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Аннотация
The fifth of six e-short story collections from New York Times bestselling suspense author Jan Burke, including three stories from the highly acclaimed print anthology Eighteen, praised as "Astonishing� wry� these stories are sure to delight" (Jeffery Deaver, #1 New York Times bestselling author of The Kill Room).
Justice Done is a mini-anthology containing a brand-new short story, with an added bonus of three stories from Eighteen: "Miscalculation," "Two Bits," and "An Unsuspected Condition of the Heart." New York Times bestselling author Jonathan Kellerman says of the anthology, "A delightful collection of page-turners. At turns chilling, funny, poignant � and always insightful. With these stories, Jan Burke's at the top of her game."
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The Quarry

A BUNNY SLYE STORY
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We were playing billiards late one June evening when Digby, that most excellent butler, let my host know that he had a caller. I glanced at the mantel clock and raised my brows. It was just past eleven.
�Wishy?� Bunny asked, calmly completing his shot.
�Yes, sir,� Digby replied.
�Slye,� I protested, �how could you possibly know-�
�Few other people would come to visit me at this hour, Max, and fewer still would manage to persuade Digby to let them in. And only one or two of those would ruffle Digby�s feathers.�
�Not at all, sir,� said Digby, eyeing him as only a servant who has known one from one�s diaper days may do.
A voice halloed from the hallway outside the door. �Bunny! You in there, Bunny?�
Digby�s nostrils flared.
�It�s all right, Digby,� said Slye. �Aloysius is untrainable.�
�Yes, sir,� the butler replied with deep feeling.
Anyone who had not previously met Aloysius Hanslow might be forgiven for imagining that the man who burst into the billiards room at that moment had come directly from a stage play about Sherlock Holmes, one in which he had the starring role. He was dressed in a deerstalker and caped coat, his clothing more suited to London three decades ago than to the country estate of a wealthy New York family.
I resided at that estate with Bunny, the damaged scion of that family. This is not said to insult him-I was damaged, too. My scarred face drove others away, but I would not trade my superficial wounds for his deeper, invisible ones. Boniface Slye had returned from the Great War seemingly whole. That he survived even a short time in the metropolis without a complete breakdown is a testament to his will and courage. Shell shock, some would call his condition. The less informed used other names. He managed several nerve-racking months in Manhattan before he suffered the episode that so embarrassed his family, they sent him away posthaste, allowing him-after some argument-to take his hideous physician friend with him. So in the city, the 1920s continued to roar, while we sought peace and quiet in the country.
Digby, aware that any attempt to divest Wishy Hanslow of his hat and coat would be futile, turned toward me and said, �Dr. Tyndale, I rely, as ever, on your good sense.�
He withdrew.
Bunny smiled at me. �That�s put me in my place, hasn�t it, Max?�
�I doubt it.�
Wishy, who had gradually overcome his inability to look at my face, said, �Oh, hello, Max. Glad you�re here. You�ll be needed. Old Grimes is dead.�
Bunny frowned. Then seeing my look of puzzlement, he said, �Mr. Everett Grimes owns-owned-several large tracts of land in the neighborhood. Grimes is of my father�s generation, so not as old as Wishy�s appellation would have one believe. Perhaps fifty-five years of age and a bit sporting mad, so I�d venture to say he�s in better condition than the pater. Or was until now.�
�A friend of the family?�
�No. Not a very pleasant fellow.�
�If the man is dead, he can�t possibly need me.�
�Sheriff Anderson specifically asked me to bring you there,� Wishy insisted. �Bunny, too.�
�Where might that be, Wishy?� Bunny asked.
�Marsdale Quarry. I�m to drive you. Explain on the way. Bring your bag, Max, if you would, please. Oh, and you may want a light coat. You know how chilly it is up here in the evenings.�

Wishy often did his own driving, but that night he left it to his capable chauffeur, Owen. While Owen took the Pierce-Arrow Series 51 limousine up country roads toward our destination, Wishy told us of receiving a call from Sheriff Anderson. �He said again that he wished you would get a telephone, Bunny.�
�Sometimes I wish you didn�t have one either, Wishy.�
�Nonsense! For one thing, how would I be able to let you know others were trying to reach you?�
�Indeed.�
This arrow went wide of the mark. Wishy nodded in satisfaction and continued. �Sheriff said you might be able to see something he�s missing. I�d be happy to tell you the particulars-�
Bunny held up a hand, smiled, and said, �Do you know, Wishy, I think I�ll ask you not to say more, if you don�t mind. I would like to view this scene without any preconceived notions.�
�Quite right,� Wishy said. �Quite right.�
This agreement did not mean that he fell silent. It was Slye who did so, slipping into a reverie while I was left to uphold conversation with Wishy. This required little effort on my part.
In a friendly spirit, Wishy proceeded to give me a hopelessly tangled history of the Grimes family, whose residency in the local area dated from just after the War of 1812. This tenancy of slightly over one hundred years made them new arrivals by Wishy�s standards. Grimes, described by Wishy as a ruthless businessman, until recent months had spent most of his time in the city, only coming to the country in the summer. At the end of March, though, he had sold his Manhattan home and retired to his estate here. He had greatly increased his fortune during the Great War, mostly as a result of investments in a Massachusetts shipbuilding yard.
Even before moving here permanently he had enlarged upon the family�s original holdings, and bought up properties of several neighbors who had been unable to weather the Panic of 1893.
�One such had been Mr. Marsdale, whose railroad failed after the stock market crash.�
�Marsdale couldn�t make money from the quarry?� I asked.
�Oh, heavens no. The quarry closed down in his grandfather�s time. Been abandoned for years. Full of brush and water now. Old Grimes uses Marsdale�s house as a hunting lodge, I�m told. One would think the main house here in the country-but if a man can afford it, why not?�
�Perhaps his wife does not wish him to fire guns on the property,� Bunny said, and I could see him falling back into a brown study.
I could also see that Wishy was about to remark on this and quickly said, �Not the season, is it? Are there fish in the quarry?�
�Yes, he stocks it,� Wishy said. �Or so I�ve heard. Don�t know if all three wives objected to such pursuits.�
�Three wives!�
�Old Grimes has been lucky in business, unlucky in love.�
It was enough to distract Bunny. �Wishy, perhaps you should clarify that Grimes did not maintain a harem.�
�Not what I meant at all! Which isn�t to say-what I mean is, married younger women, every time. Beautiful women. Didn�t help him. First wife went mad. Eleanor Grimes-Eleanor Delfontaine that was-her parents were dead by then, but the rest of her family disowned her. Aunts and uncles and such. Grimes had her locked up. Divorced. She escaped from the asylum, but do you know what I think?�
�No, what do you think?� Slye asked.
�Dead.�
�Really?�
�Stands to reason. Hasn�t been seen in years. Mad. No family to run to. Doubt she could survive in the woods, or go unseen in the countryside.�
�You make perfect sense.�
Wishy beamed, and continued. �Second wife, Anastasia Morgan Grimes, died. Some say of a broken heart, but that�s nonsense. Had a heart attack, but the Morgans are known for their bad tickers. I knew Anastasia, and you ask me, she didn�t care a rap for Grimes. Long as she could live out here and socialize with her old friends, she was happy. Didn�t like Manhattan. Didn�t bother her that he was having an affair with a woman in the city-�
�This was widely known?� I asked.
�There are few secrets out here in the countryside,� Bunny said.
�Few?� Wishy said. �None. Anyway, that woman is now the third Mrs. Grimes.�
�The Manhattan mistress?�
�Yes.�
�Any children by any of these marriages?� I asked.
Slye smiled. �No.�
�The third wife-�
�Susannah Carfield Grimes,� Wishy said.
�-inherits all?�
�So it would seem,� Slye said.
As we reached this point in my history lesson, Owen slowed the vehicle and turned up a lane that had signs reading DANGER-KEEP OUT! and NO TRESPASSING! liberally posted at its entrance. A few yards in, a deputy stood guard at a simple metal gate, recognized us, and opened it to us. �You�ll see another man up ahead. He�ll guide you.�
The dark, winding road was designed not for automobiles but for oxen teams and wagons. Eventually we came to a fork in the road where another deputy stood holding a lantern. He signaled to us to stop.
�You�ll be going to the right here, on the narrower road. You�ll see a couple of pillars after a sharp curve. Tricky there, so take it slow. The drive leads to a stone house. Sheriff Anderson will be waiting for you there, but be damned careful once you step out of the car-you�re at the top of the cliffs now.�

Owen�s skillful driving took us past the imposing pillars. These anchored a pair of spiked iron gates, open at the moment. The property immediately near the home was surrounded by a fence of similar design.
�This seems an awkward road for a quarry crew to use,� Slye said.
�This road�s just for the house, sir,� Owen said. �The place where we made the turn? That other fork leads off to the entrance to the quarry, the one that used to be used by the teamsters. Goes all along the old pit�s edge to the other side of the quarry. That�s where the main works were, way back when. Had all kinds of rigging and such. There were once stables and pens for the oxen there, and an old wooden bunkhouse. Don�t know if any of that�s still there, though.�
�Be like Old Grimes to have torn it all down,� said Wishy.
Once past the gates, we reached the center of activity. A two-story stone cottage stood in a large clearing, lights shining from its windows. Near a much smaller dwelling, a Hudson limousine was parked. The front fenders on both sides were damaged.
�What on earth has Billy done to that Hudson!� Wishy exclaimed.
�I thought you said his name was Everett,� I said to Slye.
�Billy Westley is Everett Grimes�s chauffeur.�
�The car is rather small for a man of Grimes�s wealth, isn�t it?�
�Oh, he owns several larger ones,� Wishy said. He reluctantly added, �Grimes bought a certain yellow Rolls-Royce I had in mind.�
�Outbid you?�
Wishy nodded, as if the experience was too bitter for words.
Owen parked near the porch, where a group of men stood talking. One of them was the sheriff, whose Model T was also parked nearby. Sheriff Anderson was speaking to the coroner. Our local coroner, who had been reelected to this three-year position four times, was a mortician with a kind heart, excellent when it came to dealing with bereaved families and processing paperwork, but utterly lacking in medical and investigative training. He looked relieved to see us.
�I�ll transport the body to the hospital after you�ve had a look,� he said. �Dr. Clermont will perform the autopsy, but he�s in the city for a meeting and will not be able to get back until tomorrow afternoon. I do appreciate your coming by tonight, Dr. Tyndale.�
�I can�t give you any sort of official opinion.�
�Oh, I understand, but Dr. Clermont did hope you�d be able to make some initial observations, given how helpful you were to us on other cases.�
�Thank you. I�ll do what I can, of course.�
�I never cared much for Grimes,� the sheriff said, �but-well, I know how you like to work, so I�ll accompany you while you have look around. And, Mr. Hanslow, given your expertise, if you don�t mind, would you please stay here with Deputy Bell, and examine this car a little more closely? I need your assistance.�
Wishy, puffing out his chest a bit, said he would be glad to be of service.
As we climbed the steps leading to the front door, the sheriff murmured to us, �Noticed the last time you helped me that Wishy became a bit queasy.� He hesitated, then added, �You two all right?�
Slye nodded toward me. �I believe the good doctor can look upon nearly anything with fortitude. I try to emulate him. Any of your men likely to set off fireworks or discharge a weapon?�
�No,� Anderson said. �And I hope you know I have never thought less of you for seeking a bit of peace and quiet out here.�
Slye smiled. �I do know it, and thank you.�
�You probably wish I wouldn�t call on you-�
�No, indeed, the reverse is true. I may tease Wishy, but in truth, being able to help you is� therapeutic.�
�If you�d get a telephone-�
�But then Wishy would be denied what is doubtlessly therapeutic for him, as well.�
Slye continued ahead, leaving the sheriff to stare after him for a moment.

The �cottage,� far too large to be called such, was in a remote location but in no way lacking in modern amenities-electricity, telephone, and indoor plumbing. The kitchen was also modernized. Grimes was lying on the floor between the dining table and an alcove that held the only telephone. He was wearing a silk dressing gown, and had apparently chosen this casual attire because he was dining alone. Strewn about the floor near him were a silver soup tureen, dinner rolls, a fine china bowl and plate, a crystal water glass, flowers, a vase, and monogrammed silverware. The bowl and glass were in fragments. It was clear the table had been set for one. The soup-stained lace tablecloth lay half atop him, as if he had grabbed on to it as he fell and brought everything on the table crashing down with him. Carrot or pumpkin soup, judging by the color.
In life, I realized, he would have had great strength. His arms were well-muscled, his shoulders broad, his general physique was that of a fit and active man. But one meal had changed all that-no amount of muscle would have protected him from the onslaught he had faced.
Grimes had been violently ill. His face was blue. His mouth and lips were a cherry-red color, and livid red blotches mottled his skin. His lips and teeth were covered with a dried bloody foam. Leaning close, I could just make out the faint odor of bitter almonds.
�Cyanide, at a guess. Lab tests could easily make certain. No one should touch any of this food-no one should eat or drink anything in this house.� I spent a few moments studying the body closely, making notes, and then indicated to Bunny that I had done all I could do on the score of making initial observations. �It will take lab work and an autopsy to learn anything definitive.�
�Who found the body?� Bunny asked.
�Housekeeper and a maid, apparently,� the sheriff said. �They were in the lower house while he ate. They came up to gather the dishes and saw what you see now. Housekeeper was smart enough not to touch anything, once she felt for his heartbeat. Quite shaken. Called us, and we asked them not to call anyone else or speak of this to anyone until we had a chance to ask questions.�
�Excellent. Are they here?�
�No, we took them home, but I�ve got deputies there, keeping an eye on everyone, and keeping members of the household separated until I come back.�
�Let�s continue to look around, then,� Slye said.
We began going through the rooms on the lower floor. Other than the mess in the dining room, the place was clean and neat. The surfaces were clutter-free and polished, the wooden floors gleamed. No dusty shelves, no cobwebs. The kitchen was likewise immaculate. Even the kettle on the stove, which held more soup, was shiny. The pantry was nearly bare, but the few staples and preserves it held were in clean containers and stored in an orderly fashion. Slye and I looked for possible sources of the poison, but there was no rat killer on hand nor could I find anything else that contained cyanide. I kept an open mind about the possible agent used to poison Mr. Grimes, and made note of anything that might even remotely be toxic. There were some products that contained arsenic and other poisons, but such a large amount of these substances would need to be used to reach the required toxicity, I doubted that Grimes would have so much as tasted such a meal.
Recent articles in the newspapers about the fatal side of Prohibition, particularly concerning those who died from the ingestion of wood alcohol, made me search for something of that nature, even though I did not believe it was consistent with what signs I had seen on Grimes. No illegal stash of alcohol, neither the �good stuff� nor bathtub gin, was hidden in the kitchen or pantry.
A search of the other downstairs rooms, which included a billiards room and a gun room, yielded nothing of special interest. Slye did note that several of the guns seemed to be missing, but since Grimes had not been shot, I didn�t think this meant much.
We climbed the stairs.
Upstairs, we found three large bedrooms. There was also a bathroom, which the sheriff informed us had been converted from a former bedroom. �Not too long ago, and at great expense,� he added.
Two of the bedrooms, those facing the clearing, appeared to be unoccupied. One contained no bed, although a handsome carpet had marks that showed there had been one in the room until recently. Each of these bedrooms had a fireplace, and while wood and kindling stood ready, neither fireplace bore the appearance of recent use, and both were swept clean. Each room had a large wardrobe, and a quick look showed these to be empty, as were the dressers.
On the opposite side of the hallway, the third and largest bedroom was luxurious. It included a spacious area before the fireplace with two large chairs and side tables. With the exception of the bed itself, which was rather plain, all the furniture was heavy and ornate. A maple drop-leaf secretary with complex inlay work stood out not only because of its beauty, but because it was the one surface in the house that seemed not to have been dusted or straightened. A hodgepodge of papers and envelopes, an expensive fountain pen, a silver letter opener, and a pair of scissors were among the items that covered its surface. Unlike the other bedrooms, this room held personal effects-clothing, a razor, a watch, jewelry, and so on.
Like everything else in the room, the fireplace was on a grander scale than those in the rooms across the hall. But like them, all was swept clean, and logs and kindling stood ready on the grate.
On the opposite side of the room, a row of south-facing windows looked out at the quarry. The moon was up now, bright and full, laying a silver strand of light across the water. Some of the windows were open, making the room chilly.
�This was Grimes�s room,� the sheriff said. �Only room on this side of the house with a view. Lovely view, yet no one working in the kitchens or sitting in any of the downstairs rooms can get a glimpse of it. Stupid design, if you ask me.�
Bunny said nothing in response, caught up in studying not the contents of the secretary, as I thought he ought to, but the headboard. He moved closer to it, ran his fingers over it, then used a flashlight to peer down the narrow space between the headboard and the wall behind it. He then got down on all fours and examined the floor beneath the bed.
The sheriff, watching him, asked, �Do you think he was poisoned in here?�
�Hmm? Oh no, no. That was most likely the soup. Max, how long would you say it takes cyanide, ingested, to have a fatal effect?�
�Depending on the dose and how much an individual had eaten of other foods, which might act as a buffer-fifteen to forty-five minutes, although the sensation of feeling suffocated might set in sooner.�
Bunny stepped to the windows and studied them as well. He unlatched one of the screens and leaned out, farther than I thought safe. He played his flashlight on something below.
�Careful!� the sheriff said. �Nothing but a straight drop down the cliff from here.�
�Thank you. But I see there must be some less daring way to get down to the water-there is a boat dock just to the east.� He pulled his head back in, to my relief, and refastened the screen.
�Yes, a set of stone steps leads down to it, but it�s a bit of a walk from the house.�
�No boat, though?�
�Grimes owned a rowboat that he used for fishing. We noticed it�s not at the dock. Could be adrift, but I won�t let my men look for it until the sun�s up-�
�No, it is certainly not a matter over which any of your men should risk their lives. It will keep a few more hours.�
�May I know why you are interested in that headboard?� the sheriff asked.
�Oh, it�s probably the key to everything, since the room has been swept and the wall repaired.�
�Repaired?�
Bunny had moved on to peer into the wardrobe, in which men�s clothes were neatly hung or folded. �The house is distinctly masculine. Does Mrs. Grimes never come here?�
�I�m about to head over to the Grimes estate to ask. Want to come along?�
�She has not yet been informed?�
�Oh yes-only that he is dead and that we are investigating-and one reason we�re stretched thin here is that I�ve had to leave several deputies there to keep an eye on things. Don�t want them all cooking up stories.�
�An excellent precaution. May I ask, what was her reaction to the news?�
He scratched his head. �I�ve been doing this a long time, Mr. Slye, and I�d swear she was surprised. But she had a career on the stage before she married Grimes, so who knows. And while she was surprised, I�d never say she was grief-stricken.�
�Did she pretend to be?�
�Not in the least.�
�Is your photographer still here?�
�Yes.�
�You might want to ask him to photograph the bed and the wall behind it.�
�Why?�
�Nothing I�m sure of yet, but-do you notice that only two pieces of furniture in this room do not match the others? The secretary and the bed. The secretary is as finely crafted as the rest. There are signs that it has been in use for some time. The bed, however, is unadorned maple, and while it fits in size, it does not match the carved mahogany of the wardrobe, the dresser, the side tables, the chair-which are not only of the same wood, but all carved with the same pattern. It appears to me that someone hastily replaced the bed-mattress, bedstead, and all. Perhaps with the one that previously stood on the carpet in the room across the hall.�
The sheriff frowned. �I confess I�m still at a loss.�
�And so we must both be, until we spend some time talking to Mrs. Grimes and those in her household.�
Once we were outdoors again, Bunny paused, staring at the small building on the other side of the clearing.
�Servants� quarters?�
�So it seems,� the sheriff said.
�A moment, then,� he said, and crossed over to it.
Wishy, who was directing some activity near the gateposts, waved to us, then returned to an intense conversation with Owen.
With the sheriff, I followed Slye to the door of the small stone structure.
It was more akin to a true cottage: one open room with a fireplace, a sleeping loft, a rough table, two chairs, and an oil lamp. A book sat on the corner of the table, with a bookmark placed at about the halfway point. There were two small windows, one of which faced the road, the other the woods. The latter gave a fine view of an outhouse. Obviously the craze for modern plumbing had not extended to the servants� quarters.
�You�ve already looked through this house?� Slye asked the sheriff.
�Yes. It�s empty, other than the furnishings and a few books.�
�How odd.�
�The main house is not far away. Perhaps they did not make use of this place, but returned home and slept in their own beds.�
�Leaving Mr. Grimes here without transportation, a cook, or other assistance.�
�I see your point.�
Slye picked up the book on the table. He opened it to the marked page and smiled. � �Toxicology.� �
�It�s a book on poisons?� the sheriff exclaimed. �And my men missed that!�
�Oh no, absolve them. The book is Alexandre Dumas p�re�s The Count of Monte Cristo. The title of the chapter is �Toxicology.� �
�You think the owner of that book is our poisoner?�
�Our poisoner could be nearly anyone. We are still gathering facts. But no, if I recall correctly, that chapter of the book discusses arsenic, not cyanide.� Slye spoke absently while looking toward the loft. �Are the cook-housekeeper and the chauffeur a married couple?�
�Married?� The sheriff followed his gaze. �I see what you mean. Not suitable accommodations for a mix of unmarried male and female employees, is it? We�ll need to ask Mrs. Grimes about the situation here.�
Wishy rejoined us, and the sheriff accepted a ride to the Grimes estate. As Owen smoothly negotiated the difficult turn, the sheriff commended him. �Tell you the truth, I thought I was going to have a smashup on my way in here.�
�Billy did,� Wishy said. �Twice.�
Owen, overhearing him, said, �Not Billy Westley, sir.�
Wishy looked irritated by the contradiction.
�Perhaps he was drunk,� the sheriff suggested.
�No, sir. If you�ll forgive my intruding into the conversation.�
�Your knowledge of him could be very helpful to us, Owen,� Slye said, and Wishy subsided. �Why are you so certain he could not have been drunk?�
�Took the pledge a long time ago-before Prohibition passed, sir. And kept to it. Billy�s a cheeky bastard who knows how well he drives and how good he looks, but he�s a sober one, for all that. His father was a drunkard who died in a carter�s accident. It�s why his mother ended up working for Old-for Mr. Grimes.�
�In what capacity?�
�Isidora Westley is the housekeeper now, sir. Billy grew up in that house, learned to be a chauffeur there. And if he ever so much as caused a scratch on any of Mr. Grimes�s cars, I�d like to know who saw it happen.�
�I will grant you his reputation on all counts,� Wishy said, �but someone who didn�t drive as well smashed two fenders on that car. One coming and one going, I�d say. Probably getting past the pillars while negotiating the turn near the gates. Examined the gates myself. Paint on them. Hard to tell in the dark, but looked to be the same color as the Hudson.�
�Why are you sure it was two separate times, and not both sides at once?� Slye asked.
�Way the gates are marked. Coming in, struck the gate that would have been on his left, scraping the left fender on the side of the gate nearest the pillar. Leaving, hit that same gate, which was now on his right, damaging the right fender. That damage is on the other end of the gate, the part that is farthest from the pillar.�
�Excellent work, Wishy.�
Even in the darkness I could see Hanslow blush. �Something else you should know. Driver�s seat is wet.�
�With, er, what?� the sheriff asked.
�Water, far as I can tell. Not blood-found it by pressing my hand onto the seat as I leaned across to look at the floor. Startled me, but when I looked at my hand, no blood on it. Floor on that side was wet, too. Think it might be water from the quarry. Billy may have gone for a swim. Not sopping wet, just damp.�
�Anything else unusual on the inside of the Hudson?�
�A few small bird feathers in the passenger compartment. Goose or duck, I think. Probably from a pillow or some such. Wouldn�t be riding around with poultry in the vehicle, not an automobile like that. Wouldn�t make sense. Besides, you�d find other things you wouldn�t want inside with you. Birds don�t hold back. Anyway, not much else. Kept it clean.�
�Again, Wishy, I applaud your ability to observe. This is indeed helpful.�
Wishy was spared a response by our arrival.
The Grimes home was an imposing mansion built in the Italian Renaissance style, bordered by Ionic columns that were topped by terraces.
�Much bigger than the original home,� Wishy said, not in approval.

