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            To Andrew Porada, with love, in memory of the Wall Street days.
            

         
 
         
         

      

      

    


  

    

      
         
         
 
         
            MISS BAILEY’S GHOST

         
 
         
            A Captain bold, in Halifax, who dwelt in country quarters,
 
            Seduced a maid who hang’d herself, one morning, in her garters,
 
            His wicked conscience smited him, he lost his stomach daily,
 
            He took to drinking ratafee, and thought upon Miss Bailey.
 
                       Oh, Miss Bailey! unfortunate Miss Bailey.
 
            
                

            
 
            One night betimes he went to rest, for he had caught a fever,
 
            Says he, ‘I am a handsome man, but I’m a gay deceiver;’
 
            His candle just at twelve o’clock began to burn quite palely,
 
            A ghost stepp’d up to his bed side, and said, ‘Behold Miss Bailey.’
 
                       Oh, Miss Bailey! unfortunate Miss Bailey.
 
            
                

            
 
            ‘Avaunt, Miss Bailey,’ then he cried, ‘your face looks white and mealy,’
 
            ‘Dear Captain Smith,’ the ghost replied, ‘you’ve used me ungenteelly;
 
            The Crowner’s Quest goes hard with me, because I’ve acted frailly,
 
            And parson Biggs won’t bury me, though I am dead Miss Bailey.’
 
                       Oh, Miss Bailey! unfortunate Miss Bailey.
 
            
                

            
 
            ‘Dear Corpse,’ said he, ‘since you and I accounts must once for all close,
 
            I’ve really got a one pound note in my regimental small clothes;
 
            ’Twill bribe the sexton for your grave,’ – The ghost then vanished gaily,
 
            Crying, ‘Bless you, wicked Captain Smith, remember poor Miss Bailey.’
 
                       Oh, Miss Bailey! unfortunate Miss Bailey.
 
            Anon.
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         Lady Godolphin was suffering from a bad conscience. The comfortable travelling carriage bearing herself and young Daphne Armitage bowled smoothly along the summer roads of Berham county.
         
 
         Daphne had been staying in London with her sister, Annabelle. Although she had just turned eighteen no plans had yet been made to bring her out, her father, the Reverend Charles Armitage, being in funds and therefore, for once, content to let his latest marriageable daughter age slightly before rushing her off to the altar.
 
         But Daphne had met and fallen in love with a very beautiful young man at one of Lady Godolphin’s parties and an engagement seemed in the offing. The man of her choice was Cyril Archer, famed in London society for his youth, beauty, and total lack of brain.

         Lady Godolphin now felt uneasily she should have thrown a spoke in that particular wheel.
         
 
         The elder Armitage girls had all married men, handsome, dashing, virile men, not empty-headed preening coxcombs. Minerva was comfortably wed to Lord Sylvester Comfrey, Annabelle to the Marquess of Brabington and Deirdre to Lord Harry Desire.
         

         It was not as if Daphne had much in her cockloft either, reflected Lady Godolphin sourly. It was just that the vicar would not, she was sure, look on Daphne’s choice with any warmth. Furthermore, Mr Archer was comfortably off, but hardly rich.

         And Charles Armitage would no doubt blame her, Lady Godolphin, for having been instrumental in introducing Daphne to Mr Archer.

         Lady Godolphin was a distant relative of the Armitages and had been much involved with the three elder girls’ marriages. She was fond of all the Armitage girls, but could not help feeling Daphne had turned out something of a disappointment.
         

         She had no character.
         

         From being a mischievous hoyden she had turned into a dazzling beauty, utterly wrapped up in her own appearance.

         A sudden ray of hope shone in Lady Godolphin’s brain.

         ‘Does young Archer hunt?’ she asked.

         Daphne was studying her own reflection in a steel mirror which she had drawn out of her reticule.

         ‘Oh, no,’ she said vaguely. ‘He detests blood sports.’
         

