurgood, you are the elder daughter ofBurton and Auleen Thurgood and sister to the deceased, BetsyThurgood.�
�I am.� Lottie Thurgood sat perfectly stilland looked straight ahead. Not once did she glance to her leftwhere her parents were sitting � mesmerized, as if watching aghost.
�And you have come here voluntarily to tellus your story, a story that has great pertinence to the case beforeus?�
�I have.�
�Tell us where you have been living since youleft home nine years ago.�
�Mostly in Montreal.�
�What were you doing there to earn yourliving?�
�I worked in a brothel. I was a whore.�Lottie did not change her tone or raise or lower the volume of hervoice when making a declaration that drew gasps of surprise anddisapproval from the spectators.
�And how have you managed to return to theToronto area?�
Marc glanced at Neville Cambridge, but helooked more baffled than concerned.
�My brother Timothy came and got me a monthago. I used to write him letters sometimes and send them to theToronto post office.�
�Not addressed to your parents� home up bythe mill?�
�No, sir. Never.�
�You didn�t want your parents to know whathad become of you since your leaving?�
�I did want my mother to know I was alive.Tim and I were always close. I knew I could trust him. When he lefthome to get married, he came and took me away from Montreal.�
�So it was your father whom you wanted tokeep in the dark about your whereabouts?�
�Yes.�
�Where do you live now?�
�With my brother and his wife nearThornhill.�
�Under what assumed name does your brotherlive?�
�Milord, this testimony is goingnowhere.�
�I agree, Mr. Cambridge. Counsellor, get tothe point � quickly.�
�Tell the court, Miss Thurgood, why you livedapart and estranged from your parents for nine years and why yourbrother has taken another name.�
Lottie hung her head briefly, then looked upand directly across at Marc. It seemed as if she were summoning upthe last of her meagre strength. �My father abused me . . . fromthe time I was twelve till I left home when I was seventeen.�
There was a stirring in the side-gallery tothe left. Burton Thurgood had leaned forward threateningly in hisseat and was refrained from moving further by a large man on hisright. He scowled across at his living daughter, but she was notlooking his way. His mouth hung open to protest, but no wordscame.
�You mean sexually abused, do you not?�
�Yes. I had my own room. Betsy and Tim hadthe other one. Father came to me almost every night. I didn�t knowwhat to do.�
�Until you ran away?�
�Yes.�
�To your knowledge, did your father sexuallyabuse your sister?�
�She was only six when I left. But Tim, whowas twelve, said he would protect her.�
�So Tim knew what your father was doing?�
�He only found out when I told him � before Ilit out fer Montreal.�
�But Tim got married and left himself, did henot, in the last week of July?�
A great commotion now halted Marc�sexamination. Burton Thurgood was standing up, pushing away the armstrying to hold him down. �I loved her!� he cried wildly. �I lovedmy little Betsy! And she loved me! There was no rape! None, I tellyou! You�re spittin� on her grave, all of you! I�d�ve kept thebabe, too, and raised it as my own!�
The bailiff moved in, with help. Thurgood waspulled towards the back doors of the august courtroom. The judgebanged his gavel into the confusion and consternation that followedthis mad outburst.
�In view of what has just transpired,� heshouted, �this trial is suspended pending further investigationinto Mr. Thurgood�s ravings.�
***
It was almost four o�clock when Marc joined Cobb andthe Chief in Sturges� office.
�Thurgood�s made a full confession,� Marcinformed them.
�Thank goodness for that,� Sturges said.�Saved you and the court a peck of trouble.�
�That�s right,� Marc said, sitting down andheaving a substantial sigh of relief. �Cobb here filled me in lastnight on what he�d found out about the Thurgoods. I figured I�dhave to put Whittle on the stand and grill him about trout fishing,then call Thurgood and try to break him down. His outburst andconfession have put the seal on it.�
�Then it�s over,� Cobb said, also muchrelieved.
�Tell us about the confession, Marc.�
�Well, he started with the admission that hehad in fact sexually interfered with his eldest daughter, Loretta,for many years � while his wife, poor soul, looked on, terrified tointervene.�
�Quite a bastard all round,� Sturgessaid.
�When Loretta ran away to Montreal, he becamedesperate to have a run at Betsy. But he waited until she wastwelve before trying. Then he suddenly had an insurmountableproblem. Betsy and Tim had shared a room during their childhoodyears, and were very close. Tim had also become a strappingteenager, bigger and stronger than his dad. Several tactlessapproaches apparently confirmed that Betsy was not likely to keepquiet if he made a move while Tim was nearby.