I can say without hesitation that Susannah Carfield Grimes was one of the most beautiful women I�ve ever seen. That evening-now in the early morning hours-she wore an emerald-green silk dress. Her straight dark hair was cut in a bob. Her butler admitted us and took our hats, but she came down the winding marble staircase almost as soon as we arrived, welcoming us. Nothing in her appearance or her manner indicated that she was affected by grief, by the lateness of the hour, or by the wreckage that is my visage. Her lack of response to my deformities was quite unusual. My looks are typically especially frightening to the beautiful.
The grand foyer included a fountain and, high overhead, a dome of stained glass. She led us to an elegant little parlor and offered us coffee. �Or whatever you prefer to drink,� she added with a smile. The sheriff looked so bedazzled by her smile that if she next indicated she�d like to turn the house into a speakeasy, I felt sure he might volunteer to serve as a bartender.
Slye said, �A hot cup of coffee would be most welcome,� and broke the spell.
She took a seat on a sofa. We took the four remaining chairs. When we were seated and provided with coffee, she said, �You have not told me how Everett died.�
The sheriff glanced at me.
�A medical condition?� she asked. �But he is not very old.�
�We cannot be sure at this time,� I said cautiously, �but he appears to have ingested poison.�
�Poison? How awful!� For the first time, she seemed shaken. �Accidentally?�
�I think not,� Slye said.
The sheriff, perhaps seeing that he had lost control of the situation, began to ask questions. She answered them calmly.
She had last seen Everett Grimes two days earlier.
�You were apart for two days? Isn�t that unusual?�
�No. It is more unusual for us to speak as frequently as we did by telephone over the last two days. Often, I do not see him for weeks at a time, especially if he is at the quarry.� She paused. �Did you not know? I thought rumor kept all my neighbors apprised of our situation.�
�I may have heard some such,� the sheriff said, �but I can�t base an investigation on rumor.�
�Let me confirm what is true, then. My husband and I are not much together, an arrangement which has been mutually acceptable.� She paused. �Dear me. How difficult to think of him in the past tense.� She was silent for some moments, but what she was thinking or feeling in those moments, I cannot say. She then went on as if there had been no pause. �When he wishes to be here, I find reasons to be in the city, or visiting friends, or traveling.�
�May I ask why?�
�I�ll try to explain. He found me at a time when, to all appearances, I was a success. The truth is, I was ready to leave the stage but had no real future outside of the theater. I could see that my career was unlikely to last.
�Enter Everett. He enjoyed having a younger woman at his side, and I could see that he especially enjoyed being envied. A competitive streak that I suppose has served him well in business. He likes to win. I was surprised when he proposed. I never expected an offer of marriage from Everett, but he was set on it. If any of his family had been living, I�m sure there would have been outrage. Even here in the country, the match did not find acceptance. But all I saw was security and comfort, more than I�d ever previously enjoyed. If that sounds mercenary, let me say that I�ve paid since.�
She took a sip of coffee, then continued. �Before we were wed, I had already become aware that he was the sort of gentleman who enjoyed pursuit more than whatever might follow his conquest. This proved to be the case in our marriage, just as it had been in his previous marriages. He was a man of strong passions. I have often thought that he saved all his cool-headedness for business. Outside that sphere, though, he could be moody, angry-quite difficult to live with.�
�I have witnessed the same of him,� Slye said. �If you have lacked invitations, Mrs. Grimes, I believe his temperament and, er, roving eye had more to do with your exclusion from local society than any thoughts about your former career.�
I wasn�t sure Slye was being truthful, given the stuffiness of some of his neighbors, but I said nothing. His opinion, however, was supported by Wishy.
�Indeed!� Wishy said. �Hate to speak ill of the dead, but-well, if I don�t, I suppose there�s not much to say about him.�
�Did he allow you the same freedoms he insisted upon for himself?� Slye asked.
�Oh, no. Everett was a man who would suffer no insult to his pride.�
�Had he experienced such an insult recently?� Slye asked.
�Yes. Perhaps that�s why he took poison? I would not have thought it of him.�
�Tell us what happened,� Slye asked, not answering her question or correcting her assumption that Grimes was a suicide.
�He had been doing his best to annoy one of the kitchen maids, Jeannie Lindstrom. We have had trouble keeping young female help for this very reason. I was about to offer her enough severance to be able to support herself while she looked for another position, but as it turned out, she ran off with the chauffeur. Billy�s also young, and as handsome as Jeannie is pretty. I could see he was smitten with her, but it has caused a tremendous amount of upset here. Billy�s mother is my housekeeper, and she is beside herself. And now we are not only short-staffed, but�� She gave us a rueful look.
�What is it?� the sheriff asked.
�I was going to say that Everett can�t drive worth a-worth a darn, but I suppose I no longer need to worry about that.�
�What day did the lovers take flight?� Slye asked.
�Two days ago. Everett phoned me in quite a state. It took me a while to understand that he thought Billy had arranged to run away with Jeannie, and furthermore, that Billy had vandalized the Hudson. That was late in the afternoon. He was upset, but made a point of asking me to swear the staff to secrecy. I could tell even then that it was a terrible blow to his pride. He sounded shaken.�
Slye said, �May I ask, Mrs. Grimes, what the arrangements were for staff at the quarry house?�
�He had decided that Jeannie should work as the cook while he was there to do some fishing. Mrs. Huddleson, one of our other maids, was to be there as well, doing cleaning.�
�Did they stay at the property?�
�Oh, no. Mrs. Westley-Billy�s mother-does her best to protect the female staff. Billy would come here early in the morning and drive whoever would be helping up to the cottage, then depending on where he or they were needed most, brought them back in the early evening. It�s just a few minutes� drive, as you know. Billy stayed there overnight-you�ve seen the little house?�
�Yes,� the sheriff said.
�That�s where Billy stayed when Everett was at the quarry. So if Everett needed assistance or wished to leave, his driver was right there. Billy was a favorite of Everett�s-like his mother, he had a way of dealing with Everett that prevented many an upset. And his mother relied on Billy to protect the women.�
�So, if this Mrs. Huddleson was there, how did the young couple manage to elope?� the sheriff asked.
�Everett went fishing. Mrs. Huddleson asked to be brought back here-she had much to do, and Everett�s habit was to take a basket of sandwiches and a thermos with him early in the morning and stay out all day. Jeannie was completing some work in the kitchen, and Billy said he�d make a second trip. Mrs. Huddleson thought nothing of it. They were careful not to raise any alarms here-took none of their possessions from this house, although Everett said Billy cleared out all his own things from his quarters at the quarry.�
She hesitated, then added, �Perhaps Mrs. Huddleson knew what was going on and aided them-if true, that wouldn�t surprise me. Billy grew up here and is much doted upon by the older staff, who have all adopted him to one degree or another.�
Wishy�s brows drew together. �But if the Hudson was still at the quarry, how�d the lovers run off? I mean, not a second automobile missing, is there?�
�Billy wouldn�t have stolen an automobile from us,� she said. �Everett was convinced that a friend must have aided them-drove up to the cottage while Everett was out on the water, fishing.�
�Two days ago,� Slye said, musing. �Since Mr. Grimes was then left without help, did he drive himself back here?�
�No. He was in a foul mood and said he didn�t want anyone to disturb him, that he had plenty to eat and would just drive the Hudson down to the village if he needed anything more.� She shook her head. �He was emphatic about being left alone, but I swear to you, I had no idea that he meant to do himself harm.�
�Please don�t let that trouble you,� Slye said. �You had no way to predict what would happen at the quarry.�
�Yesterday,� the sheriff asked, �who from this household went there?�
�Mrs. Westley. He asked for her specifically, but it would probably have been her anyway-I�m the only other person in the house who drives. She drives as well as Billy, so she took the Ford-we have a Model T that she uses for errands.
�Everett was so upset when I spoke to him, and behaving so oddly, I told her to take Mrs. Huddleson with her, even though that left us very shorthanded here. I asked them to work together and to try not to be out of each other�s sight. Everett wanted to have someone clean the place thoroughly, and the small house, too. They spent most of the day there. It was rather cruel of him, I think, to take his frustrations out on Mrs. Westley. She�ll eventually come to accept Billy�s decision, but right now she�s unhappy about it.�
�What time did the women come back?�
�About four, I think. Then they drove back later, to take his dinner to him.�
The sheriff looked to Slye, who said, �Mrs. Grimes, may we please speak to Mrs. Westley?�
�She is so upset-�
�Please. It is important.�
She watched him warily for a moment, then rang for the butler and asked that the housekeeper be brought to the parlor.
Mrs. Westley�s face bore the marks of grief in more than her swollen eyes, reddened nose, and trembling lips. A sturdily built woman of a certain age, she nevertheless seemed to me a fragile being, lost in some fog of remembrance, nearly unresponsive to her environment. I offered her my chair. She suddenly seemed to see me for the first time and cringed away from me, but when I moved aside from the chair, she collapsed into it.
�Mrs. Westley,� Mrs. Grimes said, �you must answer the questions these gentlemen put to you. And thank you, Dr. Tyndale. I apologize for my housekeeper�s lapse in manners. Forgive her-she is not herself. Please, have a seat here by me on the sofa.�
This speech had a fortifying effect on Mrs. Westley, who offered her own apology.
�Mrs. Westley,� the sheriff asked, �did anything seem unusual when you were at the cottage yesterday?�
�Mr. Grimes was in a strange mood, and behaving as if he was angry with me, telling me I had done a poor job of raising my son to have him run off with Jeannie. I expected as much of Mr. Grimes.�
�Anything else?�
She twisted her hands together in her lap, then said, �I saw that he had been moving the furniture about, which was unusual. He seldom does things for himself, but if he gets a whim, there�s no telling what he�ll be up to. He had got rid of one of the headboards-in his room, that is. And the room smelled of patch and paint, but we didn�t dare ask him about it. Mrs. Huddleson and I just did our work and tried to stay out of his way. He upset me, I admit it. I am sorry that things have-have come to this. Truly sorry.�
�Did you prepare Mr. Grimes�s dinner?�
�No, sir, our cook did.�
�Did Mr. Grimes eat the same food as was served here?�
�Yes, sir. No one wanted to eat much, with everything and everyone so upset. The cook had made a lovely carrot soup and soft dinner rolls. Mr. Grimes said that would be plenty for him.�
�Who prepared the soup for transport to the quarry house?�
She frowned in concentration. �Cook ladled it out of the pot and into a jar. I drove and Mrs. Huddleson carried the jar into the house and heated it up. Mrs. Huddleson was in the kitchen with me. We had brought a tureen with us. I poured the soup into it and helped her serve the meal.�
�And you were not in the house while he ate?�
�No, sir. We asked if he needed anything else, and he said he wanted us to hurry up and finish cleaning the servants� quarters, and let him be. It had been a long day already, so we didn�t mind getting back to work in the other house.�
�Has anyone here who ate the soup become ill?�
�No, sir.�
�You had some of this soup yourself?�
�Yes, sir.�
�Was there anything strange in the taste of it?�
�No, sir. It was very good, spicy and sweet.�
Mrs. Grimes said, �I had some as well. It�s as she said.�
The sheriff hesitated, then glanced at Slye.
Slye smiled, then said to Mrs. Grimes, �May we look through the kitchen area?�
�Of course.�
�And perhaps you could ask Mrs. Huddleson to join us there?�
�Unless she�s gone to bed, I�m sure she�ll be there now.�

It was as she had guessed. Mrs. Huddleson, who proved to be of an age with Mrs. Westley, had a kindly face and easy manner. She was sitting with the cook, who was feeding a substantial breakfast to one of the sheriff�s deputies. The man was startled by the advent of his boss, and stood to attention. The sheriff waved him back to his seat and told him to finish his meal.
The kitchen was clean, if not as orderly as the one at the quarry house. It was not in disarray, it merely had the look, feel, and heavenly aroma of a kitchen in use, rather than the sterile environment of the one at the quarry. The cook bristled at the sheriff�s suggestion that the small remaining quantity of the previous night�s soup should be sealed and taken for testing, or that anything could be amiss with her soup.
�Do you think me a poisoner?� she thundered.
While the rest of us made efforts to soothe her-a task made more difficult when the deputy seemed to lose his appetite-Slye roved toward the area where the pots and pans were stored. Our discussion came to a halt when he said, �I believe I�ve found the poison.�
�What!� the cook shouted. Mrs. Westley turned pale.
�Oh, nothing you prepared.� He held up a jar. �This is your silver polish?�
�Yes, sir,� the cook said.
�Who polished the tureen today?�
�I did,� Mrs. Westley said weakly, sitting down in a kitchen chair.
Slye brought the jar to the sheriff. �Many brands of silver polish contain cyanide, as does this one. The tureen was quite large. If this polish was not rinsed well from its inner surface, enough cyanide may have remained to mix with the soup and cause Grimes�s poisoning. There was recently just such a case in the city.�
Mrs. Westley was shaking now, her face buried in her hands.
�An accident, then,� Mrs. Grimes said firmly.
�Yes, of course,� the sheriff said, and a gust of relieved sighs went through the room.
Then the sheriff noticed that Slye was staring out the kitchen window, and had said nothing in response to his pronouncement. �Mr. Slye, do you agree?�
�I don�t think you�ll ever prove it to be anything else,� Slye said absently. He refocused on the sheriff. �It wants only a few minutes before dawn. I know your men are tired, Sheriff Anderson, and no doubt most of them should be allowed to seek their beds. Allow us to return you to the quarry house. I don�t like to delay you, but there are one or two matters upon which I�d like to reassure myself.�
Mrs. Westley looked up at that, frightened. Slye took her hands and said gently, �You have suffered a terrible ordeal, and you have my deepest sympathies.�
She began to weep in earnest. Mrs. Huddleson took her to her quarters.
Mrs. Grimes thanked us and said that she would remain at home, but to call if she was needed at the quarry house. She begged us to let her know if she could be of help in any way.
�It occurs to me to ask a question I should have posed earlier,� Slye said, turning to Mrs. Grimes. �Was your husband allergic to feathers?�
�Feathers? Why, no. In fact, nothing but a feather bed and pillows would do for him.�
�Ah. Thank you. And if I may have a word with Mrs. Huddleson before we go?�
�Certainly.�
Mrs. Grimes asked the cook to go sit with Mrs. Westley and to request that Mrs. Huddleson rejoin us in the kitchen.
�Just one question, Mrs. Huddleson. When you were cleaning Mr. Grimes�s bedroom, did you find any loose feathers on the floor?�
�Oh! Yes, a few. But he had changed the beds around, so I expect that�s when it happened.�
�Changed the beds?�
�Yes.� She glanced nervously at Mrs. Grimes, then said, �Pardon me, missus, but he was out of his head, you ask me.�
�I don�t doubt it, Mrs. Huddleson. You must speak very plainly to these gentlemen, without worry about my feelings. What happened with the bed?�
�I can�t really say. He didn�t want us asking about it, but when we went to work in there-well! We were surprised. And he got irritated and said it no longer suited him, and he could do as he damned well pleased, and not to ask impertinent questions-but we hadn�t. We both worked for him long enough to know better than to say �boo� to him when he was in such foul mood.�
�Thank you, Mrs. Huddleson,� Slye said. �We�ll be going now.�

Once we were back in his limo, Wishy asked the question that was on all our minds.
�What the deuce was that about feathers, Bunny?�
�Do you remember the pillow fight we got into when we were seven?�
Wishy gave a delighted laugh. �Do I ever. Earned us each a tanning, and worth every blow. Feathers everywhere.�
�Exactly. Feathers, once no longer attached to their original owner, tend to scatter. Loosed violently from a pillow or mattress, they are nearly impossible to gather up again, as we learned when we were seven and were made to pick up the mess we�d made.�
�I agree, but I still don�t see what this has to do with Old Grimes losing his mind.�
�Oh, everything, Wishy. Everything.�

Slye did not reenter the quarry house, but invited us to accompany him on a walk to the dock. So we followed him across the property to the edge of the sheer drop down to the water. We could see our way now, but I was glad we had not made the attempt in the darkness.
In the growing light, I could see what an oasis it was, a deep, blue, walled-in lake, too perfectly rectangular along its shores, held in place by dramatic, hewn cliffs. Piles of cut and abandoned blocks of stone could be seen rising from the water here and there. The natural world had reasserted itself to some degree, with grasses and trees growing all along the sides, and a few trees rising out of the water closest to the cliffs. The quarry was an alluring place, if you could ignore the occasional rusted-out belt systems, rigging, and other derelict machinery that dotted its shores.
�From what you tell me, Sheriff,� Slye said, when we had paused on a stone landing about halfway down the steps, �loading a boat is more easily done from the other end of the quarry.�
�Yes.�
The sheriff was plainly losing his enthusiasm for Bunny�s methods.
This was not lost on Slye. �You are understandably tired and wishing for your bed. You are thinking that the matter of Grimes�s death has been resolved. And yes, in all likelihood, we do know how he was killed. But there remains the important matter of the other two murders.�
�What other two murders?� the sheriff was suddenly alert again.
�Of Billy Westley and Jeannie Lindstrom.�
�But they ran off-�
Slye interrupted him, saying in a fierce, quiet voice, �I cannot express to you how much I wish I could bring myself to hope that they are indeed on a honeymoon; how much I would love to learn that the two of them are cavorting about the countryside even without benefit of marriage. We could argue the moral implications of two healthy, good-looking, young people acting on their desires at that point, but first I would celebrate the fact that they must needs be alive in order to sin, if sin it is.� He gestured toward the water. �But this quarry lake, I am sad to say, is most probably their grave.�
Struck silent, we followed him as he made his way down to the dock. Birds were singing, a breeze rattled branches and whispered through the pines, bringing the scents of the forest to us. Our steps echoed on the stone stairs. No one spoke a word. The early light enhanced the colors around us, revealing a stunningly beautiful scene.
I could cheerfully hate it.
When we reached the dock, Slye said, �We observed several things, early in the day, that pointed the way. We learned other things from people who knew the three individuals well. We learned that Billy and Jeannie were smitten with one another. We learned that when fishing here, Grimes usually went out all day, that Mrs. Huddleson had been returned to the Grimes mansion by a young man who was no doubt looking forward to an encounter in a place where, for a few brief hours, no one would be telling him where to go and what to do, no mother or unofficial aunts and uncles coddling him or watching his every move. We know that Grimes, who had his own lustful plans for Jeannie, was hotheaded, competitive, thin-skinned, and had weapons at hand-some of which are missing from his gun room.�
He paused.
�I think more than one gun was taken in an attempt to confuse matters. Or he may have planned to construct a self-defense plea.�
�You mean,� Wishy said, frowning, �that Grimes fired off several weapons, and he planned to claim he�d been shot at, then fired back.�
�Precisely.�
�So what do you think happened?� the sheriff asked.
�No one living was here to witness what happened, but our observations give us the basics. Mr. Grimes repaired plaster on a bedroom wall, directly behind a point where two lovers� heads may have been nestled together. Two shots at least. Others may have lodged in the mattress or the lovers� bodies. As you know, Sheriff, there is unlikely to be self-restraint in such cases.�
The sheriff nodded. �Spurned lovers tend to overdo it.�
�Whatever he did required him to replace a headboard, a mattress, bedding. He opened windows on a chilly evening. He needed to telephone for help for further cleaning, and was very specific about who would answer that summons.�
�In that, he was cruel,� I said.
�Very much so,� Slye agreed. �Understanding that much of this is conjecture, but based on physical signs and what we know of the individuals concerned, here is what I believed happened. Grimes left the house at about this time of day two days ago. He took the rowboat out, but came back unexpectedly early.�
�Why?� I asked.
Bunny shrugged. �We can�t be sure, Max. Perhaps he forgot some part of his fishing tackle, remembered a new lure or something of that nature. Perhaps his unruly desire for Miss Lindstrom left him thinking he could send Billy and Mrs. Huddleson back to the mansion long enough to force his attentions on her. Perhaps, out on the lake, he happened to look into the window of his bedroom and saw them standing in an embrace. We will never know.�
�And they,� the sheriff said, �perhaps planning to leave his employ, thought to thumb their noses at him and make love in his own bed.� He shook his head. �What did Owen call him? �A cheeky bastard.� �
�Grimes and Billy perhaps had a few things in common,� Slye said.
�He grew up fatherless in Everett Grimes�s household,� I said. �His beliefs about manhood may have been molded by Grimes.�
�Likely, although until he could drive, he probably spent more time with the servants. As for using Grimes�s bed, since that is the only place in the house with a view of the lake, their choice may have been practical in intent-they could watch for his return, which they thought would come much later.
�In any case, finding these two in his bed must have enraged Grimes. I believe he reacted violently. He shot them both.
�Then what to do? He wrapped his victims up in the damaged and bloodstained bedding, and carried them down to the limousine. While not as large as Wishy�s Pierce-Arrow, the Hudson is a roomy vehicle. He included in his cargo the damaged headboard-perhaps he sawed it into smaller pieces first. He had the foresight to check in the small cottage and gather anything that might indicate Billy planned to stay. He overlooked or ignored The Count of Monte Cristo, which may have belonged to him, after all.�
He paused, frowning in concentration; then he went on.
�He probably hid the car nearby, in the highly unlikely case someone should come upon its gruesome cargo. He came back down theses step and rowed the boat to the other side of the quarry. He tied it up and walked back to the house. This all required a great deal of physical effort, but he was in excellent condition. He got into the Hudson and, with his limited driving skills, scraped the right front fender on his way out, as Wishy noted.
�He unloaded his burdens into the boat, which must have been crowded, with not only himself but two bodies, bedding, and perhaps even pieces of headboard, although he may have burned the wood.
�He planned to have the boat sink, and had to ensure it didn�t return to the surface. He would be especially concerned that the bodies not rise, as they would in the natural course of decomposition. Using materials readily available-this is a quarry, after all, with no shortage of rock-he undoubtedly weighted the rowboat�s contents. He rowed out a certain distance from the shore-not too close, but not too far, because the day had already been one of extreme exertion. He then intentionally damaged the boat, perhaps by drilling a hole in the hull beneath his feet, and let it sink. He swam back to shore.
�Between his fears and his efforts, he must have been quite exhausted at this point, but there was still more to do.�
�He got into the driver�s seat,� Wishy said, �sopping wet, and left water everywhere. Which is why the car was still damp the next day.�
�Exactly.�
�And coming back, he smashed the other fender!�
�So it seems. We cannot know the exact sequence of events after he returned to the quarry house. Perhaps he went upstairs and slept a little. Perhaps he set to work patching the wall and cleaning up the worst of it. Perhaps it was then that he called his wife, invented a tale of runaway lovers to hide his crime, and insisted he be left alone to ensure that no one from the mansion would come to the quarry. He still had one major problem to resolve. The bed itself.�
�Did the bed leave the feathers in the car?� Wishy asked.
�No, for even though the Hudson is large, it would have been quite loaded down at that point-bodies, headboard, Billy�s personal effects from the small house. I believe those feathers came from the bedding, possibly a damaged pillow, or perhaps a few feathers had clung to the bodies and were dislodged in transport.
�In all likelihood, not only the bedding but the mattress itself was stained. A feather mattress is bulky, too unwieldy to be included in the rowboat�s cargo. He had to discover a way to otherwise dispose of it. And he found one.
�Now, keep in mind that, to him, this is wholly his domain. This is how he must have quieted his fears of being apprehended for murder, and acted so boldly. This is his quarry, his personal lake, his home. He controls the only the roads that lead to it. He stocks the lake with the fish he likes to eat, then goes out alone to catch them. He has altered this home so that he has the best view, one he will not share with others except by invitation to his bedroom. He alone decides who will visit it and when.
�No, he didn�t worry much about discovery, given that he ruled this kingdom. He probably felt certain that once the bedroom was returned to order, he had little to fear. If questions were asked about the bed or the boat, he would quash them as impertinence. He was a rich man known to have his whims. Those dependent upon him were unlikely to challenge him. So-back to the disposal of the mattress.�
He paused. �Turn around, if you please, gentlemen, and look back toward the house.�
He had held our attention utterly, so until that moment we had not looked behind us.
Here and there along the cliff face below the house, in the trees growing up from the quarry water, and in clumps on the water at our level, were downy white feathers. A large, white, bloodstained, sheetlike object was draped in the branches of one of the trees. The mattress cover.
�Last night,� Slye said, �when I alarmed Max by leaning out the windows of Grimes�s bedroom, I saw many more of these feathers. But what Grimes did with the mattress is plain. He opened the window, but the feather mattress would not fit through it. He was tired at that point, and still had more to do before he could allow anyone else into the house. He used a knife or scissors from the nearby secretary to create an opening in the mattress cover, and spilled the feathers out the window, until he could fit what remained through the opening. The cover caught on a tree, but he believed he would have time to retrieve it later.
�What next? He disassembled a bed in one of the seldom-used guest rooms and reassembled it in his own room. He may have washed or destroyed whatever clothing he had on that day-we may find that at the foot of the cliff beneath his windows, as well.
�At some point after he had rested, he realized he should call in someone more experienced to do the real cleaning. He gives, as Max has noted, an especially cruel order, and requires the young man�s mother to do just that. The rest you know.�
He began to climb the cliff steps again.
�Slye!� the sheriff called after him.
Bunny stopped and turned toward him. �Yes?�
�Did she know?�
�Mrs. Westley? I�m not a mind reader, Sheriff Anderson.� Seeing the sheriff�s look of frustration, he relented a bit. �You saw everything she saw, and you believed the couple had run away. I stand by what I said to you earlier. You will have a hard time proving that Mr. Grimes�s death was other than an accident. If you believe there is some injustice here, by all means, arrest her.�
The sheriff swore quite colorfully, then said, �You know damn well I won�t.�
�Your compassionate approach to law enforcement is, indeed, why I am always happy to help you.�
All the way up the steps, I heard soft muttering behind us, with the phrase �compassionate approach to law enforcement� often being repeated.

The sheriff brought more men to the quarry and dragged the lake in an area Slye suggested as the place where the boat most likely lay. It took several hours, but they found it and were able to recover the bodies.

Some weeks later, Digby announced a visitor: �Mrs. Senechett.�
Bunny said, �What a pleasant surprise! By all means, show her in.�
There was something in Digby�s manner that made me ask Bunny if I should give him privacy. He smiled and told me to stay, that I would find this visitor interesting.
He was right. An elegant woman stepped into the room, who, if only nearly as divine as Mrs. Grimes in appearance, had a je ne sais quoi that made me think that if she had a favor to ask, I would do all in my power to make her happy. She was perhaps ten years my senior. A decade never seemed of less consequence.
She saw Bunny, hurried to him, and embraced him, saying, �Boniface! How good of you to admit me when I�ve not given you a word of warning!�
�Eleanor, could I ever deny you? Come, you must meet my good friend Dr. Max Tyndale, who does his best to keep me sane.�
For the second time that summer, I met a gorgeous woman who did not seem to notice my own appearance. She smiled at me, took my hand in hers, and said, �Oh, Bunny has written to tell me all about you. How fortunate he is to have such a friend.�
We were seated. Digby brought in refreshments, then made himself scarce.
Eleanor Senechett shook her head. �Bunny, you devil, you didn�t tell Dr. Tyndale who I am.� She laughed and turned to me. �You should be warned, sir, that you are having tea with a dangerous lunatic.�
�Bunny is not dangerous. Mostly not,� I amended.
�She means I should warn you that she is an escapee from an asylum-although I think that the order concerning Eleanor Delfontaine Grimes, now Eleanor Senechett, has been lifted, am I right?�
�Yes, you wonderful man. Senechett sends his love and wants to know if there is a quiet place you�d like to have dinner together to celebrate. I�ve been in Beaumont too long to know what�s what around here.�
�Beaumont, Texas?� I asked.
�Yes. My husband is in the oil business. Has Bunny not told you the story?�
�It�s your story to tell, Eleanor,� Bunny said.
�All right, short version for my part of the story. When I was far too young to know any better, I allowed my father to persuade me to marry a man he had chosen for me, a businessman named Everett Grimes. I believe you know enough about him-and at last the world knows enough about him-for me not to need to explain how that worked out. You know he had me committed?�
�Yes.�
�For noticing that he was unfaithful and daring to object to it. My parents were no longer living by then, he controlled my inheritance, and he had a local judge in his pocket.�
�That, too, is being looked into,� Slye said.
�Good. I promised the short version. Here it is. There was a sixteen-year-old boy I won�t name, who quite unexpectedly helped me to escape, and to live for a brief time in a little caretaker�s cottage at the far reaches of the family estate. Said boy was utterly charming, and I believe-if I may be so shameless as to admit it-he had a crush on me.�
�A mad crush,� Bunny said with a grin. �But� well, sixteen.�
�This noble sixteen-year-old who could have been in so much trouble-arrested, but worse, targeted by Everett Grimes as an enemy-in the true madness of his mad crush arranged for me to travel to the home of a female cousin in Texas, a young woman starting a business of her own, and who probably received the money for my wages from her wealthy cousin in New York.�
�You�re wrong, Eleanor. She would accept nothing from me.�
�That�s a relief. And she did make a success of it.�
�With your astute help.�
She waved this away. �Short version! While on the job, I met one Mr. Senechett, oilman. The stuff practically comes up out of the ground looking for him, although at that time he was just hoping his first well would come in. I told him he was falling for a lunatic, he told me I was, too, since you had to be crazy to wildcat. We married. The rest-the rest is that we adore Boniface Slye and all who are good to him.�
Bunny, to my amazement, blushed. �It is you who are too good to me. Now, as for a quiet place, no one in the village cooks as well as Armand. You will dine here, of course.�
A little later, as we talked of Grimes, Bunny said, �Eleanor, it is most regrettable to find myself speculating about such things, but-is there any chance that Everett was Billy�s father?�
She glanced at me. �Since you�re here, Dr. Tyndale, I know you are discreet. Yes, Bunny, of course there is. There never was any drunken carter named Westley. I invented him, and bought her a ring to wear. I hired her so the child would have a home and a roof. Everett had long lost interest in her. I could not prove to you that he was Everett�s, but I don�t think she�s the type who would have spread her favors around, if I can say that without shocking Dr. Tyndale.�
�Max,� I said.
�He is remarkably hard to shock,� Bunny said.
She smiled. �One needs that sort of constitution to be friends with you, Bunny.�
�How did you learn of her?� I asked.
�Mrs. Westley? Oh, Mrs. Huddleson, who is a real widow, knew about her situation. It took quite a bit for me to get the story out of Huddie, but she told me, and agreed to help spread the tale of the carter.�
�Did Everett Grimes never recognize a likeness in the boy?� I asked.
�No. As I believe the world knows now, Everett could be quite self-absorbed. But, Max, please say nothing of this to others. Poor Mrs. Westley has had enough to bear.�
�The boy was reading your old copy of The Count of Monte Cristo,�Bunny said. �I have wondered if he knew. If he imagined himself to be Edmond Dant�s.�
�Waiting to avenge himself on those who do not recognize him as the one they have wronged?�
He nodded. �If so, it went terribly awry.�
�Forgive me,� I said. �But perhaps he was just a young man in love, trying to impress a beautiful girl.�
�I agree,� Eleanor said, looking at Bunny. �It worked out sadly this time, but I have known young men to behave foolishly on behalf of the women they love, and have it work out quite differently.�
From below we heard a man with a drawl shout, �Digby, you old son of a bitch! How you keepin�? Tell that boss of yours to get a telephone!�
�Up here, Senne!� Eleanor called, her face lighting up in pleasure. I could no longer count Susannah Grimes as the most beautiful woman I had ever seen.
�Yes, quite differently,� Bunny said, but I suspect that due to Senechett�s arrival, I was the only one who heard him.