         ‘Lor’!’ said Lady Godolphin gloomily. ‘Well, men are all a lot of follicles, anyways. I’ve given them up myself. I started at Lent and kept on goin’.’

         ‘Yes?’ said Daphne, adjusting a curl.

         ‘And paint too.’

         ‘I had noticed,’ said Daphne with rare animation. Privately she thought Lady Godolphin looked a great deal younger without her customary mask of blanc and rouge.
         

         Lady Godolphin looked like a well-scrubbed bulldog. Her heavy face was creased with worry and her mouth turned down at the corners.

         ‘Are you not happy that I have found a suitable young man?’ asked Daphne at last, putting away the mirror.

         ‘Well, I am, and I amn’t. Fact is, he’s a bore. That’s what bothers me.’

         ‘He has delicate and sweet manners and he loves me,’ said Daphne with unwonted severity.

         ‘Oh, ah. I just don’t know what Charles is going to say.’

         ‘Father? Oh, father never notices me.’

         ‘I wouldn’t say that. He always said you were the beauty o’ the bunch.’

         ‘I know that,’ said Daphne with seemingly awful vanity.
         

         Lady Godolphin leaned forward and jerked down the glass. The scent of wild thyme and marjoram wafted into the carriage on the hot summer air. Clouds of thistledown drifted and clung and drifted again over the deep green meadows by the river. The hedgerows were a riot of colour with purple and yellow vetch, yellow-headed wild parsnip and white clover. A flock of woodpigeons squabbled noisily over the still-orange rowan berries and brightly coloured butterflies performed their erratic dance in the sleepy air.
         

         Lady Godolphin’s eyes began to close. She was worrying over nothing. She wasn’t a terribly close relative of the Armitages and she had already done more than enough for the other girls. Daphne was as empty and silly as Mr Archer. But Lady Godolphin sleepily remembered Daphne when she and Diana used to get up to all sorts of mad capers; a Daphne animated with wild, blown hair, flushed face, and no care for her clothes whatsoever.
         

         Soon her mouth fell open and she began to snore.

         Daphne studied her sleeping face for a few moments. Then that elegant young lady stretched her arms above her head and yawned, gave her ribs a good scratch, and popped her feet on the seat opposite as she slouched back comfortably.

         Without a spectator, Daphne’s beauty ceased, as far as she was concerned, to exist. For her, beauty was an armour which you donned before facing the gaze of even your nearest and dearest. Beauty, Daphne had found, excused everything from lack of dowry to lack of intelligence. So long as she looked beautiful and smiled prettily, then she did not need to exert herself in any way. Beauty meant you were loved by one and all.

         Only look how poor little Diana got nothing but the rough edge of her father’s tongue because she would hang around the stables and kennels, wishing out loud she could have been born a boy.
         

         The sun sank lower in the sky and flocks of rooks sailed towards the woods. The sky paled to a greenish colour, then violet, then purple. One by one, the lights went on in farm cottages, flickering smears of yellow against the heavy glass.

         Houses began to appear on either side of the road as they neared the county town of Hopeminster. They rattled through the quiet cobbled streets and out onto the road which led to the village of Hopeworth.

         Daphne was at peace with the world. No longer would she have to dread a Season, or that her father should suddenly find himself out of pocket and hasten to marry her off to the first man with money. Cyril Archer suited her perfectly. He was a beautiful counterpart to herself. He never said anything startling or clever; in fact he rarely said anything at all. He had kissed her before she left, a chaste kiss on the brow.

         But he did seem to sail like some beautiful angel fish through that mysterious world of the ton, that world of shibboleths and taboos. It was as if he had been born in the middle of Almack’s and cut his teeth at the opera. By instinct rather than intelligence did he manage to be socially correct at all times, weaving his way deftly through the saloons of the west end of London like an elegant dancer in an elaborate quadrille.
         

         ‘Or Theseus in the Labyrinth,’ said Daphne unconsciously speaking aloud.
         