�So she was safe as long as Tim was in thehouse?�
�Right. But the lad had had enough of thefamily and his tyrant-ical father,� Cobb added. �He and hissweetheart moved out and away, gettin� hitched in Toronto, thenskedadellin� up to Thornhill. and changin� their name to Kilbride,the wife�s mother�s name.�
�Fortunately, or unfortunately fromThurgood�s viewpoint,� Marc said, �Betsy was taken on steady atSpadina a few days before the elopement.�
�No fortune involved,� Cobb said. �It was Timthat arranged fer her to get on steady with the Baldwins, and hewarned her not to come home � ever � without some company.�
�He�s turned out to be quite a lad.,� Sturgessaid.
�Yup, it was him who persuaded Lottie totestify when I told them what happened to Betsy and what the trialwas about.�
�And Thurgood said he realized he was notlikely to get a chance to seduce her at home,� Marc continued. �Butin his twisted mind, he thought if he could get her alone for a fewminutes he could make her love him, and then they could be togetheras often as they could arrange it.�
�A sick man, that,� Sturges said, shiftinghis foot on the padded stool.
�So that malarkey about buyin� a pony was alltrue?� Cobb said.
�It was. He had saved a little cashand did make a deal for the elderly beast in Whittle�s barn.Thurgood said he knew Betsy went to the barn despite hisdisapproval. Sitting near Sol Clift on the third of August, a weekafter Betsy went on steady at Spadina, he did see the girl turnnorth towards the barn. At twelve-thirty he and Whittle went up torepair the sluice at the weir. Once there, Thurgood announced thathe could fix the broken logs himself if the boss wished to slip upto the trout pool for a little illegal angling. Whittle jumped atthe chance. And, I gather, Thurgood routinely covered for Whittlewhen the miller went poaching and risking the nullification of hislease.�
�And went about lying on the witness-stand,�Sturges said, �givin� Thurgood a perfect alibi.�
�Yeah,� Cobb said. �He had to lie because ifhe�d�ve told the truth, he was in danger of havin� his leaseprovoked.�
�Right,� Marc said.
�So that�s what put you on to Whittle?�Sturges said to Cobb, mightily impressed.
�When I heard Edie Barr go on about UncleSeamus not allowin� any poachin� on Trout Creek, the bells startedringin� in my noggin. I thought: maybe the miller wasn�t at theweir all afternoon. If so, that left Thurgood � �
�Unaccounted for,� Marc said. �Right on.Thurgood waited until Whittle was out of sight � the pool there ishidden by bushes along the shoreline � and then scooted up to thebarn. Where he found Betsy feeding the pony.�
�And he raped his own daughter,� Sturges saidwith disgust.
�He still doesn�t see it that way in his ownmind, although he knows it is wrong and that he will go to jail forincest and corruption of a minor.�
�How does he see it?�
�He claims that the girl acquiesced and thatwhat they did in that stall was to make love.�
�Absurd!� Sturges said, and winced as hisfoot wobbled.
�Well, remember, Sarge,� Cobb said, �JakeBroom said he didn�t hear any scream or whimper or cry fer help,and her frock was hangin� neat as a doe over the wall nearby.�
�Betsy was either too terrified to call outor resist,� Marc said, �or else she resigned herself to her fate inthe face of her father�s awful power and authority. I doubt sheknew what was happening to her.�
�Did he hear or see Broom come upon them?�Sturges asked.
�He heard a noise, he said, as Broom wasscampering away, but didn�t see anyone. Still, it was enough tomake him stop his outrage and order the girl to dress and hide outalong the creek until the coast was clear before heading home.Needless to say, she was warned never to tell: he told her that ifshe did, she herself, he and her mother, too, would all be ruined,and probably go to jail.�
�And she didn�t tell, poor brave soul,�Sturges sighed. �Not even when he gave her a chance to the night ofher death.�
�Thurgood himself went back down to the weir,certain that his daughter would now come to him and that they wouldbe lovers forever.�
�Enough to make a man puke, ain�t it?�Sturges said.
�But she never returned home again,� Marcsaid, �until three days before her death. And while she continuedto bring her father Mrs. Morrisey�s lunch, she never went near thebarn or gave him any opportunity to repeat his outrage. She was inmany ways a remarkable young woman. She tried to make a life forherself at Spadina, and thrived on Uncle Seamus�s friendship andtutelage.�
�How is Seamus?� Sturges asked Marc.