Miscalculation
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�All set?� Ada asked. �Of course you are. There isn�t a Girl Scout in the world who took �be prepared� as seriously as you did, Sarah.�
�From the size of that trunk I saw poor Mr. Parsons carrying out of here, I�d say you�re the one who�s over-prepared,� Sarah Milington replied. �Really, Grandmother, we�re only staying on the Queen Mary overnight.�
�I�m sure you�re right,� her adoptive grandmother said, embracing her as she reached her. �And it�s likely I still haven�t brought half of what I really need. You�re the one who�s best at details. If you would come to live with me again-�
�Grandmother�� Sarah warned.
�Never mind, I won�t pester you about that now. I think a trunk makes it seem so much more like a real cruise-Oh, here�s Robert,� she said, seeming so pleased that Sarah had to tamp down an annoying little flair of jealousy. More irritating, she was fairly sure Robert Parsons had noted her discomposure.
Although he was always polite to her, Sarah had yet to feel completely at ease around Parsons. Some of this unease was undoubtedly due to her grandmother�s delight in surrounding both Parsons�s background and his position in her household with an air of intrigue, but Sarah knew this was only part of why she felt self-conscious when Parsons was near.
For all his own quietness, his presence in this house caused a great deal of talk. He was the inspiration for plenty of local gossip-gossip that undoubtedly pleased Ada Milington. Robert Parsons-good-looking, broad-shouldered, and not more than thirty years old, had been part of Ada�s household for nearly a year now.
At first, Sarah had believed that the rest of the staff, all much older than Parsons and notoriously protective of her grandmother, would rebel at his presence. In this she was mistaken. Parsons, she now reflected-recalling that he had just carried the largest trunk she had ever seen out to the van-was undoubtedly a godsend to the aging servants. He seemed more than willing to do heavy lifting and to take on any task, no matter how arduous. And, she was forced to admit, he gave every sign of being sincerely devoted to her grandmother.
Sarah knew she had no real personal complaint to make of him. Long accustomed to her grandmother�s love of outrageous behavior, she decided that it was not her place to interfere. Ada had survived four husbands, and if she now wanted to have a fling with a man almost fifty years her junior, Sarah would not be the one to object.
Ada turned to the rest of the staff, which had gathered in the entry. �We�re off on our cruise!� she announced grandly, waving a kiss at them. Amid tossed confetti and their boisterous cheers of �Bon voyage� and �Many happy returns!� she took Parsons�s arm and allowed him to lead the way to the van.
He hadn�t loaded the luggage very efficiently, Sarah thought with a frown, seeing that he had strapped the huge trunk to the long rack on the van�s roof. By simply removing a seat, he could have fit it inside. The wind resistance would have been lower, and she would have obtained better gas mileage. She was considering this problem when Parsons, after gently helping Ada into the front passenger seat, surprised Sarah by opening the sliding door to the side of the van and seating himself in the back.
No wonder he had left the seat in place! She felt herself blush at the thought of her grandmother marching up the Queen Mary�s gangplank with this virile-looking male in tow. And if Robert Parsons was sharing a room with Ada-but then, she quickly reminded herself, that was none of her business.
Ada�s smile told her that her grandmother was waiting for a challenge, but Sarah merely started the van and began the drive to Long Beach.
She couldn�t help but feel herself an injured party, though. She had wanted to talk privately to her grandmother, perhaps even to confide in her about the dream she had had last night-a recurring, claustrophobic dream from her childhood, of being locked in a closet. That was certainly not possible now. She could picture Robert Parsons�s amusement over that.
�A little ridiculous to have Bella and the others throwing confetti,� she said aloud. �It isn�t really a cruise, after all.�
�I�m pretending it is,� Ada answered. �It�s the closest I can come to a cruise. You know I get seasick.�
�I know nothing of the sort. You�ve been on real cruises.�
�And got sick on the last one. Never again. I do love the ocean, I just don�t want to be feeling it pitch and roll as I blow out my candles. So this will be my cruise-perhaps my last one.�
�It�s not a cruise,� Sarah repeated obstinately.
�Technically, no.�
She might have left it at that, but when she glanced at the rearview mirror, she saw that Parsons was smiling. Smugly, she thought.
�Technically, it isn�t even a ship,� she added.
�No?� Ada said, turning to wink back at him.
Sarah felt her fingers tighten on the steering wheel. �No. It�s officially classified as a building now, not a ship. It�s permanently moored at that pier. It doesn�t move. It doesn�t go anywhere.�
�You don�t say,� Ada replied.
�It�s afloat,� Robert said. �It moves with the tide.�
Sarah fell silent.
After a moment, Ada said wistfully, �I saw her sail once, long ago. Back in the days when she did sail, when she was definitely a ship.�
�You saw your first husband off to war,� Robert said.
He sounded bitter, Sarah thought. Was he jealous of Ada�s previous husbands? It seemed absurd. Perhaps it was only this first husband, she thought. Elliot. She was fairly sure he had been the first. Or was it Arthur?
Sarah knew little about any of Ada�s husbands. Ada was someone who lived, by and large, in the present day, seldom discussing her past. And by the time Sarah had come to live with Ada, the last of Ada�s four spouses had been dead for more than twenty years.
Sarah tried to remember the little she had been told. There had been an Elliot, an Arthur, a Charles, and finally John Milington, Sr.-the father of the man who had adopted Sarah. Yes, that was the order. She remembered that Ada had married the first one when she was eighteen, and that he had died in World War II.
Bella had once let it slip that Ada had a son from that marriage, a son who so disliked Ada�s third husband, mother and son had become estranged. Sarah frowned. Or was it a son by the second husband who disliked the third? Sarah could not remember. She couldn�t even recall Ada�s eldest boy�s name. She did recall Bella�s warning never to mention this son to Ada. Not wanting to cause Ada pain, or to make trouble for the old housekeeper, Sarah had kept her silence.
She glanced at Ada, and saw that her grandmother was frowning. It was then that another implication of Robert�s remark came home to her.
�If you said good-bye to your first husband that day, he must have sailed on the Queen Mary when she was used as a troop ship, during the war.�
Ada nodded. �I never saw him again.�
�But being on the ship again-won�t it be sad for you?�
Ada smiled and shook her head. �No, Sarah dear. Not at all. I was never actually aboard the ship, of course. We said good-bye at the dock. And the ship doesn�t even look the same on the outside now. She was painted a dull gray then, and her portholes were blackened. She was called �the Grey Ghost� during the war.�
�I read about that period of the ship�s history,� Sarah said. �The Queen Mary was able to cross the Atlantic in four or five days, which made her the fastest ship on the sea-capable of outrunning German submarines, if need be. She was even faster than German torpedoes.� She paused, frowned, and added, �Faster than the ones used at the beginning of the war. There was a bounty on her. Hitler promised he would give a quarter of a million dollars and Germany�s highest honors to the submarine captain who sank her.�
�My, you have read up on her,� Robert Parsons said.
Sarah responded as she always did under stress. She turned to numbers. �Yes. The ship made a great contribution to the Allied efforts. During the war, the Queen Mary carried over seven hundred and sixty-five thousand military personnel over half a million nautical miles.�
She saw that Parsons was smiling again, until Ada said, �One of those three-quarters of a million was mine.�
�Yes, of course,� Sarah said. �I�m sorry.�
Robert reached forward and took Ada�s hand.
Ada, never one to brood, soon changed the subject.
She began to recite the guest list for the party. Sarah stayed silent, only half-attending as local dignitaries and old friends were named. While a woman of Ada�s wealth and influence would never have trouble finding guests for her parties, it was her reputation for holding lively, out of the ordinary celebrations which made her invitations much sought after.
At last the Queen Mary came into sight. Sarah, seeing the long, sleek giant before her, its trio of mammoth red stacks cuffed in black towering above them, quickly realized that all the reading she had done about this historic vessel could never do it justice.
�A building?� she heard Robert Parsons ask.
�No,� Sarah said quietly. �A ship, a beautiful, beautiful ship.�
�Nothing like her in the world,� he agreed. �Wait until you�re aboard.�
�You�ve been on the Queen Mary before?� she asked, surprised.
�A few times,� he said, but Ada began directing her to the hotel entrance before Sarah could ask more.

As they were welcomed by the staff at the registration desk, Sarah�s eyes roved over the Art Deco lines of the ship�s interior, the etched glass and shining brass, the rich exotic woods that surrounded her-crafted into curving, sumptuous, smooth surfaces and marquetry unlike any she had ever seen.
She was recalled from her admiration by Ada�s voice. �The small bag to Mr. Parsons�s suite, please. The trunk and the rest of this group to mine, all except those two very serviceable but dowdy bags, which I�m sorry to say, belong to my granddaughter.�
Sarah followed mutely as they were shown to their rooms, noting that like Ada, Robert was staying in one of the royalty suites. Each suite, Sarah knew, featured a large sitting area separated from a spacious bedroom, a private bath, and an additional small bedroom with a single twin bed in it-servant�s quarters. In the ship�s glory years, the luxurious suites had been occupied by the wealthiest of first class passengers, who paid the equivalent of an average Englishman�s annual wages for round-trip passage-a large sum, even with the servant�s fare and all meals included.
Robert�s suite was near Ada�s, but not adjoining it. Having braced herself for the likelihood that Ada would make the most of such a romantic setting, Sarah was surprised by this arrangement. He had been given a room that certainly placed his status well above that of hired help, but an adjoining room would have made assignations much easier.
Ada had offered a suite to Sarah, but Sarah had opted for one of the staterooms. Not as grand as the suites, it was nevertheless spacious, and like the suites, had many original furnishings in it. Sarah opened the two thick portholes, which provided a view of the Long Beach shoreline and downtown skyline. Taking a deep breath of cool air, she soon put aside her questions about her grandmother and Parsons. She spent the next half hour exploring her own luxurious room.
Soon her toiletries had been neatly arranged, her clothes hung in one of the closets, and nearly every other item she had carried with her stowed in an orderly fashion. She was just deciding where she would place a pair of books she had brought-about the history of the ship-when the phone rang.
�Sarah? Be a dear and run along to the Observation Bar, will you?� Ada said. �I told Robert I would meet him there, but now I�ve learned that Captain Dolman will be here any moment.�
�Captain Dolman? Is he the ship�s captain?� Sarah asked.
�No, no, an old friend. An army captain, retired for years. Now be a dear and don�t make Robert wait there alone-some young wench might look at his handsome face and decide to lead him astray. A man like that, drinking alone in the bar-the consequences are not to be thought of.�
�I don�t-�
�Think you can find it? Of course you can. It�s near the bow of the ship, on the Promenade Deck. Thank you, dear, it�s such a relief to know I can depend upon you.�
Sarah bore this with her usual good grace. She climbed the stairs to the Promenade Deck and moved quickly through the ship�s shopping gallery to the cocktail lounge. Stepping into the curving, multi-level room, she saw before her a row of tall windows with a view of the main deck and bow, and the harbor beyond; nearer, in the room itself, a nickel-colored railing made up of a mixture of creatures real and mythological. She turned; above the mirrors behind the bar, she saw a painting that, up until now, she had only seen in black-and-white photographs of this room. For several long moments, she forgot all about looking for Robert Parsons.
The painting stretched across the length of the bar, and depicted a street scene. More than two dozen figures were caught in motion. They were people from all walks of life, dancing hand-in-hand: sailors, bakers, and men in top hats cavorted with stout matrons, elegantly clad ladies, and women in everyday dress. All were laughing as they circled round and round in celebration. Pennants fluttered above them; one of the revelers had lost her footing, but this was forever that moment before the others would notice.
�Makes you want to join them, doesn�t it?� a voice said from just behind her right ear.
Startled, Sarah turned and found herself nearly nose-to-nose with Parsons. �No, Mr. Parsons-�
�Robert-�
�No, Mr. Parsons,� she said, taking a step away from him. �It doesn�t. They�re all about to stumble over the one who has fallen.�
He looked up at the mural and smiled. �They�ll help her to her feet and carry on with the dance.�
�At best, they�ll step over her and continue without her.�
He shook his head, but said nothing.
�The banners carry the insignia of St. George,� she said quickly, fixing her eyes on the painting.
�In honor of King George the Fifth�s twenty-fifth year as king,� Parsons said, �which is being celebrated by the dancers. The work was painted by A. R. Thomson-and is called �Royal Jubilee Week, 1935.� �
She turned scarlet.
�Oh, now you�re angry with me. I�ve spoiled your fun. Let me buy you a glass of wine.�
�I don�t-�
�You can toss it in my face if you like. I�ll present myself as a target.�
�No, no I�m sorry. It�s a bad habit of mine, spouting off facts and figures nobody cares to hear.�
�But you�re wrong-I�m very interested in what you have to say, Miss Milington.�
�Please, let�s go back to Sarah and Robert.�
He smiled. �All right.� He motioned to a doorway. �I�m sitting outside, but if you find it too chilly there for you-�
�No, I prefer it,� she said truthfully.
She was seated at his table, shielded from the afternoon breeze by a row of Plexiglas panels. Belatedly, she remembered to deliver her message.
�It was kind of you to walk all the way here to tell me,� he said, �but Ada is so seldom on time, I don�t think I would have worried.�
�I think she sent me as your chaperone,� she admitted.
He laughed. �No, no, I doubt that. Tell me, have you had a chance to see much of the ship yet?�
�No, I�ve only just unpacked.�
�Hmm. Then you must let me show you some of the more interesting sights-�
�I�m not sure-�
�You aren�t afraid of me, are you?� he asked. �I promise you won�t come to any harm.�
Not unaware that this was the longest conversation she had ever had with him, she said, �Oh, no, I�m not afraid. It�s just that Grandmother may not like me to dominate so much of your time.�
�Trust me, she�ll be delighted. Besides,� he added quietly, �she�ll have other demands to make of me later.�
Again Sarah felt herself blush.
�You misunderstand-� he began.
�It isn�t any of my business,� Sarah said quickly, relieved to see Ada approaching, accompanied by two elderly gentlemen, one on each arm. The men seemed to be doing their level best to keep up with her. Sarah, acquainted with most of Ada�s friends, did not know either of these men. But as they drew closer, she thought one of them did seem familiar.
Ada came to their table with long strides, flamboyantly garbed in a hot pink and turquoise jogging suit, wearing a white turban. How does she manage, Sarah wondered, to wear such silly outfits and still look great?
�Sarah!� Ada called out, �Meet the congressman!�
�Oh, not yet, not yet!� the taller of the two men exclaimed. �A mere state senator at the moment, but with your grandmother�s generous help, I may trade Sacramento for Washington, D.C.� He extended a hand. �Archer Hastings, my dear, at your service.�
�A pleasure to meet you, Senator,� Sarah said, now realizing why he seemed familiar. She was sure she had seen him on the evening news once or twice. He wasn�t the senator for their district, but Ada had many political friends, not all of them her own representatives.
When Ada introduced the second man, Gerald Dolman, the retired army captain turned crimson and nodded in Sarah�s direction, but did not meet her eyes. He was a thin man with a prominent Adam�s apple. It bobbed as he swallowed nervously. She wondered why he was so flustered over meeting her, but soon decided he was merely shy-he would not, in fact, look directly at any of the others, and the blush which had stolen over his neck and face remained throughout the time he sat with them.
Archer Hastings had no such reticence. He gave the others a quick biography of himself, a sort of r�sum� from the time he was a paperboy in the 1930s. He spoke at length about his enlistment in the army, his service (mostly behind a desk) during World War II. By the time he was telling them about his return to California and his establishment of an accounting firm, the drinks had arrived. What a pompous ass, Sarah thought, but Hastings was only warming up.
�Have you had a chance to tour the ship?� Ada was asking him.
�Yes, yes. Wonderful! Wonderful place for this lovely lady to celebrate her birthday,� he said to the others. �I�m certainly looking forward to that party tonight. The Grand Salon. Used to be the first class dining room. Largest single public room ever built on a ship. You could fit all three of Christopher Columbus�s ships in there and still have space left over. Have you seen it yet, Sarah? No? Oh, you must see it. Probably won�t let you in while they�re getting ready for the big to-do, but�-he winked conspiratorially-�you have friends in high places. Then of course, you will see it tonight, won�t you? Yes, a grand ship.�
Captain Dolman was making quick progress through his drink as Hastings went on.
�A symbol of triumph over the Great Depression, that�s what it was to the British,� the politician said.
�Yes,� Robert Parsons said, �she was a symbol of hope.�
For reasons Sarah could not understand, this caused Captain Dolman and Ada to look at him sharply. But Hastings was oblivious.
�I�ve always liked the British,� he was saying. �Don�t you like them? Sure. Like to do things on a grand scale-just like you, Ada. Say, did you know that if you measure from the Queen Mary�s keel to the top of her forward funnel, this ship is one hundred and eighty feet tall? That makes her eighteen feet taller than Niagara Falls! Now, that�s something, but her length is spectacular. If you could stand this ship on end, it would be taller than the Washington Monument. Taller than the Eiffel Tower, too. In fact, the Empire State Building would only be two hundred feet taller.�
�Two hundred and thirty feet,� Sarah said without thinking.
Parsons smiled, Ada laughed, and Captain Dolman nervously rattled the ice in his glass, which he was studying intently. Archer Hastings seemed taken aback until he noticed Ada�s reaction, then burst into hearty guffaws. Sarah felt her own cheeks turning red, and wondered if her complexion now matched Captain Dolman�s.
�I warned you, Archer,� Ada said. �She�s a wonder with numbers. As addicted to facts and figures as you are.�
�Really?� Hastings seemed unable to resist the challenge of testing this claim. �I suppose you know about the anchors?�
Sarah hesitated, but seeing Ada�s expectant look, answered, �There are two eighteen-foot long anchors, each weighs sixteen tons. The anchor chains are each nine hundred and ninety feet long. Each link of an anchor chain weighs two hundred and twenty-four pounds.�
�Very good, very good,� he acknowledged, although Sarah thought he did not seem to be truly pleased. �Your grandmother told me you had an excellent head for figures. Numbers have always been a specialty of mine. Making good use of them, not just dithering around with some theoretical nonsense. Of course, one can�t expect a young lady to have an appreciation of statistics; rare enough to find one who has any kind of brain for mathematics in the first place. No wonder your grandmother is so proud of-�
Sarah fixed him with a narrow glare, but it was Robert who interrupted, saying, �Mrs. Milington is proud of her granddaughter for a great many reasons, of course. Her abilities with mathematics and statistics are just one source of that pride.�
Hastings seemed to finally become aware Ada was looking at him in a way that seemed to indicate that subtraction-from the amount he was hoping to receive from her for his campaign-seemed the most likely piece of arithmetic to be going on in her mind.
�Oh, Sarah, I apologize,� he said quickly. �I behave just like a crotchety old man on some occasions. You are clearly an exceptional young lady! I am astounded at your knowledge of the ship.�
�I haven�t seen much of it,� she confessed in some confusion, still amazed at Robert�s defense of her, and uncomfortable with all the praise Hastings had heaped upon her.
�But she�s read a great deal,� Robert said.
�Ask her anything about it!� Ada said.
Sarah noticed a particular gleam in his eye as he said, �All right. What type of fuel did the Queen Mary burn?�
�Bunker C oil,� she answered promptly. �The ship averaged thirteen feet to the gallon.�
Ada gave a crow of laughter.
�Thirteen miles to the gallon?� Hastings asked.
�No, sir. Feet, not miles.�
Hastings, skeptical a moment before, now became fascinated by Sarah�s love of data and would not be side-tracked from his game. He asked for statistic after statistic, and Sarah answered accurately every time.
She could not help but feel a glow of pride, and her original appraisal of Hastings mellowed considerably. But just as she was saying that there were over six miles of carpet on the ship, she happened to glance at Robert Parsons. He was frowning at Hastings, and his fists were clenched on the table.
I�m boring him, Sarah thought, all the pleasure suddenly going out of the game. Her voice trailed off, and she stared down at her hands, too humiliated to continue. Robert was obviously wishing that Hastings would stop encouraging her. She probably hadn�t amused anyone other than Hastings and her grandmother; Robert and Captain Dolman, she was sure, were wishing Ada had left her at home. She had been an obnoxious, unbridled know-it-all.
She was about to apologize when she heard Robert say, �I have an extra pass for the next guided tour, Sarah. Would you care to go on it?�
She had not thought she could be more deeply mortified, but she was wrong. So he wanted to send her off on a ship�s tour, as if she were a child not ready to share the company of adults. Well, and why not? She had just behaved as if she were the kid in the class who waves his hand and shouts, �Me! Me! Call on me!�
�Thank you,� she managed to say.
�Yes,� her grandmother agreed, �an excellent notion.�
So even Ada was defecting, she thought, as Robert, ever the gentleman, stood and helped her from her chair. She was a little surprised when he continued at her side, but she said nothing. She crossed the bar and took the exit to her left, and still he followed. As they passed two of the larger shops along the passageway, he said, �These were once the first class passengers� library and drawing room. Winston Churchill was given use of the drawing room when he was aboard the ship during World War II. He and other leaders finalized plans for the invasion of Normandy while on this ship, probably in that room.�
Sarah glanced into the rather barren souvenir shop that now occupied the space.
�Don�t worry,� he said, reading her thoughts. �Not all of her dignity has been lost.�
�Where does the tour begin?�
�The port side of this deck,� he said.
�I�m sure I can find it,� she said.
�Undoubtedly. But I�m going with you.�
�But you�ve been before��
�Yes,� he said, �but much of the ship can only be seen on the tour. You don�t mind if I join you?�
�Of course not.�

The tour (she couldn�t prevent herself from counting the group-eighteen sightseers, including the two of them) was led by a retired naval officer. Parsons stayed at her side, but did not touch or crowd her. She soon relaxed and began to thoroughly enjoy the tour itself, fascinated by the grandeur and history of the ship.
When the tour group reached the cabin class swimming pool, she heard a woman say, �I�ve heard that it�s haunted.�
Sarah looked around the room of beige and blue-green terra-cotta tiles, the etched wire-and-glass image of an ancient sailing ship behind her, the glimmering mother-of-pearl ceiling above, the empty, sloping bottom of the pool itself. There were no windows or portholes, but the room was large enough to prevent her from feeling claustrophobic. Nothing about any of it struck her as particularly scary, nothing sent a chill down her back. But when she turned to make a joke to Robert about ghosts who had turned green from chlorine, she saw that he was pale, and had a strange, intense look on his face.
The guide was making light of the woman�s remark. �Do you mean the woman in the mini-skirt or the one in the bathing suit? I�d settle for a glimpse of either one.�
�There�s more than one ghost?� the woman asked.
�Oh yes, the ship has long been reported to be haunted,� the guide said lightly. �If you believe in such reports, this ship is loaded with ghosts. Myself, if I see one, I hope it�s one of the young ladies who rove in here.�
The group laughed and began to move after the guide as he went on with the tour. Robert, however, remained motionless, and continued to stare into the pool.
�Robert?� Sarah asked. �Are you feeling ill?�
When he seemed not to hear her, she touched his sleeve. �Robert?�
He turned to her with a start. �Oh-I�m sorry, we�ve fallen behind. We�d better catch up with the others.� They were not far from the group, though, and once they reached it Sarah asked again if he was feeling ill.
�No,� he said, �I�m fine now, thank you.�
She did not believe him, and glanced back at him several times as they made their way to the next area, along a catwalk over one of the cavernous boiler rooms. He was still pale.
By the time the formal tour was finished, though, he seemed himself again, and Sarah happily allowed him to accompany her to the other shipboard exhibits. He seemed to enjoy her enthusiasm as she was able to see the anchor chains and lifeboats and all the other parts of the ship she had read about. She lost her self-consciousness over her study of the ship�s statistics and decided her knowledge gave her a better appreciation of what she was seeing how.
Not that her appreciation was limited to the ship�s physical power. There was nostalgia, pure and simple, to be relished. She lingered over photos of Winston Churchill, Queen Elizabeth, Clark Gable, Marlene Dietrich, the Duke and Duchess of Windsor, Spencer Tracy, and other famous passengers. She tried to take in every detail of the displays of passenger accommodations and dining rooms.
Robert, cheerful through most of their exploration of the ship, grew solemn when they reached the wartime exhibits on the Sun Deck. The subject matter deserved solemnity, Sarah thought. His mood, however, seemed to remain grim even after they left the exhibit. She felt much more at ease with him by then, which gave her the courage to ask him what was troubling him.
He hesitated, then said, �Did you see how the soldiers were forced to live aboard this ship?�
Sarah, recalling the photos of thousands of soldiers crammed together on the decks of the ship, shuddered. �Yes, it was very crowded-�
�Crowded? You like numbers. The ship was designed to carry about two thousand passengers. On one of its wartime voyages, it carried over sixteen thousand men.�
�It carried sixteen thousand, six hundred and eighty-three,� Sarah said. �The largest number of people ever to sail on any ship-a record that still stands.�
�Sarah, think of what that meant to each of those sixteen thousand!�
She had seen some of this in the exhibit, of course. Tiers of standee berths-narrow metal frames with a single piece of canvas stretched over them-six and seven bunks high, each only eighteen inches apart. The men slept in three shifts; the beds were never empty. Soldiers were given colored badges to be worn at all times; the badges corresponded with a section of the ship where the soldiers were required to stay throughout the voyage.
But for Sarah, who had struggled for years with a fear of confined spaces, thinking about what it actually meant to each soldier was nearly unbearable to her. Suddenly, she felt dizzy, unable to breathe.
In the next moment she heard Robert Parsons saying, �My God, I�m so sorry! I forgot! Let�s go outside, onto the Sun Deck.�
She raised no objections, and found herself feeling a mixture of relief that she was once again in the open air and acute embarrassment that her grandmother had apparently informed Robert Parsons about her problem.
When he tried to apologize again, she said, �I do believe you�re much more upset about this than I am. I�ll be all right.�
�When did it start?� he asked.
�My claustrophobia? Didn�t Grandmother tell you that, too?�
�No. She�s never said anything about it. I�ve noticed it before-at her dinner parties. Too many people in the room and you have to go outside. On nights when it�s too cold to be outdoors in an evening gown, you step out for a breath of fresh air.�
She was quiet for a moment, not sure what to make of his observation of her. Then she said, �I don�t know why this memory has been so persistent, but when I was about four, at the orphanage, I was once punished for something by being shut up in a closet. I don�t remember what I had done wrong, or even who put me in the closet. I just remember the darkness, the sensation of being confined, the smell of the coats and mothballs. I was terrified. I remember counting, singing a song about numbers to stay calm.�
He put an arm around her shoulders, gave her a brief hug. But he seemed to know not to hold on to her-not when she was feeling so close to the memory of that closet. He let her be. As she felt herself grow calmer, she ventured a question of her own. �I�ve been thinking-the way you responded to the wartime exhibit-do you have problems with claustrophobia, too?�
He shook his head. �No, I don�t.�
�But it was personal for you somehow, wasn�t it? You�re too young to have fought in anything other than the Gulf War-�
�My grandfather went to war on this ship.�
�Oh! You have something in common with Grandmother then.�
He smiled slightly. �Yes. Ada and I have a great deal in common.�
Not wanting to pursue that subject, she said, �So your grandfather told you about traveling on this ship?�
�No,� Parsons said, looking out over the railing, toward the sea. �He died before I was born. Even before my father was born. My grandfather died aboard the ship.�
�Aboard the ship?� she repeated, stunned.
�Yes. He was a young soldier, newly married. His wife was pregnant with their first child, although he didn�t know that when he left for war. He was, by all accounts, a bright and talented man with a sense of humor; he used to draw cartoon sketches of his fellow soldiers and mail them home to my grandmother. He went off to war, not willingly parted from her, but willing to fight for his country.� He paused, then added bitterly, �He was murdered before he had a chance to reach his first battle.�
�Murdered?!�
�Yes.�
Sarah�s own thoughts raced. It was not difficult to see that under the crowded wartime conditions aboard the ship, tempers might easily flare. She suddenly knew without a doubt that his grandfather had been killed near the swimming pool; this, she was sure, accounted for Robert�s reaction when they were in that area of the ship.
�I�m sorry, Robert,� she said. �What a terrible blow for your grandmother.�
�She didn�t learn exactly what happened until many years later. She thought he had been killed in action.�
�Was the killer punished?�
�No. He got away with it. Listen, I shouldn�t be talking to you about this,� he said. �You�re here for a pleasant occasion and Ada would tan my hide if she knew I was-�
�Ada doesn�t entirely rule my life,� Sarah said. �I�m glad you told me. Does she know about your grandfather?�
�Oh, yes.�
�And she still insisted on bringing you here!�
�Sarah, as I�ve told you, I�ve been here before.� He smiled. �And not just to lay my family ghosts to rest. I�ll admit that was why I made my first visit, but I found I couldn�t dislike this ship-she�s not to blame for what happened to my grandfather. I suppose I fell in love with her style and elegance. She was built for pleasure-a thing of beauty, not death and destruction. And she�s a survivor. Of all the great luxury liners built before the war, the Queen Mary is the only survivor.�
They resumed their tour of the ship. He had saved the art gallery, one of his favorite rooms on the ship, for last. As they left it, he said, �Ask Ada to tell you what sort of relationship I share with her.�
�Why don�t you tell me instead?�
�I promised her I would leave that to her.�
They soon reached the stateroom. As he was about to leave her at her door, he paused and said, �Something was troubling you this morning.�
Her eyes widened.
He shrugged. �I saw it. In your face, I suppose. Your eyes.�
�It was just-just something silly,� she said. �Just a dream.�
�A nightmare?�
�I dreamed of that closet-the one at the orphanage.�
�You�re all right now?�
�Yes. I�ll be fine.�
He started to walk off, then turned and said, �Thank you for taking the tour with me.�
�My pleasure,� she said softly.

When she had finished dressing for the party, Sarah knocked on her grandmother�s door. Ada opened it herself, beckoning Sarah in as she returned to her dressing table. To Sarah�s surprise, Ada was nearly ready, and she was attired not in one of her wild ensembles, but in a very simple but elegant black dress.
�Are you feeling all right?� Sarah asked.
Ada gave a shout of laughter. �It�s best not to let everyone become too sure of what I�ll do next. Do you like it?�
�You look fantastic.� She gave her a kiss. �Happy birthday, Grandmother.�
�Thank you, my dear. How was your afternoon with Robert?�
�Very pleasant. He said I should ask you about your relationship with him.�
She raised an eyebrow. �He did, did he?�
�Yes. Now don�t tease or put me off, Grandmother.�
Ada smiled into the mirror as she fastened an earring. �Do you like him?�
�Grandmother!�
�I�ll tell you this much. He�s not my employee.� She grinned wickedly, then added, �And he�s not my lover. Oh, don�t try to look innocent, I know what�s being said. But he�s not. I have no romantic interest in him-none whatsoever.�
�But you seem so close-�
�We are very close. But that has nothing to do with the price of eggs, so get off your pretty duff and pursue the man.� She turned and gave Sarah a quick kiss. �You were very sweet not to offer your old granny any competition for that young fox.�
�Grandmother!�
�You�re attracted to him, Sarah. Have been from the day you met him.�
�What utter nonsense.�
�Is it?�
Sarah opened her mouth to protest, and closed it again.
Ada laughed and turned back to the mirror. �I thought so. Well, my dear, you have my blessing.�

The birthday party was wildly successful. Sarah, returning from one of her frequent strolls on one of the upper decks, saw Ada dancing an energetic fox trot with Captain Dolman-who was an excellent dancer, but still seemed very nervous. Ada, she noticed, had spent a great deal of time with Captain Dolman. Although Sarah had been dreading another encounter with Senator Hastings, she had not seen him since the first hour of the party, when he had been talking to Robert. Surprised that he would pass up an opportunity to work a crowd this wealthy and influential, she was, nevertheless, pleased that she had been spared another round of quizzing.
She hadn�t seen much of Robert, either. She had danced with him once, but he had seemed so preoccupied that she had difficulty holding a conversation with him.
�I�m terrible company tonight,� he said as the dance ended. �May we try this again, another evening? Just the two of us?�
Telling him she would consider that a promise, she resolved not to make a nuisance of herself to him.
Now, several hours later, she strolled near Ada�s table. Although the invitations had said, �No gifts,� a few of Ada�s friends had ignored these instructions. When her grandmother returned from the dance floor, Sarah offered to take the packages to her room.
�Thank you, Sarah!� she said, �How very thoughtful of you.� She gave Sarah the key to the room and turned to accept an offer to waltz with one of her other guests. Captain Dolman offered to help Sarah, but as there were only five boxes to be carried, she politely declined his assistance.
As she came down the stairs, her arms full, she was surprised to see Robert leaving his suite, his face set in a forbidding frown. He did not see her, however, and quickly moved off in the opposite direction, toward the elevator. She nearly called to him, to ask what was troubling him, but decided not to delay him, as he was so apparently in a hurry.
She managed to open the door to Ada�s suite, only to discover that she had entered through the servant�s door, rather than the main door, which opened into the sitting area. This part of the suite-this small room, and beyond it the bathroom and large bedroom, were closed off from the sitting room, and except for the light from the hallway behind her, it was in darkness. Sarah tried to reach for the old-fashioned light switch, but couldn�t manage it with her arms full of boxes and holding the key. She decided to lay the boxes on the twin bed. But as she stepped inside, the door closed behind her with a loud click. The small room was plunged into nearly total darkness. Panicking, blindly rushing back to the door, Sarah whirled and stumbled over something. The boxes went tumbling from her arms as she fell, and she heard the flutter of papers, felt them raining down on her. She scrambled to her knees, ran her hands wildly over the wall, and found the switch.
For a moment, she could only catch her breath and wait for her heartbeat to slow. Gradually, she noticed that she had knocked over an old leather briefcase. It had opened, and its contents had spilled across the room.
Gathering the gifts first, she was relieved to see that none of them were damaged. She placed them on the bed. She then went to work on collecting the scattered papers.
Most seemed to be old letters bearing three-cent postage stamps. Among them, she saw an old photograph; the smiling young soldier in it looked familiar to her, she thought, picking it up. The back of the photo bore an inscription in a neat masculine hand. �Give me a kiss goodnight, Ada-I�ll return every one with interest when I come back home to you! Love, Elliot.�
Her grandmother, Sarah realized, had brought a photo of her first husband taken on this ship, where she had last seen him. Moved by this, she carefully returned the photo to the briefcase. But it was as she gathered the scattered envelopes that she received a shock. The letters, postmarked during 1942, were addressed to Mrs. Elliot Parsons.
Parsons. Elliot Parsons.
Robert was related to Ada. He was her grandson. She knew it as surely as she knew anything. Her mind reeled. Robert was Sarah�s cousin-her adopted cousin, at any rate. And all this time-all this time!-Ada had made a guessing game out of her grandson�s identity. Why?
Mechanically, Sarah began putting the letters away. She came across one other item, a drawing. A cartoon. The subject of the cartoon had aged, but he was easily recognized. The Adam�s apple was exaggerated of course, and so was the blush. �Capt. Dolman, our fearless leader,� was scrawled at the bottom of one corner of the drawing.
The room seemed to be closing in on her and she stood up and made her way into the sitting room. She turned the light on, and moving to the portholes, opened one, and took a deep breath of the cold air. She sat down in a nearby chair. She was glancing at the carpet, noting a pair of parallel lines on it. Wheel marks from a dolly or handcart, she thought to herself, just as she heard a key sliding into the lock.
She braced herself for a confrontation with Ada, but it was not Ada who opened the door. Robert Parsons stood before her.
�Sarah? Are you all right?�
�I�m fine.�
�Ada�s worried about you,� he said, closing the door behind him, crossing the room to sit near her. �She�s been waiting for you to bring her key back. Are you sure you�re okay?� he asked, glancing at the open porthole.
�I�m fine, cousin.�
He stiffened. �She told you-and apparently didn�t do a very good job of it.�
�No, I found out quite by accident. By being clumsy. I knocked over a briefcase full of letters from your grandfather. I didn�t mean to snoop, but� well, I didn�t read the letters.�
�Sarah, I�ve never wanted to hide anything from you. Ada insisted, and I let her talk me into it. I never should have gone along with it.�
�Why? Why didn�t she want me to know?�
He hesitated, then said, �For two reasons. The first is that she didn�t want you to get hurt. She was afraid-after the way the Milingtons treated you-she didn�t want you to feel as if I were more important to her than you are. I�m not Sarah-honest to God, I�m not.�
When she didn�t reply, he said, �You�ve been her granddaughter for years. If you don�t want to share her, I�ll understand.�
�Oh, it�s not that!� she said. �It�s just-just a lot to take in.�
�Yes, it�s a lot for me to take in, too, and I�ve had a year to get used to the idea. She didn�t even know I existed. I managed to track her down when I was trying to learn more about what happened to my grandfather-to Elliot Parsons. Ada and my father were estranged.�
�Because of his stepfather? Ada�s next husband?�
�Yes. So you know about that?�
�Not much.�
�When my dad died, I wanted to learn more about his side of the family, and meet this grandmother of mine. I also wanted to know more about my grandfather. At first, I just wanted to find out if my father�s story was true, that his father had died aboard the Queen Mary, while on the passage to Europe. I learned much more. And I told Ada what I had learned.�
�About his murder?�
�Yes.�
�What�s the second reason she didn�t want to tell me?�
But before he could answer, there was a knock at the door of the suite. �Robert? Sarah?� they heard Ada�s voice call.
Robert opened the door to admit Ada and Captain Dolman.
�Here�s your key, Grandmother,� Sarah said.
Ada studied her as she took the key, then rounded on Robert. �You told her!�
�No,� Sarah said, and explained how she had learned that Robert was Ada�s grandson. �And he is just about to tell me the second reason you didn�t want me to know about it.�
�Nonsense!� she said firmly. �Now, although the party was wonderful, I�m completely exhausted, so all of you will please leave my room. All except Sarah.�
�Ada-� Robert began.
�Now,� she said, giving him a look that would have sent an emperor running. It was more than enough for Captain Dolman. For several long minutes, it seemed that Robert would refuse to obey.
�I�ll be all right,� Sarah said. His frustration evident, Robert finally followed Dolman�s lead.
But in the meantime, Sarah had given some thoughts to the events of the day, and when the door closed behind Robert, she asked, �Where is Senator Hastings?�
�How should I know?�
�You know. Why did you invite him?�
�He practically invited himself.�
�I don�t believe that. He�s not running in your congressional district; he�s not your state senator. And he is certainly not the type of person you would back in either race.�
�Whom I invite to my own birthday party-�
�A party on a ship where, according to Robert, your first husband was murdered-�
�Robert will have to learn to keep quiet. Although I daresay you might receive more of his confidences than anyone else would.�
�I should hope so. I�m his cousin.�
�He doesn�t think of you in that way, Sarah. I can guarantee you that much. And that is not to say that he doesn�t want to be related to you.�
Blushing, Sarah said, �Don�t try to change the subject, you wily old woman.�
Ada smiled, but didn�t reply.
�You invited two men I�ve never heard you mention before, and you were with both of them before the festivities began. One of them disappeared not long after the party started. The other man hasn�t been three feet from your side all night; you have a funny little caricature of him drawn by your late husband.�
�What you think you�re getting at, I�m sure I don�t know,� Ada said.
�I think you were getting at something-or rather, someone tonight, Grandmother. Maybe it�s too late for justice-legal justice. But you�ve arranged for revenge, haven�t you?�
Ada said nothing. She moved to the porthole, looked out at the harbor.
�Grandmother, you can trust me. I-I may not be family, but I love you as much as-�
�Don�t talk nonsense!� Ada said, her voice quavering. �Of course you�re my family. I don�t want you to come to any harm, don�t you see? And you wouldn�t like this particular brand of revenge.�
Sarah took a deep breath, and said, �Have you murdered a state senator, Grandmother?�
Ada turned to look at her. �You think I�m capable of that?�
�No,� Sarah answered.
�Thank God for that, at least.�
�Well, if you haven�t killed him-� She looked around the room, an idea suddenly occurring to her. Horrified, she said, �Grandmother-the trunk! You�ve locked him in the trunk!�
�Yes,� Ada said.
�Where is it? Where�s the trunk?�
�Sarah-�
�It�s in Robert�s room, isn�t it? That�s why Robert had the other key to your room-you didn�t give it to him, he already had it.� Her eyes went back to the carpet. �The wheel marks-that�s what made them. Oh, Grandmother! It isn�t right.�
�Where are you going?� Ada asked in alarm, as Sarah hurried toward the door.
Sarah didn�t answer.

She could hear the phone in his room ringing, even before she got to the door. It was quiet on the ship now; most of the guests had turned in for the night.
When he answered the door, she said, �I don�t care what Grandmother said to you just now-�
�Come inside,� he said, glancing up and down the passageway.
Once the door was closed behind her, he said, �She only wants to protect you, Sarah. I�m in too deep now, but you don�t have to be involved. It would be better if-�
�Remember that painting?� she interrupted. �The one of the dancers, in the Observation Bar?�
He nodded.
�I don�t want to be an outsider, Robert. We�re all in this together. Please, Robert-�
�All right,� he said, �but Sarah-�
She heard a muffled thumping sound, and pushed past Robert into the bedroom.
The trunk lay near the foot of the bed. She heard the thumping sound again. Her face pale, she turned to Robert and said, �Let him out!�
�In a moment, when Grandmother and Captain Dolman arrive.�
But images from her own nightmares surrounded her, and when she heard the thumping again, she turned to Robert with such a look of horror on her face that he relented, and began unfastening the trunk�s latches.
As he lifted the lid, she saw that Hastings was bound and gagged. His face bore an expression that quickly passed from relief to anger.
�Wait in the other room,� Robert said. �I�ll bring him out.�
A few moments later, an irate Archer Hastings was led to a chair in the sitting room.
�You�re out of that box thanks to Sarah,� Robert said. �But if you raise a ruckus of any kind, you�ll go right back into it.�
Sarah saw the fear in Hastings�s eyes.
�The trunk is custom made, isn�t it?� she said to Robert. �It�s built to be the same size as a soldier�s berth on the ship.�
�Yes.�
There was a knock at the door, and in another moment, Ada and Dolman had joined them.
Hastings glared angrily at Ada.
�You�d like to see me arrested, wouldn�t you?� Ada said to him.
He nodded vigorously.
�The feeling is mutual.� She turned to her granddaughter. �Do you know how Elliot died?�
Sarah shook her head.
�Tell me, Sarah, was the Queen Mary air conditioned?�
�Not all of it-not until later years, after the war.�
�And before the war?�
�Not on all decks. It wasn�t necessary. The ship was built for travel on the North Atlantic. The electric fireplaces in the first class cabins-�
�Never mind the fireplaces,� Ada said. �You just made an important point. The ship was built for North Atlantic crossings.�
�You knew that, didn�t you, Mr. Hastings?� Robert said.
Hastings made an angry sound behind the gag.
�Oh, pardon me. I�ll remove the gag, but I�ll expect you to keep your voice at a conversational level. If you don�t-� He nodded toward Captain Dolman, who held a gun aimed at Hastings. �I�m afraid Captain Dolman, who is an excellent shot, will be allowed to fulfill his fondest wish.�
�Now see here,� Hastings said as the gag was removed, �I�ve heard for years about Ada Milington�s crazy parties, but this is too much! Let me go now, and we can forget this ever happened.�
�As you�ve forgotten what happened to those men you murdered?� Ada asked.
�I don�t know what you�re talking about!�
�Sarah,� Ada said. �How many standee berths were placed in the cabin class swimming pool?�
�One hundred and ten,� she answered promptly. �Was that where Elliot was assigned while on the ship?�
�Yes,� Dolman answered. �My unit was sent to that hellhole.�
�It was crowded for everybody!� Hastings said. �There was a war on, remember? We needed to get troops to Europe and the Pacific.�
�And that was your responsibility,� Robert said.
�Yes, of course it was. I made this ship ten times more efficient for the transporting of troops.�
�The numbers got bigger and bigger, thanks to you.�
�That�s right. That�s why you didn�t grow up speaking German or Japanese, sonny boy.�
�I fought against them,� Dolman said, �but they were the enemy then, and the war was on. But you weren�t supposed to be our enemy, Hastings. Troops weren�t supposed to die because of you.�
�You�re insane! All of you! I worked at a desk job! I didn�t kill anybody. Sarah-� he pleaded, turning to the one person who seemed inclined to show him mercy.
But Sarah had been thinking about the questions that had been asked so far. �The ship has no portholes in the pool area,� she said, frowning. �The room is completely enclosed. During the war, the pool was drained, but that would mean that the temporary berths were positioned�� She looked at Robert.
�Yes, you�ve guessed it.�
�Directly above one of the boilers,� she finished, staring at Hastings now.
�We crossed the damned Equator in a ship built to go from Southampton to New York,� Dolman said. �The tropics, Hastings. Do you know what it�s like to watch men dying of the heat? Suffocating to death? No fresh air, just the stench of people getting sick and sweating and some of them dying. Temperatures over a hundred and ten degrees-and that�s on the upper decks. Down where we were, it was a damned oven, Hastings. I say we put you in that trunk and we heat it up until you feel your blood boiling. You should have had to watch men like young Elliot Parsons die. I had to, Hastings, and I�ll never forget it!�
�There was no way I could have known-� Hastings pleaded. �We were just trying to do our best to fight the war.�
�Until now,� Dolman said, �I didn�t know who made the decisions about how we were going to be loaded in there. There wasn�t any escape for us then, and there shouldn�t be any for you now.�
�You aren�t going to kill me! Not for something that happened so long ago! Not for a simple miscalculation!�
�What do you want from him?� Sarah asked.
�Withdraw from the Congressional race,� Ada said.
�What?�
�And resign from office,� Robert added.
�You�ll never get away with this!�
�People get away with things like this all the time. You�ve been getting away with murder for over fifty years.�
�It wasn�t murder, I tell you! We didn�t know.�
Sarah frowned. �But you must have known.�
�What?�
�The voyage Elliot Parsons sailed on-it wasn�t the first voyage to cross the Equator.� She looked at Hastings. �You didn�t miscalculate. You accepted the fact that some men might die on the voyage.�
There was a long silence, broken only when Robert said, �Bravo, Sarah.�
�We can prove all of this, Hastings,� Ada said. �Retire as a State Senator, or lose an election in shame.�
�Do you think anyone is going to care about what happened then?�
�Put him in the trunk again!� Dolman said. �He�ll have just as much room to move around as we did. Let�s see him win an election from there.�
�No-no! I won�t run for office. I swear I won�t. Just let me out of here!�
�Don�t trust him!� Dolman said.
�There�s another alternative,� Robert said, opening a drawer in a built-in desk.
�What?� Hastings asked, apprehensively.
Robert didn�t answer right away, but when he turned around, he held a syringe.
�What�s in there?� Hastings asked.
�Oh, you�ll just have to trust me,� Robert said, �maybe it will give you a fever-something that will make your blood boil, as Captain Dolman says-or maybe it will just help you to sleep.�

When State Senator Archer Hastings awakened, he was hot, unbearably hot, and thirsty. He was still on the ship, he realized hazily. The damned ship. And, he realized with alarm, he was not in his bed, but in an enclosed space-the trunk. He pushed against the lid-it flew open.
Shaking, he crawled out of it, onto the bed. He was still hot, miserably hot, and the terror of the trunk would not leave him.
He reached for the phone next to his bed, and said thickly, �Help. Send a doctor in to help me. I�m ill.�
Not much later, a doctor did arrive. He stepped into the room and said, �Are you chilled?�
�Chilled? Are you mad? I�m burning up!�
�So am I,� the physician said, and turned down the thermostat. �Open the portholes and you�ll be fine.�
�Those damned people!� Hastings exclaimed.
�Which people?� the doctor said, in the tone of one who has encountered a lunatic.
�Mrs. Ada Milington-is she still aboard?�
�Oh no. I�m the last of Ada�s party still on the ship. She said you�d had a bit too much to drink last night and asked me to make sure you got off the ship all right. She was in a rush.�
�I�ll bet she was.�
�She asked me to give you a message. She said for you to remember that you have an open invitation to a pool party.�
Hastings frowned. �Where�s she off to? I need to talk to her.�
�Oh, I believe she�s well on her way to Glacier Bay by now-one of the Alaskan cruise lines. She said something about her grandchildren getting married at sea. Quite eccentric, Ada,� the doctor mused, as he was taking his leave. �Yes eccentric-but I�d take her seriously, if I were you, sir.� He paused before closing the door. �Shall I ask the hotel to send someone to help you with that trunk?�
�No! I don�t want the damned thing.�
The doctor shrugged and left.
Hastings brooded for a moment, considered the odds of convincing anyone that he had been kidnapped by Ada Milington. He would retire, he decided. There was a sense of relief that came with that decision.
All the same, he continued to feel confined. He hurried to a porthole, opened it and took a deep breath.
For Archer Hastings, it offered no comfort.

AUTHOR�S NOTE
Although Archer Hastings and all other characters in �Miscalculation� are entirely fictional, the Queen Mary statistics in this story are real. Under the control of Allied military personnel, the ship made an enormous contribution to the war effort. However, conditions were extremely crowded, and soldiers did die during voyages into the tropics-most often in the cabin class pool area above the boilers. This story is dedicated to memory of those young men.



Two Bits
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On the hot July day on which he reached his majority, Andrew Masters came into a handsome fortune, yet at three o�clock that very afternoon he was focusing his attention on a twentyfive-cent piece. His contemplation of this infinitesimal portion of his wealth took place beneath a large, shady tree near Jefferson Road, just outside the western Pennsylvania town whose oil fields had made his father rich. His father had not owned the oil, but in his youth he had developed a special pump that oilmen needed. In the early 1870s, during the Pennsylvania oil boom that followed the war years, the oilmen had bought a great many pumps, bailers, cables, and other equipment from Mr. Masters, so that his oil tool and supply company became one of the largest in the country. With a shrewd eye for a good investment, his riches increased.
His charming manners and unflagging industry made him appealing to a handsome woman who came from an excellent and well-to-do family. Her family did not approve of the match; they were horrified when the young couple defied them by eloping. While Andrew�s maternal grandparents had sworn never to allow his mother to inherit a cent, they had softened their hearts upon Andrew�s birth-hence the fortune their first grandson now found at his disposal.
Yet it was upon twenty-five cents and not his several millions that young Andrew meditated now. He had spent the last few hours beneath the tree, knowing that he was not delaying any family festivities; there would be no cake or candles, no champagne or caviar. In the Masters family, this date had not been celebrated as Andrew�s birthday since the day Andrew turned seven. For more than a dozen years, the first day of July had been commemorated only as �The Day We Lost Little Charlie.�
Andrew himself thought of it in this way, and was as silent and stiff with remembered grief as were his parents. The manner in which his younger brother Charlie was taken from the family was destined to make this day infamous to all who remembered the events of fourteen years ago, and if there were fewer and fewer persons who recalled it, the Masterses would never be numbered among those who had forgotten.