         ‘What!’ said Lady Godolphin.

         ‘I didn’t know you were awake,’ said Daphne, straightening her spine, and placing her feet neatly, side by side, on the carriage floor. ‘I said like Theseus in the Labyrinth. In Crete, you know.’

         ‘Your grammar is awful,’ said Lady Godolphin, shaking her head so vigorously that her turban fell over one eye. ‘Thoses in the laburnum, not Theses.’
         

         The carriage suddenly lumbered to a halt.

         ‘We can’t be there already!’ exclaimed Lady Godolphin. She stuck her head out of the window. ‘What’s to do?’

         ‘Don’t know, my lady,’ came the coachman’s voice, ‘but we’d better get out the pistols. Lights bobbing on the road ahead. Hope they ain’t highwaymen.’

         ‘Not near Hopeworth,’ said Daphne calmly. ‘Papa would not allow it.’

         A faint halloo echoed from down the road.

         ‘Someone’s walking towards the carriage, my lady,’ came the coachman’s voice.

         Lady Godolphin put a hand in the pocket in the door of the coach and pulled out a serviceable horse pistol.

         ‘Don’t be affeart, Daphne,’ said Lady Godolphin, her jowls quivering. ‘They shan’t touch us. Oh, for Heaven’s sake, wench! Stop fiddling with your bonnet.’

         ‘I am persuaded it is something to do with Papa, or something that he knows of,’ said Daphne with what Lady Godolphin considered an air of absolute bovine stupidity.
         

         There was the sound of voices and a head appeared at the carriage window. Lady Godolphin raised the pistol in both hands, closed her eyes tightly, and fired. Daphne knocked her arm up and the ball buried itself in the roof of the coach.

         The window of the carriage was down. Daphne put her head out and said gently to the figure lying flat on the ground, ‘It is all right, Papa. Lady Godolphin took you for a highwayman.’

         The vicar of St Charles and St Jude struggled to his feet and crammed his shovel hat, which had fallen off, onto his head again. His squat figure trembled with outrage.

         ‘Be damned to you, ma’am,’ he gasped. ‘You nearly sent me to my Maker!’

         ‘It’s your fault,’ said Lady Godolphin, as much shaken as the outraged vicar. ‘If you would behave more like a parson than a … than a … thing. Parsons is in their churches, not cavortin’ around the middle of the road.’
         

         ‘And you should’ve told me you were coming,’ said the vicar. ‘Carriage can’t get through. You and Daphne will need to get down and walk. There’s a gurt hole in the middle o’ the road.’

         ‘I sent a letter,’ said Lady Godolphin.

         ‘Oh, is that what it was?’ said the vicar, looking uncomfortable. ‘Never opened it. Thought it would be full o’ female chit-chat. Get down. Get down. Tell you about it on the road home.’

         Wheezing and puffing, Lady Godolphin climbed down from the carriage, followed by Daphne.
         

         ‘John Summer’ll come over the fields with the hand cart and take your trunks to the vicarage,’ said the Reverend Charles in an abstracted way. He seemed to have recovered quickly although he was plainly worried about something. ‘The coach and your servants can return to Hopeminster, ma’am,’ went on the vicar. ‘Come along. Step lightly. No time to waste.’

         Puffing and demanding explanations, Lady Godolphin with Daphne in tow followed him down the road. Both women were, however, struck speechless by the sight that met their eyes.
         

         A group of labourers from the village had broken up a deep channel right across the road. The resultant pit was filled with ditchwater and was being carefully covered with turf and dust.

         ‘Hunting has driven you mad,’ exclaimed Lady Godolphin. ‘I thought you considered it Sacker-lodges to kill reynard by any other means than hunting the beast down with an expensive pack o’ hounds. But now it seems as if you’re trying to trap the animal. Well, let me tell you, foxes don’t go jauntering down the Hopeworth road. They keeps to the fields. They …’
         

         ‘It ain’t for the fox,’ said the vicar heavily. ‘It’s for the bishop.’