�Not well. He�s relieved, of course, that thetrial is over and he has been acquitted of all charges. But thisdreadful business may well have been the straw that broke thecamel�s back. At any rate, he�s to live out his days at Spadina inthe care of people who are truly concerned for him.� There wasrelief on another front as well. Hincks, at Robert�s suggestion,wrote to Louis LaFontaine in Montreal, conveying the good news and,probably, saving the political alliance.
�So,� mused Sturges, �Whittle and Thurgoodlied fer one another on the stand? Each givin� the other an alibi -fer different reasons.�
�It was a happy arrangement and until Cobbferreted out the truth, it kept my mind away from either of them aspotential rapists.�
�But I still don�t get the business about thehair,� Sturges said. �Thurgood ain�t old and he�s got black, curlylocks.�
Cobb looked at Marc, who said, �I managed,inadvertently, to suggest the answer during one of my frantic andmisguided cross-examinations. I speculated that the mill-handscould easily and naturally come by whitish hair. After all, theywork in the midst of wheat chaff, wheat dust and milled flour. Andthe morning of the rape, all of them had been kept busy shovellingup a spilled load of grain. Thurgood�s black curls were dustedgrey-white. None of the men bothered washing until the end of theday, so Thurgood�s hair � in the tricky light and shadow of thatstall and with his curls sprayed wide in his exertions � lookedmuch like the whitish halo around Uncle Seamus�s head.�
�I see,� Sturges said. �And Thurgood is awiry, slim fella who could�ve looked old to an excited JakeBroom?�
�I feel terrible about Broom,� Marc said,glancing at Cobb. �The poor devil really was in love with Betsy,and all kinds of thoughts must have gone through his head as hecame upon that scene � with Betsy apparently accepting the physicaladvances of a sixty-year-old. Why he ran and why he decided not toreveal what he�d seen, only he really knows. But I was dead wrongto accuse him of rape. It was the last thing he would ever havedone.�
�And if I�d�ve done a proper investigation inthe first place, there wouldn�t been a trial for SeamusBaldwin.�
�But it was your brilliant work that exposedthe culprit,� Sturges said forcefully. �And without the trial youwouldn�t�ve heard about the ban on trout fishin� from Edie.�
�Well spoken, Wilf,� Marc said. �But I�d liketo know from the horse�s mouth, Cobb, just how you put togetheryour second and successful investigation.�
Cobb beamed. �I own it mostly to you,Major.�
�How so? Surely it wasn�t my losing my temperand making false accusations against you?�
�Well, that put a bee on my bottom, allright. But, no, it was you always tellin� me not to acceptcoincidences.�
�I do recall saying that more than once.�
�Well, when you told me to do my job, I gotto thinkin� that maybe I had started out with only onesuspect in mind. But I really didn�t fancy any of the youngmill-hands. Then I remembered. In the last week of July or so,three things happened, three things that might be connected. BetsyThurgood gets a steady job at Spadina, and I know from the trialthat she did not ever return home until her ma got sick in Octoberand she come back to help out.�
�And two or three days later, Tim Thurgoodelopes and vanishes,� Marc said.
�Right. That�s number two. And number threewe all know about. On the very next Saturday, Betsy foolishlyleaves her pa an openin� and he takes it.�
�So you assumed that her brother Tim haddeliberately waited to leave until he was sure Betsy was away fromhome?�
�It seemed possible. And why would afifteen-year-old girl not go home once to visit her ma � not ahalf-hour away? Could it be she was afraid of her pa? Likely, eh?But then lots of terrible fathers beat their kids. Maybe that wasall there was to that.�
�But you recalled the older sister leavingand not returning?�
�Right again. But I had one big problem withthis theory.�
�Thurgood had a perfect alibi,� Sturges said,happily getting into the act. �Sworn to by the miller, who seemedto have no reason to lie.�
�But then I remembered Edie tellin� the courtabout Whittle bein� forbidden to fish in the trout pools, andsuddenly the miller had a reason to lie.�
�And the bugger�ll just say he misrememberedand avoid perjury,� Sturges muttered. �But when he asked Thurgoodto lie fer him and say he was at the weir all along, Thurgoodmust�ve been mightily relieved. He was home free.�
�Well, then, the first move I made aftergettin� permission from you, Sarge, was to drive up to the mill. Iwanted find out if Whittle�d been anglin� instead of fixin� thedam, and I also figured him or one of the hands would know if TimThurgood had any friends in the area. �Cause it was Tim I needed totalk to, to find out if his pa was a pervert.�
�And you succeded both ways,� Sturges saidproudly.