On his seventh birthday, Andrew sat beneath this same old oak tree. In his mind�s eye, he could even now clearly see Charlie, a cherub faced five-year-old, extending his small hand toward his brother and saying, �For your birthday, Andrew. I want you to have it.�
In the hand was a small, unpainted wooden soldier, one whittled from a scrap of pine by Old Davey, the head groom of Papa�s fine stable. Compared to the mechanical tin clown or the horsehair rocking horse up in their nursery, it was a poor sort of toy, but Andrew had coveted it. Still, he resisted temptation.
�Thank you, Charlie,� he said. �But I can�t take it away from you. Old Davey gave it to you.�
Their conversation was interrupted by the rattle of an old buggy coming up the road. The horse was sturdy but unremarkable, while the buggy was out-and-out shabby, nothing like the smart surrey or the four-in-hand drag or any of the other fine carriages owned by the Masterses. This particular buggy was not unknown to the boys, for they had seen it only a week before. Andrew smiled, soon recognizing the two men in the buggy as those who had given them four peppermint sticks and a dozen pieces of taffy on that occasion. Mama did not approve of this sort of cheap candy, and the brothers had delighted in secretly consuming these confections not an hour before their supper.
�Hello, boys!� the driver called, pulling up. �Ain�t ya lookin� fine today.� Andrew could not return the compliment. The driver, who had told them his name was Jack, was a short man whose dark hair curled wildly around the edges of his cap. His bushy eyebrows put Andrew in mind of a caterpillar race. One of his eyeteeth was missing, and the remainder of his smile was tobacco stained. The man sitting next to him appeared to be a stretched out version of the driver, tall and thin, but with the same brows and fewer teeth. Jack introduced him as Phil. �Me and Phil is brothers, jest like you two. C�mon and join us, we�re gonna buy us some fireworks!�
As Independence Day was only three days away, Charlie thought this would be a splendid adventure. Andrew hesitated. �I�ll ask Mama,� he said.
The men laughed. �Yer a mama�s boy, ain�t ya?� the thin one chided.
�Come on,� Charlie urged him. �It will be a secret, just between us two!�
Andrew, who could only resist so much temptation in one day, gave in to this one. The men helped the boys up into the dusty conveyance, and crowded in after them. Andrew sat between the men, while Phil held Charlie awkwardly on his lap. They were hardly settled when Jack snapped the reins. The buggy lurched forward and they traveled at a quick pace down the road.
Andrew began to regret his decision almost immediately. The buggy was not well-sprung, and its jolting motion jarred his teeth. Phil and Jack, he thought, had not bathed in weeks. When they reached the road that would take them a short distance into town, Jack turned the wrong way. Andrew told him so, which brought a sharp look from Phil, but Jack merely explained that if they bought the fireworks in a place where his family was so well-known, someone would likely tell his father all about it. Imagining his father in an angry mood was enough to curtail further protest from Andrew.
The road smoothed a little, and Jack began to sing certain songs, those which he undoubtedly knew to be of a nature guaranteed to intrigue small, well-mannered boys, and Andrew and Charlie eagerly took up the task of learning the melodies and (most especially) the lyrics of these odes to bodily functions. They had never heard the like before, not even from Old Davey, whose sporadic bouts of cursing they had been thrilled to overhear on a few memorable occasions.
After a time, though, Andrew�s enthusiasm waned and he began to look around him. He was unfamiliar with his surroundings, and began to worry that they had been gone too long. Phil, he noticed, was eyeing him in an unfriendly fashion.
Jack seemed to notice this, too, and said, �Nearly there, Phil. Don�t git yerself huffed.�
Phil grunted and sat back.
�Lookit here,� Jack said, pointing ahead. �There�s the little town we been lookin� for. Firecrackers�ll be sold at a place jest on t�other side of town.�
It was not much of a town, and Andrew thought he would be happy to be finished with their mission and on his way home again. To his surprise, though, Jack halted the buggy, pulling up across the street from a small store.
�Andy,� Jack said, �Charlie here says it�s yer birthday. Z�at true?�
Andrew nodded.
�Well, I think Mr. Andy here should get something special, then, don�t you agree, Phil?�
�Sure,� Phil said.
Jack reached into one of his pockets and produced a small coin purse, and from this, a quarter. He handed the coin to Andrew and said, �Go on, there�s a store right over there. Spend it on anything you like. Two bits, jest for yerself.�
One might think that a child raised among the luxuries of the Masters household might snub a mere twenty-five cents, but it was, in fact, the first coin that had ever been given to Andrew. Nothing so mundane as legal tender had ever before been allowed within his grasp: all purchases, all exchanges of money, were in the hands of his elders and their employees. Never before had he enjoyed anything that might be called his own money.
He glanced up from the coin to see a look of envy on his brother�s face. He knew what he saw there well enough-from not long after the day Charlie was born, Andrew had often worn that look of envy. The fair-haired, sweet-tempered Charlie was more often in favor with his parents and the servants than was Andrew, who tended to be what Mama called �a willful child.� This look of envy, coming from Charlie, was almost exclusively limited to those rare occasions when the boys were visited by their grandparents, the only people who looked upon Andrew with anything resembling favoritism. And now, staring at the shiny coin, Charlie was positively green.
For Andrew, the quarter�s value grew.
�Go on,� Jack was saying. �We�ll wait here for you.�
�I wanna go with you,� Charlie cried as Jack helped Andrew down from the buggy.
�It�s my birthday,� Andrew said, turning his back on his brother, skipping his way to the store.
The store was of a type his parents would undoubtedly disdain. The windows were dusty, as were the tops of many of the jars and cans on the shelves. But to a boy of seven with two bits in his pocket, it was a palace of curiosities-buttons and ribbons, pencils and pipes, razors, and soap-all received Andrew�s study. He held his hands behind his back, not wanting to bring about the wrath of the palace�s king, a sturdy balding man who stood behind the counter.
The proprietor, seeing the fine quality of the material and workmanship in Andrew�s cap, shirt, knickerbockers, and silver buckled shoes (few of his adult customers wore footwear as fine as the boy�s), and noting the youth�s quiet politeness, was himself all patience and kindness. Indeed, these were hard, lean years, and it would serve no purpose to turn away any customer. This boy�s mother would be along soon, he thought, rubbing his hands together.
Andrew continued to stroll slowly through the narrow aisles. The air in the store was redolent with what he found to be an unusual mixture of scents: tobacco, leather, coffee, cheese, peppermint, and vinegar. He saved for last an examination of the jars on the counter-horehound candy, licorice, and all manner of other delights.
But each potential purchase was quickly dismissed as one other thought continued to occur to Andrew: taking home a piece of horehound candy or a peppermint would mean parting with his quarter. His lovely, shining quarter, with its full-figured Liberty seated in flowing robes, its eagle on the back. His hand closed tightly around it. No, it was his two bits.
It occurred to him that he need not spend his quarter in this store on this day, and the more he considered this idea, the better he liked it. The quarter itself was a prize, and if Charlie should nettle him, he would pull the shiny coin from his pocket and hold it before his younger brother. This thought of Charlie made him mindful of the fact that he had been in this store for quite some time now, and that Jack and Phil-especially Phil-might be angry with him for dawdling. He suddenly found himself uneasy over having left Charlie with only those two coarse men to keep him company. He bid the dismayed shopkeeper good day and left the store.
He was startled to find the street nearly empty and the sun much closer to the horizon. He controlled a growing panic only by telling himself that Charlie and the men had undoubtedly tired of waiting for him and had moved on to wherever the fireworks were being sold. He hurried down the street in the direction they had been traveling. After a few yards he began to run, but quickly reached the limits of the small town without seeing any sign of Charlie and the men.
Out of breath, he walked a little farther, feeling by turns angry and betrayed, then frightened for his brother, then worried and very alone. In this tumult of emotion his active imagination conjured up a variety of explanations for his situation:
��They had grown tired of waiting for him, bought the firecrackers and were now journeying back to Jefferson Road. (A vision that left him wondering why they hadn�t called to him, or fetched him from the store.)
��Charlie had become ill, and the men had rushed him to a doctor�s office. (Which led to a fruitless search among the few buildings of the small town.)
��The men had taken a different road back into town, had called at the store and learned that Andrew had already left, and were at this moment on the way home. (That this situation was his own fault, he was too ready to believe.)
��Charlie, angry over the gift of the quarter, had urged the men to trick Andrew, and they were at this moment laughing as they drank cool glasses of lemonade in the shade of the old oak. (Too unlike Charlie.)
Andrew, although cosseted and sheltered, was not a stupid child, and one last possibility took hold of his young mind. Perhaps the men had tricked both boys, and for reasons Andrew could not fathom, had stolen Charlie.
He felt hot tears fill his eyes, but dashed them away quickly. He wanted no harm to come to his brother, but he did not know what to do next. The thought of returning home without Charlie was unbearable.
He began to ask the few people he met on the street if they had seen Charlie or the men. Invariably, they had not. To his surprise, they were rude and brusque in their answers. These were hard people, he thought, nothing like the folk who surrounded him at home. The town and its few inhabitants suddenly seemed mean and low to him. He went back to the one place where he had been treated with courtesy.
The shopkeeper was less friendly this time, but politely told him that he knew nothing of anyone named Phil or Jack, had not seen a five-year-old boy named Charlie. When asked if he knew where firecrackers were sold, he proclaimed one could find them locally only in Andrew�s hometown.
�Would you please take me there?� the boy asked.
�Take you there? I suppose I�m to close my shop and hire a rig?�
�My father would be willing to�� He stopped before saying �pay you,� because the phrase made him realize why the men might have stolen Charlie. His father would pay for Charlie�s return-but Andrew, much cast down, certain he would be blamed for all that had gone wrong, wasn�t sure his father would want his willful eldest son back at all.
�I�m sure your father would be willing to take you wherever you like,� the store owner was saying, �but I can�t leave my place of business.�
�Please, sir, how far am I from Jefferson Road?�
�By the main road? About ten miles. Of course, as the crow flies, it�s only about three.�
�Which way does the crow fly?�
The man laughed. �Oh, westward over the oil fields, I suppose.�
Andrew brightened a little at this. His father had taken him to the oil fields twice, most recently just two days ago. The oilmen knew his father. He might see someone there who would help him return home.
He thanked the proprietor and began walking toward the forest of wooden derricks he had seen on the way into town. When he reached them, he again became frightened. Although the paths between the derricks had the same sharp fragrance of oil-soaked wood and earth, there was no sign of the bustling activity he had seen at the other oil field, the one he had traveled to with his father. Here equipment was still and rusty with disuse, the drilling platforms damaged and empty. The wooden buildings attached to the derricks, which he knew to be called doghouses, were rickety and missing boards. Even the small offices and equipment shacks appeared to be abandoned. He remembered his father talking of wells that were dry, and wondered if this was an oil field full of such wells.
He told himself that he would sooner or later find other people, and walked toward the sun. Close up, the distance between the wells was greater, and the derricks seemed much taller. They loomed over him, silent giants which began to look identical.
His feet started to ache, and then to throb and burn, but still he walked toward the sun. That the distance he must travel to reach his home was nearly double the shopkeeper�s estimate would not have mattered to him. He was thirsty and tired, but he continued to place one foot before the other, the sound of his steps a counterpoint to his troubled thoughts. He walked over hills whose shade was welcomed but confusing to his sense of direction. Coming to one rise, he at last saw the more familiar sight of an active field. He could not run, but began to shout for help as he drew closer and closer. One of the men who was climbing high on a distant derrick noticed him and pointed. Soon, two men rode horses to where he stood, swaying on his feet, exhausted more by his emotions than his exertions.
�Why, it�s the Masters boy!� one of the men shouted, leaping down from his horse.
�Charlie,� Andrew said, beginning to cry. �They stole Charlie.�

At first, his parents rejoiced in his return. They had spent several hours alarmed by the discovery that their children were not playing under the tree and could not be located anywhere on the large property. They could not know that by the time the attic and stables had been searched, Jack had already given Andrew his quarter.
They wept over Andrew when the oil field boss brought him home, and had not remonstrated against him. But quickly their alarm returned; their fears for Charlie were expressed in recriminations hurled at his older brother, who should have known better than to get into a strange conveyance, who should have known better than to leave his brother for a quarter.
�Two bits!� Papa shouted. �Even Judas held out for forty pieces of silver!�
His mother intervened then, and separated them by taking Andrew to his room. But soon there were police to be answered, and not much later the detectives from Pinkerton�s, and over time, endless others.
Tough men, large men, ill-mannered men, always badgering him for descriptions and repetition of details, making unpleasant suggestions as to how it might have truly happened that Andrew was spared. Under this assault, details became confused in Andrew�s mind, memories shifted, and to his father�s fury, he could not name the town-or be certain of the roads, or how far he had traveled. Eventually the store he had visited was located, but as Andrew could have told anyone who might have listened, no one in that town had noticed Charlie and the two men.
A ransom note, postmarked from Pittsburgh, arrived three torturous days later. The letter, filled with misspellings, was eventually deciphered to be a demand for twenty thousand dollars, details of payment to be forthcoming. Papa declared himself ready to pay.
By now, newspapers were publishing stories of �Little Charlie Masters,� whose brother had abandoned him to kidnappers. This was, of course, not at all what the papers intended to convey, but it was how every story appeared to Andrew.
During this time Andrew slept and ate little, cried easily and was prone to nightmares of the worst sort. He could not help but notice that his parents no longer looked him in the eye, that the servants whispered. Had not Grandpapa arrived to protect him from his persecutors, and threatened to remove their one remaining son from their home, the Masterses might not have gone on as a family through the ordeal that awaited them.
The instructions never came. The explanation for the failure of the kidnappers to continue on their course was not uncovered until an enterprising Pinkerton�s man compared descriptions of Jack and Phil with two robbers gunned down by police in Pittsburgh on the day the letter had been received. As he lay dying, one of the men-Jack, it seems-had said, �Never find Charlie now.�
Questioning of the men�s few known associates yielded nothing. The detectives advised the Masterses to assume their son was dead.
Never one to give up, Papa announced to the newspapers that he was offering forty thousand dollars-an astronomical sum, twice the amount demanded by the kidnappers-to anyone who returned his son Charlie to him. Other than renewed publicity and attention, nothing came of it.

Over the years following Charlie�s kidnapping, Andrew learned to calmly accept his altered position in the family. His parents could not punish the kidnappers, so they punished the person they had come to view as an accomplice. They used the weapon of choice for persons of their breeding and social stature-civility. Andrew was accorded this, but little more. Charlie, by contrast, took on in memory saintly attributes he never had in life, became the perfect son denied to them. His room was enshrined, his toys left waiting for his return.
On Andrew�s eleventh birthday, the one hundred and fourth pretender (by Andrew�s careful accounting) arrived at the Masters home. He was easily dismissed as yet another boy put forward by some schemer as �Little Charlie.� There were always stories to go with these pretenders-of how the missing boy�s �adoptive� parents had taken pity on some feverish waif who had then forgotten all of his previous life until just this moment-but Andrew could not bear to listen to another one. He asked Old Davey to saddle his favorite mare, then rode toward the town where Charlie had disappeared.
This time he did not venture into the town itself, where he had become a familiar and pitied sight, but turned off into the abandoned oil field. He rode slowly, and at times dismounted to take a closer look at some object. At last his search was, at least in one sense, rewarded. He spent another hour or two at the site, then rode home. That he was filthy and had ruined his clothes either escaped his parents� notice, or was (more likely) not thought to be worthy of their comment.
This he did not mind.

Now, as he stood beneath the oak on his twenty-first birthday, he put the quarter back in his pocket and removed a second object. It was a crudely whittled soldier, weather-beaten and oil-stained, found near an abandoned well.
The well was a disposal well, used to hold oil-contaminated water and sludge pumped from other wells. It was about sixteen inches in diameter; too narrow for an adult, perhaps too narrow even for a schoolboy, but not too narrow for the body of a small child. He had known that it would be useless to look down it for Charlie�s remains; the well would be too deep.
Andrew had never been able to picture Phil and Jack planning to endure a child�s company while waiting for ransom; if they had left Charlie with someone else while they robbed houses, that person would have long ago claimed his father�s reward money. No genuine claimant had stepped forward.
Fourteen years had passed since Charlie disappeared, and the pretenders were growing fewer, but before the end of his father�s life, Andrew�s count of them would reach two hundred and eighty-six. On this day, he did not yet know that number, but he did know what had happened to his brother. On this day, he simply rested in that knowledge, and took his revenge in his silence.
�Thank you for the birthday present, Charlie,� he said, tucking away the second-and only other one-he had received since the day he turned seven.