         ‘Lud!’

         ‘He’s coming early in the morning for to pay me a visit. He’s going to ask me to give up my pack.’

         ‘Not Dr Jameson,’ said Lady Godolphin, remembering that the bishop usually kept as well away from Hopeworth parish as possible.
         

         ‘New bishop,’ said the vicar tersely. ‘Dr Philpotts. Sent word. Said huntin’ wasn’t fit for a member o’ the church.’

         ‘But the poor man will break his neck!’

         ‘Not he,’ said the vicar. ‘But it should make him think twice about goin’ further.’

         ‘It is a very deep pit, Papa,’ ventured Daphne.
         

         ‘Don’t criticize things you know nothing about,’ said the vicar. ‘Not the sort of thing for girls or ladies to get exercised about.’

         Lady Godolphin realized she was too tired to argue. Her feet ached. She never really had understood country life anyway. No need to refine too much on it and exhaust oneself by making a scene about nothing. For all she knew, country vicars regularly dug pits for their bishops.
         

         ‘How did you fare in London?’ asked the vicar, turning his attention to Daphne.

         Lady Godolphin squeezed Daphne’s arm as a signal that it was not a very opportune time to talk about Mr Archer.

         ‘Very well, Papa,’ said Daphne demurely. ‘I was much admired.’

         ‘Not right for you to say so,’ grunted the vicar. ‘How goes Annabelle?’

         ‘Well … I think,’ said Daphne cautiously.

         ‘So she should be. Finally got that son she craved.’

         ‘Yes,’ said Daphne, shaking her head slightly as if to shake loose uncomfortable images of Annabelle absorbed in the welfare of her squat, ugly baby boy while her husband did not seem able to look at the child.
         

         ‘And Minerva? And Deirdre?’

         ‘Gone to Brighton, as you know, with the Fashionables, Papa. London was very thin of company. How are the little girls?’ asked Daphne, meaning seventeen-year-old Diana and sixteen-year-old Frederica, her two younger sisters.
         

         ‘Diana needs some teaching as to how to go on. She’s run wild. And Frederica’s sadly off in looks. Need to do something to bring them up to the mark.’

         ‘That’s all he ever thinks when he thinks of us girls,’ thought Daphne dismally. ‘We must be beautiful – the beautiful Armitage girls. Our value on the Marriage Mart must be kept high.’
         

         Bravely, in order to turn her father’s thoughts from her younger sisters, Daphne plunged in with, ‘I am about to become affianced, Papa.’

         The vicar stopped stock still and glared at Lady Godolphin’s fast retreating back.

         ‘Who to?’

         ‘Cyril Archer.’

         ‘Mr Cyril Archer.’
         

         ‘Yes, Papa. But he is a fine young man. The Somerset Archers, you know.’

         ‘No, I don’t. What has her ladyship to say to this? What was Annabelle thinking of not to inform me?’

         ‘Well, Annabelle is much concerned with baby Charles and … and … I met Mr Archer at Lady Godolphin’s.’
         

         The vicar breathed through his nose. ‘I’ll get to the bottom of this, miss.’ He eyed her narrowly. A full moon had risen, outlining Daphne’s trim figure, mondaine dress and beautiful face. ‘You could marry a duke,’ said the vicar sourly.

         ‘I am sure you would put my happiness before all worldly concerns,’ said Daphne with a primness worthy of her sister Minerva at her most sanctimonious.
         

         ‘We’ll see,’ said the vicar truculently. He was about to pursue the subject when his sharp little eyes spied the figure of Squire Radford on the other side of the village pond.

         He did not want the squire to find out about the trap he had set for the bishop and so he hustled Daphne along the road as fast as he could.