�I did. Whittle spat out a deny-allabout poachin�, but his eyes were lyin�. Then I went to the farmwhere he sent me, and Tim�s friend, Will Getty, finally told me Icould find Tim at the hotel in Thornhill, usin� the name Kilbride.I knew I had to get up there and back before nightfall, so I renteda horse.�
�The supreme sacrifice,� Marc said, muchamused.
Reminded of that harrowing journey, Cobbunconsciously adjusted the pillow he had been sitting on. �And whenI finally found Tim and his wife, there was a second lady seated atthe kitchen table. I knew right off it was Lottie Thurgood and I�dhit the bull�s-eye.�
�You had no trouble persuading them to comeinto town and do their duty?�
�None at all. They were as mad as could be,both of �em, though Lottie looked awful frail. I hired a carriageand we drove back, slowly, to Toronto. My rear end still recollectsevery bump.�
�Cobb took them home, reported to you, thencame to me,� Marc said. �Early in the morning Robert and I workedout our new defense. Fortunately we had to use only part ofit.�
Also, at Marc�s the previous evening, the twofriends had fallen over each other with apologies for their sharpexchange in the attorneys� wig-room. Marc readily admitted that ifhe had not been so eager to become Doubtful Dick Dougherty, hemight have done some investigating on his own and discovered thetruth. He had relied solely on Cobb�s recorded interviews when hecould have been out at Spadina quizzing the servants and spendingmore time with Uncle Seamus. He had visited the crime scene once -but that was all. While he couldn�t tamper with the Crown�switnesses, he could have walked over to the cluster of workman�shouses and played investigator. But he hadn�t. For his part Cobbhad confessed to focussing solely on whether or not Uncle Seamushad committed the crime and, having once determined the case, toclinging to it at all costs. Still, their deeper accusations aboutmotive went undiscussed, and it might be some time before theirfriendship came fully back on course � if it ever did.
�Well,� Sturges said, summing up, �there arereally only two completely positive things to come outta thiscase.�
�What are they?� Marc said.
�First of all, I got word an hour ago thatMrs. Trigger was found dead up in Newmarket. Fell down in a drunkenstupor, I�m told, and struck her head on somethin� sharp.�
�Good riddance,� said Cobb.
�And the second thing?�
�We�ve found ourselves a bona fidedetective, ain�t we?�
And he looked admiringly, imploringly atCobb.
***
In bed that night, after she had heard all of thepertinent details of the case and accounts of Cobb�s brilliance,Beth said, �Do you think Thurgood went after Betsy while she wasnursing her sick mom?�
�Thurgood told the magistrate that the girlslept beside her mother the whole time � ostensibly to nurse herbetter.�
�It seems that Betsy did lie to get the fivepounds to procure an abortion. Why would she herself have nothinted that a midwife would be a good idea that evenin�, knowin� itwould be the notorious Mrs. Trigger?�
�She knew her father, eh? He�d never call adoctor. Who else, then, but Mrs. Trigger? And remember, Betsyplayed ignorant of the facts of life when it�s obvious now that sheknew the trouble she was in and, vaguely, who might help her out ofit.�
�The poor girl probably only knew that amidwife would know what to do.�
�She was still an innocent in my book.�
�What I don�t get, though,� Beth said,stifling a yawn, �is why Thurgood would pursue Uncle Seamus somadly when he himself defiled his own daughter. Wouldn�t he havebeen wise to just let sleepin� dogs sleep?�
�True. But Thurgood tried to extort moneyfrom the Baldwins before making his charge against Uncle Seamuspublic. He was enraged when they slighted him, and once the wholebusiness got rolling, after Jake Broom�s accusation, there was noway for him to stop it. Besides, he never imagined anyone woulddiscover the truth. Once Betsy appeared to have named Uncle Seamusas the father of the child and he had his alibi handed to him, hemust have felt invulnerable.�
�He also had a wicked temper,� Beth pointedout. �And all that grief and guilt had to go somewhere, didn�tit?�
�This whole affair has been one vasttragedy.�
Beth brightened. �But it was you who realizedsomeone other than Uncle Seamus could have big, grey hair. It wasyou who thought up the idea that the wheat chaff and trickylighting could�ve caused Jake Broom to make a terriblemistake.�
Marc smiled. �It was, wasn�t it? You know,Mrs. Edwards, you�re married to a genius.�
Beth leaned over, kissed him and said, �Youain�t there yet, luv.�
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