An Unsuspected Condition of The Heart
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Now and again you may call me a rattlepate and tell me I don�t know what�s o�clock, Charles, but even you will account me a man who can handle the ribbons. And a dashed good thing it is that I am able to drive to an inch-or I�d have bowled your cousin Harry over right there in the middle of the road. I daresay running him over is no less than he deserved, for he�d overturned as beautiful a phaeton as I�d ever seen, which was a thing nearly as bad as wearing that floral waistcoat of his in public-upon my oath, Charles, even the horses took exception to it.
�Oh, thank heaven,� he cried, even before I�d settled the grays, �it�s dear old Rossiter!�
Two days earlier, the fellow had all but given me the cut direct at Lady Fanshawe�s rout, and here he was, addressing me as if I were an angel come down the road just to save him.
�Dallingham!� I replied. �What on earth has happened? I trust you�ve taken no hurt?�
�Nothing that signifies,� he said, dabbing at a little cut above his left brow. �But I am in the devil�s own hurry and here this phaeton has lost a wheel and broken an axle!�
�Let me take you up, then,� I said. �Will your groom be able to manage those bays?�
�Yes, yes,� he said, already climbing up next to me. �I�d just instructed him to take them back to that inn we passed-five miles back or so, and to see about repairs. May I trouble you to take me there? I must see if they�ve something I can hire-�
�Nonsense, Dallingham, can�t imagine they�d have so much as a horsecart to hire. I�m on my way to Ollington-to see my Aunt Lavinia. I�ll take you along as far as that, and if you need-�
�Ollington! Why, I�m to dine at Bingsley Hall this evening, and-�
�Bingsley Hall?� I said. �Well, that is on my way. No trouble at all.�
�My thanks, Rossiter!�
The grays were restive, and I put them to. A moment later, he said, �Perhaps you can save me from disgrace.�
I doubted there was any possibility of such a thing, but I said, �Oh?� (Just like that, you know-�Oh?� I believe I raised a brow, but I can�t swear to it.)
�Have you met Lord and Lady Bingsley?� he asked.
�Never had the pleasure. They do not go about much in society. I believe my aunt has some acquaintance with them.�
�Damned recluses, the pair of them.�
�I beg your pardon? Did you not just say you were invited to dine there?�
He smiled. �Oh no, I�m to stay there a fortnight!�
�A fortnight! With the Bingsleys!�
�Well, yes, as it turns out, we�re related!�
�You are related to Miss Bannister�s aunt and uncle?�
He laughed. �Wish me happy, Rossiter! I�m newly married!�
�Married!� I could not hide my shock.
�Yes, as of yesterday. And in future you must refer to Miss Bannister as Lady Dallingham. We were married by special license. She�s gone on to Bingsley to-er, prepare my welcome.�
Charles, I own I was left speechless. The grays took advantage of my lack of concentration, and a rather difficult moment passed before both my horses and my composure were back in hand.
�Well, then,� I said, rather bravely, really, �I do wish you happy. Miss-er, Lady Dallingham is a lovely young woman.�
�Oh, I suppose the chit�s well enough,� he said, �but there can be no doubt that her fortune�s mighty handsome.�
As you can imagine, this blunt speech left me appalled. Of course, all the world knew that Dallingham was hanging out for an heiress, and that he had followed in his father�s footsteps-meaning that his gaming had finally destroyed whatever portion of the family fortune the old man had not already lost at faro and dicing.
I know you�ll not take offense at my putting it so baldly, Charles-after all, neither your cousin Dallingham nor his father could be ranked among your favorites, and your father was estranged from his late brother for many years. I recall that Dallingham applied to your esteemed parent for assistance with his debts on more than one occasion, and that your father-quite rightly-showed him the door.
Of course, even as I took him up that night, I knew that Dallingham was not without friends. He could make himself charming when need be. I will own that Dallingham�s handsome face made him agreeable to the ladies, but most matchmaking mamas steered their chicks clear of him, knowing he hadn�t a feather to fly with, and that his reputation as a rake was not unearned.
I fear Miss Bannister was easy prey to such a man. She is an orphan. Her guardian was a half-brother who gave little thought to her; he gave her over to the care of her aunt and uncle, Lord and Lady Bingsley-Lord Bingsley also serving as the trustee of the large fortune that will come to her a few years hence.
But the Bingsleys, as I have said, do not go about much, and have not been seen in Town for some years. When Miss Bannister was old enough to make her come-out, therefore, her half-brother arranged that she would spend the season with her godmother, a most foolish woman, who could by no means be accounted a suitable chaperone.
I soon had it from Dallingham that her half-brother-undoubtedly misled by Dallingham�s charm-had granted his consent to this hasty wedding.
�You think it unseemly, high stickler that you are!� Dallingham accused me now.
�I? A high stickler?� I said. �Oh no. One only wonders, what brought about a need for such haste?�
�Tradesmen and others,� he replied, quite honestly.
�Forgive me if I speak of matters which do not closely concern me, Dallingham,� I said, �but you find me all curiosity. Miss Bannister�s godmother has bandied it about that Miss Bannister does not come into her fortune upon marriage. She must reach the age of twenty.�
�Ah, and you wonder that I could wait so long? The expectation, my dear. The tradesmen foresee a day in the not-so-distant future when I shall be a very wealthy man. They are willing to forestall pressing me until that day. In fact, they are quite willing to extend my credit.�
We turned to idle chitchat for a time, during which he let fall that the lovely phaeton he had so recently overturned was yours-I am so sorry, Charles!
I changed horses at Merriton, and we were well on our way again when he said, �Sorry to have cut you out where the Bannister was concerned old boy. But I daresay my need was the more pressing. From all I hear, Rossiter, you�re as rich as Golden Ball.�
�No such thing,� I said coolly.
He chuckled. �No need to cut up stiff with me,� he said. �You�ve had your eye on her, haven�t you?�
�My dear Dallingham,� I said, �she is your wife. It would be most improper in me to respond to such a comment.�
In truth, Charles, she had come to my notice. However, unlike most women-who are drawn to me by my fortune and rank-she had no need of either. This being the case, I was sure I held no attraction to Miss Bannister. While I don�t suppose a great many children have been frightened by my visage, or told by their nursemaids that I shall come to steal them if they don�t mind their manners, I�ve not Dallingham�s handsome face.
I did not blame the ladies of the ton for being taken in by him, for I too readily remembered one beauty who flattered me into believing that all mirrors lie, and �twas a heady experience. That was long after I�d had my town bronze, so what chance does a chit fresh from the schoolroom have against the influence of a handsome face?
By the time we arrived at Bingsley Hall, my spirits were quite low. These were by no means lifted when Dallingham, at the moment we passed the gatekeeper�s lodge, announced with a covetous eye, �She�s to inherit all this, too, you know! Bingsley dotes on her.�
I had every intention of leaving at the first possible moment, but Lord Bingsley would not hear of it. For my part, I could not help but like the old fellow and his lady, who proffered every kindness imaginable-the upshot of this being my acquiescence to the Bingsleys� insistence that I stay the night. My relative was not expecting me at any certain date, and so I agreed to break my journey with them.
�Good man! For we�ve something of a celebration this night, haven�t we?� Lord Bingsley said, clapping Dallingham on the back.
Dallingham, who had apparently already met Lord Bingsley, seemed relieved not to be met by an outraged relative when introduced to his wife�s aunt. Lady Bingsley, if not quite as effusive as her husband, was nonetheless all that a hostess should be.
For her part, the former Miss Bannister seemed, as always, becomingly shy in the company of gentlemen, and to my own relief, was not at all demonstrative with her new spouse.
In fact, dear Charles, the two of them seldom looked at each other. Dallingham was eyeing the thick carpets, the beautiful vases, and charming chandelier with the air of a man who is calculating the price each might fetch at auction. One would have thought him a solicitor�s clerk, practicing the art of taking inventory of the Bingsleys� estate. He made little effort to hide his happy contemplation of taking possession of their goods upon their demise. He divided his time between this and the depletion of Lord Bingsley�s cellars.
Watching him, I found myself seething, until I felt a gentle hand on my sleeve. �My dear Lord Rossiter,� the new Lady Dallingham said softly, �how glad I am that you have come.�
She moved away rather quickly, and spoke to her aunt, all the while blushing.
I did not suppose for a moment that Dallingham, a man whose name has been linked with two actresses and any number of fair Cyprians, thought her very lovely. She tended to plumpness, a little. Her face was not that of a classic beauty, and no one would mistake her for a diamond of the first water. But there are other gems than diamonds, my dear Charles, and I found much in her that was admirable and becoming.
I wanted to ask if something was troubling her, if there was any way in which I might be of service, but I had no opportunity for private speech with her that evening-which was, I tell you plainly, easily one of the strangest nights of my life.
We were beset by real difficulties at the table that evening. Dallingham wasn�t paying the least attention to me or his wife; he was admiring the silver and china, repeatedly congratulating Lord Bingsley on his fine cellars, making gratifying comments to Lady Bingsley on the excellence of the soup � la reine, and remarking on the beauty of the epergne at the center of the table. (It depicted tigers chasing one another round about-not to my taste, frankly-don�t like to dine with figures of things that would just as soon dine on me.)
But just as the second course-a haunch of venison, saddle of lamb, boiled capon, and spring chicken-was served, Lady Bingsley said in a ringing voice, �Pistols at dawn!�
Dallingham and I exchanged looks of some consternation, even as Lord Bingsley calmly replied, �You�ll never do me in that way, my dear.�
�I know a good deal about pistols,� her ladyship replied. �Don�t I, Amelia?�
�Yes, Aunt,� the former Miss Bannister replied.
�Yes, yes,� said his lordship, �but for all that you know about them, you are an execrable shot.� He continued to apply himself to the venison, even as her ladyship appeared to apply herself to the problem of shooting him. Dallingham, so far from being dismayed, seemed on the verge of losing any semblance of gravity still left to him, while his new wife calmly continued to take small bites of the lamb.
Within a few moments, his lordship looked up from his plate and said, �Arrow through the heart. While you sleep.�
�I must say-� I began weakly.
�Nonsense!� said her ladyship firmly.
�It is not nonsense!� protested my host. �I�m a damned sight better with the bow and arrow than you are with pistols. I�ll creep into your room through that old priest�s hole.�
�Now, there you�re out!� said her ladyship. �The priest�s hole is in Lord Dallingham�s room-the exit, in any case.�
At this, Dallingham, who had been drinking steadily from the moment of our arrival, was overcome with mirth.
�I find nothing amusing�� I tried again.
�By Jupiter!� his lordship said, �You�re right! Hmm. In that case, it shall have to be something more subtle. Perhaps when you go riding-�
�Please!� I said. �Your lordship, your ladyship� I beg pardon� not my place, really� but I can�t possibly face the next course if there is to be nothing but this talk of murder!�
There was a moment of profound silence before his lordship said, �Not face the next course? Rubbish! There�s to be lark pudding!�
And so the exchange of murder plots continued. I would have made good on my threat to excuse myself from the table, lark pudding or no, had not the former Miss Bannister looked at me so beseechingly, I forgot all else.
By the time the ladies retired to the drawing room and Lord Bingsley offered his excellent port, though, I had heard our hosts exchange no fewer than twenty threats of foul play, and had decided to leave this odd household by first light, beseeching looks or no. Miss Bannister had married a bounder, but it was his place to take her away from such humbuggery, not mine.
But Dallingham was extremely well to live by then, as the saying goes-or at least, in too much of a drunken stupor to converse. Other than expending the effort required to continue to drink, he seemed to be using whatever powers of concentration remained to him to prevent himself from falling face first into the table linen he so admired.
Sitting there over port, blowing a cloud with his lordship, I sought an excuse for an early departure. But as if reading my mind, his lordship said, �Must forgive us, Rossiter. Her ladyship and I are not much in company, as you must know. You are outraged, as any good man would be.� He paused, and looking at Dallingham, said in a low voice, �Unlike yon jackanapes! Were I twenty years younger, I�d darken his daylights! But here� well, we keep the ladies waiting. I only mean to ask you-nay, beg you-and I�m not a man who often begs!-beg you to see your way clear to remain with us another day or two.�
�My dear Lord Bingsley-� I began, but in what was becoming a habit in him, he interrupted.
�For Amelia�s sake!� he whispered, then added, in a normal speaking voice, �You�ll grow used to our havey-cavey ways, I�m sure.�
I bowed to a man who-as I was to learn-was a masterful persuader.
Two stout footmen carried the jug-bitten Lord Dallingham to his chambers that night. That his wife slept apart from him did not surprise me in the least-I only hoped that she had locked the door against him.
He did not appear at breakfast, when Lord Bingsley asked if I would be so good as to accompany his niece, who wished to ride her mare about the estate. �Going to miss Bingsley Hall, she tells me. By God, Bingsley Hall shall miss her!�
�Perhaps Lord Dallingham would like to join us,� I suggested.
�Daresay he would,� Lord Bingsley said, �if he hadn�t eaten Hull cheese! My valet informs me he shot the cat! Too blind to find the basin like a decent fellow, damn him. Wonder if he�ll be so fond of that carpet now!�
�I-I believe I shall find Miss-Lady Dallingham,� I said, feeling a bit queasy myself.
He offered to accompany me to the stables. We delayed some moments on the steps to exchange pleasantries with Lady Bingsley, who was to call upon an ailing tenant that morning. His lordship, determinining that there was some slight chill in the air, begged her to wait while her maid should fetch a shawl, and once this item was retrieved, solicitously placed it about his lady�s shoulders. He handed her up into the carriage, and her little dog as well, and then a large hamper of food for the tenant�s family, and, after receiving assurances from the coachman that he would not drive too fast over the country lanes, stood watching the carriage as it pulled away.
At the stables, he saw to it that I was very handsomely mounted on a fine gelding. I assisted his niece-who wore a delightful blue velvet riding habit-with her mare, and in the company of a groom who stayed some distance behind us, we rode out.
Lord Bingsley�s lands were in good heart, and if I had been Dallingham, no doubt I would have been estimating their yields. But my mind was wholly taken up with the thought that I had forever lost the opportunity to ask the woman beside me to become Lady Rossiter.
�How do you fare this morning, Lady Dallingham?� I asked, trying to accept that fact.
�Oh, please do not address me by that hateful name!�
�Hateful? But-�
�May I count you my friend, sir?�
�Most certainly! If there is any service I may render-�
�I am afraid, Lord Rossiter, that I have been duped.�
�By me?� I asked, aghast.
�Oh, no, Lord Rossiter! Never by you!�
�I don� understand, Lady� er, beg pardon, but I don�t know quite how one should address-�
�Amelia,� she said. �I should like it above all things if you would call me Amelia.�
�Very well, Amelia, and you shall please call me Christopher-no, dash it! Call me Kit.�
�Do your friends call you Kit?�
�Yes.�
�Well, then, Kit,� she said-and by the saints and angels, Charles, she could have asked for the world from that moment on. She didn�t.
�I am so sorry that a man of your sensibilities was forced to� to accustom himself to the odd behavior of my aunt and uncle,� she said. �They mean well, but-�
�Mean well! Talking of poison and setting traps with old armor or contriving to make a fellow walk beneath loose roof tiles!�
�Oh, Kit, no! They are trying to get me to show a little-I believe Uncle calls it �rumgumption.� �
�I beg pardon?� I said, all at sea.
�Oh, I know I shouldn�t use cant-�
�No, no, I mean-I don�t mind it-the cant, I mean-but what the blazes have you to do with their plans to do one another a mischief?�
�One another? Oh no, Kit-�
�Discussing-over the syllabub, mind you-how they�re going to put a period to the other�s existence!�
�But that is not what they are about, Kit! I am sure� that is, I begin to wonder� well, the thing of it is, perhaps I should murder Harry!�
�What!�
�Oh, yes. It�s the only way out of this tangle I�m in.�
�My dear Amelia! Surely-�
�You see,� she said, exhibiting an inherited tendency to stop a fellow from saying what he ought to say, �Peter-he�s my half-brother, you know-Peter told me that Harry had some-some rather displeasing information about my dear aunt, and that Harry would make it public, if I didn�t marry him straight away. Only now I find out that my aunt doesn�t care a fig about any of it, that it was some old scandal from long ago, and Uncle Bingsley called me a goosecap, and said that Peter and Harry had arranged it all between them, because according to my parents� will, a certain sum of money came to Peter on my marriage, which is why he wanted me to have a London season in the first place, which I wouldn�t have cared for at all, because really it�s quite exhausting and gives one the headache, except that it afforded me the chance to-to meet a few admirable persons, although he-they-seemed to take little interest in me, for which they can hardly be blamed, and so-and so I married Harry.�
I was much struck by this speech, once I had sorted it out, and said, �The dastards! When I think what Dallingham and your half-brother have conspired to do! Why-why, I shall thrash the two of them! This is positively gothic!�
�Oh, no, Kit, do not! I have made a great mistake, and I�ve been a sad featherbrain, as my uncle says-�
�But surely the marriage can be set aside!�
She turned very red.
�Beg pardon!� I murmured, a little crimson myself. �Don�t know what possessed me to-�
�No, no! It is just-I was so very foolish! But to have a man with Lord Dallingham�s looks and address tell me that only his desperate love for me drove him to such measures to bring me to the altar-well, I realize now that he was merely ensuring that our marriage could not be annulled. As for my giving into such nonsense-it is all vanity, I�m afraid. My head was turned. �Perhaps he cares for me after all!� I thought. So silly of me. My aunt says it comes of reading too many novels. But she�s mistaken, of course. It is because am a plain woman, and-�
�Never say so again!� I protested.
She was silent for a time, then said, �You are kind. Perhaps you cannot know what it is like to be flattered in that way.�
�Oh yes, I can,� I said.
�You? Oh, it isn�t possible.�
I laughed. �My dear, I have learned it was not only possible but probable, as it must be for every unmarried person of fortune.�
She made no reply.
After a moment, I asked, �How came you to bring him here?�
�My uncle had come to Town, because Peter had sent word to him that he was owed money-on the event of my being wed. I had thought Uncle would be in a rage, but he was all that was civil, and merely told Dallingham that perhaps he should like to come to Bingsley Hall for a fortnight, and saying that one day all his own wealth and property would come to me, so Harry may as well become acquainted with the place.�
�And Dallingham couldn�t wait.�
�No.� She sighed. �But I won�t cry craven-I shall contrive to live with Lord Dallingham. I only wanted you to know-well, I was so surprised to see you with him, and so grateful. It has done my nerves a deal of good to know you are at hand, although undoubtedly you�ve found this visit quite dreadful!�

That evening, Charles, as we sat down to dine, I found my attitude toward murderous speech had undergone a sea change. I listened to my lord�s and ladyship�s schemes with rapt attention. And when Lady Bingsley was so good as to teach me the names and properties of certain plants in the nearby woods, I was an apt pupil.

Now, none of this has any bearing, of course, on the sudden death of Lord Dallingham. He died, as was ascertained by the magistrate, of an apoplexy brought on by an unsuspected condition of the heart. He had been drinking steadily throughout his visit to Bingsley Hall-Dallingham, not the magistrate, I mean-and an empty bottle of very fine port was found near his bed. This life of dissipation, the magistrate believes, led to the gentleman�s untimely demise.
Like other gentlemen of the law in centuries before him, the magistrate did not observe the exit to the priest�s hole. It is a very small hiding place indeed-as I discovered by viewing it from the entrance, which was in my own chambers.

Amelia puts off her black gloves in another week, when you may expect an announcement of our betrothal in the Times.

One other thing I must mention, though, Charles. More than once-rattlepate that I am-it has occurred to me that now that the late Lord Dallingham has passed on to his reward without an heir, you are in line for the title. It has also occurred to me that you had never before allowed the late Harry the use of so much as one of your tenant�s wheelbarrows, let alone your own new phaeton. I say, old friend-thank goodness you weren�t in it when that wheel came loose!
However, should you ever feel the urge to loan another phaeton to someone, Amelia�s half-brother may be glad to make use of your generosity.
How very good to be able to confide in you, my dear, dear Charles!
Your most Obedient  & etc.
��Kit
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