         When they reached the iron gates of the vicarage the vicar hissed, ‘Mrs Armitage don’t know nothing about the bishop, nor the girls either, so don’t you go sayin’ anything. Lor’! I forgot to warn Lady Godolphin.’ He charged off into the house, leaving Daphne to follow.
         

         Mrs Armitage was not belowstairs to welcome Daphne home. That good lady had overdosed herself with patent medicine which had brought on one of her Spasms. Frederica was already in bed but Diana was waiting in the small parlour with wine and cakes.

         ‘I heard of your arrival,’ said Diana. ‘Jem from the village came running up about ten minutes ago.’

         Daphne sat down sedately, spine straight as a ramrod, and neatly removed her gloves. Then she unpinned her bonnet and laid it carefully on a chair. Diana, who was wearing a much-stained riding dress, looked at her elder sister with contempt. ‘Still the same fashion plate, Daphne. I had hoped London might have humanized you. Oh, never mind. Tell me about Annabelle and the new baby.’
         

         Daphne began to talk in her soft voice. Everything was well with Annabelle. The baby was lusty and healthy and had a fine voice. Behind Daphne’s calm brow flowed two streams of worry. What if the bishop broke his neck? Why had things at Annabelle’s been so uncomfortable and edgy?
         

         Diana listened, surveying Daphne curiously and wondering if anything ever troubled her apart from a stray curl. Daphne’s midnight hair was arranged tastefully in artistic curls. She was a fashionable beauty, reflected Diana without even a tinge of jealousy. Straight little nose, large liquid eyes, and a small, beautifully shaped mouth.

         ‘And then we met Father out on the Hopeworth road,’ Daphne ended up.

         ‘Really? What on earth was Father doing? And you and Lady Godolphin arrived on foot. A Lady Godolphin sans paints and sans cicisbeo, no less.’

         ‘She gave both up for Lent and has become accustomed to doing without either,’ said Daphne. ‘I must retire,’ she added hurriedly, wishing to avoid lying about what Father had been doing on the Hopeworth road.

         Diana followed her upstairs. ‘I wish you would speak on my behalf to Papa,’ she said.
         

         Daphne turned, her hand on the bannister. ‘Why? Are you in love? Is there some gentleman?’

         ‘Pooh. Of course not. I wish to ride to hounds next time Papa goes hunting.’

         ‘But Diana,’ pleaded Daphne, her large eyes even larger in amazement. ‘You cannot! Only very coarse ladies go hunting.’

         ‘Stuff! I can ride better than Papa, I will have you know. But he will not listen to me. Please Daphne?’
         

         Daphne slowly began to walk up the stairs. ‘I have not much influence with Papa,’ she said over her shoulder. ‘Minerva …’

         ‘Minerva! Don’t talk fustian. Minerva would read me a sermon!’
         

         ‘But it is not very ladylike,’ persisted Daphne, walking into her bedroom. ‘You will soon wish to marry and you would not want the gentleman to have a disgust of you.

         ‘I don’t want to get married!’ said Diana fiercely. ‘I want to hunt and shoot and fish. ’Member what fun we used to have before you became so hoity-toity, Daphne. But you love clothes and dressing up and being bored by a lot of social chit-chat. Please Daphne.’
         

         Daphne sat down on the bed and looked at Diana, her calm gaze revealing none of the busy thoughts underneath. Diana’s hair was worn behind her ears in a severe knot. Her mouth was rather large for beauty but her skin was flawless and her large, sparkling, black eyes gave her face a gypsy look which was oddly attractive.
         

         All at once Daphne envied Diana who had confidence in herself and knew what she wanted. She, Daphne, had once run wild about the woods and fields. But that was before she had discovered her own beauty could save her such a great deal of pain. People did not say cutting or hurtful things if you were beautiful. They did not seem to expect you to say very much either. ‘I will try, Diana,’ she said slowly. ‘But give me a little time.’

         Diana gave her a hug, nearly knocking her back across the bed.

         After she had left, Daphne carefully began to prepare for bed. John Summer had deposited her trunks, and the maid, Betty, had already hung her dresses and mantles away. Her heavy iron cosmetic box had been placed on the toilet table. Daphne would allow no one to unpack these precious articles but herself. Carefully she began to take out each item and arrange them in order on the table. There were four different types of rouge – vegetable, serviette (to be applied with a cloth), Liquid Bloom of Roses, and cosmetic wool (treated with red dye).

         Then there was a large bottle of Vento’s Italian Water; a box of face powder called Powder Pearl of India, and a large swansdown puff. There was cold cream, beautifying cream, Pomade de Nerole and Pomade de Graffa.

         Daphne used very little of these cosmetics, but she collected them as a magpie collects glittering objects. After she had admired her collection, she removed the little rouge she had on her cheeks with cleansing cream. It was when she was twisting this way and that to try to unfasten the tapes at the back of her dress that she realized the maid, Betty, had not put in an appearance to help her for bed. Betty had been elevated to lady’s maid and a new parlourmaid called Sarah graced the vicarage. Although Betty had often acted as lady’s maid when the sisters went to London on visits, she had always had to resume her lower position when she returned to the vicarage. But her promotion had been the result of some only half-heard row that John Summer had had with the vicar. Betty never seemed happy these days, thought Daphne, and she had never married John either, although at one point shortly after Deirdre’s wedding, they had received Mr Armitage’s blessing.
         

         The vicar was still rather mean when it came to the number of servants he employed. John Summer still acted as groom, coachman, kennel master, and whipper-in. The knife boy was still the pot boy as well as the page, and Sarah, the new housemaid, doubled as parlourmaid when the occasion demanded. There was a cook-housekeeper, Mrs Hammer, who held sway in the kitchen, and an odd-man who donned butler’s livery if the guests were very grand.

         Betty had been in London when the eldest Armitage girl, Minerva, had made her come-out, and had subsequently returned with the next in line, Annabelle, and had been there when Deirdre had been wed. She had been happy and cheerful, cheeky and frightened by turns, and after Deirdre’s wedding had shown signs of settling down to marry John Summer and live happily ever after.
         

         Then she had become ill and had been ill for quite some time – so ill that Mr Armitage had sent her away to the seaside in the hope that the fresh air of the ocean would cure her.

         The visit seemed to have effected a physical cure but had done nothing to improve the maid’s spirits. Betty had become surly and sad and no longer begged the girls’ old dresses or tied pretty ribbons in her black curls.

         ‘I must not worry so much,’ thought Daphne, as she at last pulled a printed cotton nightgown over her head and slipped between the sheets. ‘I will have wrinkles if I worry overmuch.

         ‘But I do hope the bishop does not come!’
         

         Daphne, despite her worries, fell asleep very quickly. She had not thought of Mr Archer once.

         
             

         

         The sun shone bravely in Daphne’s bedroom window at six in the morning. She awoke and blinked and then buried her face in the pillow and tried to go back to sleep. But a picture of the Bishop of Berham breaking his neck rose before her eyes to be followed by a picture of her father being hanged in front of Newgate Prison.
         

         Daphne wondered whether to wake Diana and enlist her help. But Diana was her younger sister and must be shielded from harm.

         It would not be so very bad, thought Daphne, if she dressed and walked to where the pit was so carefully concealed in the road and shouted a warning should the bishop’s carriage appear.
         

         Papa had said something about the bishop arriving early in the morning.
         

         When Daphne let herself quietly out of the house a half-hour later, she did not look like the usual fashion plate she presented to the world. Her hair was brushed back behind her ears and confined at the nape of her neck with a pink ribbon. She wore serviceable boots under a drab gown of brown cotton.

         The summer morning was sweet and still. Birds chirped sleepily in the hedgerows. A hazy mist was rising from the fields like a gauze curtain at the pantomime before the transformation scene. A few threads of smoke climbed from cottage chimneys into the lazy air. Daphne hurried along the edge of the village pond and along past the tall gates of The Hall where her uncle, Sir Edwin Armitage, lived with his chilly wife and two plain daughters. The road wound over the River Blyne. The river gurgled and chuckled over smooth round stones and between tall banks of rushes, the only busy thing in that early morning’s peace.
         

         On past the blind shuttered windows of Lady Wentwater’s mansion went Daphne. Lady Wentwater had not been in residence for over two years and her nephew Guy who had once been a slave-trader was rumoured to have gone to America. Rumour also had it that Sir Edwin’s daughter, Emily, was still waiting for his return.
         

         Daphne came out of the shade of the trees which surrounded Lady Wentwater’s mansion and looked down the long ribbon of road which led towards the crossroads.
         

         Her heart seemed to stop.

         A light carriage was upended in the vicar’s pit and a still figure was lying beside the road. The horses had climbed free and were standing nearby.

         Daphne picked up her skirts and ran as fast as she could towards the prone figure. Once again, in her mind’s eye, she could see her father dancing on the end of a rope.

         The figure resolved itself into that of a man, a large man. He was bespattered with mud and water from head to foot. His face was covered in mud.

         Daphne knelt down beside him and gently took his head on her lap. ‘Don’t be dead,’ she whispered. ‘Please say something.’

         A large tear rolled down Daphne’s nose and plopped onto the mud-covered face on her lap.

         ‘My lord bishop,’ said Daphne, praying aloud. ‘It was a most wicked thing to do. Only say that you are alive so that you may forgive us.’

         The man’s eyes opened suddenly and he stared straight up into Daphne’s face.

         ‘Thank God!’ sobbed Daphne, taking out a dainty, scented handkerchief and trying to scrub some of the mud from his face. The man struggled to sit up and Daphne knelt back on her heels and stared at him anxiously.

         Her dusky curls had escaped from their ribbon and were tumbling about her face. Her enormous eyes were dark and beseeching.
         

         ‘Please give me your blessing,’ she said.

         ‘Certainly,’ said the man in a dazed way. He studied her face for a few moments and then began to smile, his teeth very white against the smeared mud on his face.

         He leaned forward and neatly clipped Daphne about the waist, and, before she could even begin to think what he meant to do, he had pulled her into his arms and ruthlessly kissed her. Daphne struggled, filled with fear; fear of the strange heat flooding her body, of the masculine strength of his arms, of the faint bristle of his chin against her face.

         When he released her, she jumped to her feet, scrubbing her mouth with the sleeve of her dress.

         He staggered unsteadily to his feet and gazed down at her.

         Daphne took a deep breath. ‘How dare …’

         But shock and outrage stifled the rest of the exclamation. She received a smart slap across her bottom.

         ‘Run along,’ said the muddy gentleman, ‘and get some help.’

         Daphne opened and shut her mouth, anger robbing her momentarily of speech.

         At last she found her voice. ‘You, my lord bishop, are an insult to the cloth.’

         ‘Inbreeding,’ murmured the gentleman. ‘No,’ he said in a kind voice. ‘I am not a bishop. Bishops are a very rare breed. You must not keep thinking every gentleman you meet is a bishop, you know.’

         ‘But you must be the bishop!’ wailed Daphne. ‘My father, the vicar, dug this pit especially to trap him!’
         

         The tall gentleman looked down at her, his yellowish eyes filled with pity. ‘There, there, my child,’ he said. ‘I shall manage for myself.’

         He began to walk off down the road in the direction of Hopeworth. ‘A tragedy,’ he thought. ‘Such a beautiful girl. She should not be allowed to wander about the countryside without some sort of keeper.’

         A patter of light steps behind him made him turn round. ‘Oh, sir,’ gasped Daphne. ‘Who are you?’

         ‘My name is Garfield, Simon Garfield at your service.’

         ‘Well, Mr Garfield, you must listen. You see I would like to help you but the bishop may come along at any moment and I must warn him …’

         ‘Very well, my child,’ said Mr Garfield. ‘You stay here and … er … warn the bishop.’ His horses had broken their traces and miraculously plunged free of the ditch. He had tethered them to a tree and left them to graze in the long grass at the side of the road.

         He strode off, leaving Daphne twisting her hands in agitation.

         Mr Garfield quickly made his way towards Hopeworth. His head throbbed and the bright sunlight hurt his eyes. He silently cursed his friend, Edwin Apsley, whose idea it had been that he should call on a certain Mr Armitage and buy a couple of hounds. Mr Garfield had been staying with friends on the other side of Hopeminster. Edwin had been with him but had had to rush off to town to stop his latest inamorata from leaving his protection and had hurriedly begged Mr Garfield to oblige him in the matter of the hounds.
         

         ‘Who is this fellow Armitage?’ Mr Garfield had asked. ‘How shall I find him?’

         ‘Oh, just ask in Hopeworth village,’ Edwin had said carelessly. ‘Everyone knows him.’

         Mr Garfield decided to find the residence of this Mr Armitage and demand help to raise his carriage from the hole in the road.

         He puzzled momentarily over the plight of the poor mad Ophelia who had tried to come to his rescue. Her voice did not have a country burr, but her clothes were old and unfashionable. Poor demented thing. He would never have kissed her had he guessed she had several rooms to let in her pretty head.
         

         He paused outside the gates of Lady Wentwater’s mansion, but it was all too clearly deserted. He sighed and went on further, past the River Blyne. On the other side of the bridge, he saw the squat figure of a lady rapidly approaching. She was wearing a large muslin cap which imperfectly concealed a head of curl papers. She was in her undress: a negligee over an elaborate petticoat. Mr Garfield saw with a sinking heart that she appeared to be talking to herself. He decided to ignore her and go on and see if he could find some sane person in this mad world. He began to wonder if the blow to his head had affected his wits.
         

         But as he came abreast of the lady, she stopped him and said, ‘I never was more shocked when Betty told me. Tigers and panters and leapinghards, yes, I says, but not bishops. Charles is gone out and no one else is awake and she’s no use, her with her Spasms. It’s her way of not facing up to things. Now if I had had Spasms every day of my life like she does, I would not be what I am today.’
         

         Mr Garfield smiled in a placating sort of way and made to move on, but Lady Godolphin, for it was she, much flustered and worried having heard confirmation of the vicar’s bishop trap from the maid, caught hold of his sleeve.

         ‘Now you look like a gentleman,’ said Lady Godolphin earnestly, peering up into Mr Garfield’s face, ‘albeit a muddy one. Would you do such a thing? For when he told me last night, I thought it was all a hum and he meant it for drainage. For when I thought about it, I thought I could not have heard aright. Not till Betty come in with the tea and says, “You’ll never guess what master has been and done.”
         

         “‘Betty,” says I, “he was maundering on about some such thing and made me walk from the carriage so that my feet still ache, and my Arthur’s Eitis is so awful I feel like that boy with the foxes gnawing at his vitality, but mark my words, he was funning.” “Not he,” says Betty to me. “In dead earnest is t’master.”’

         Lady Godolphin paused for breath. Mr Garfield made a strange strangled sound in the back of his throat, pulled his arm free, and hastened off down the road.
         

         He began to feel more ill and more dizzy than he had done when he had recovered consciousness.

         There were some women at the well on the village green. In a faltering voice, he asked for Mr Armitage’s direction, and following the pointing fingers, he stumbled on.
         

         The vicar was in high alt. John Summer, who had been posted at the Hopeworth–Hopeminster crossroads for most of the night, had come back in the very early hours to report that he had stopped a messenger from the bishop with a note to say his lordship was indisposed. Unfortunately, John Summer had ridden away from the crossroads a bare half-hour before Mr Garfield had made his appearance.
         

         It was just beginning to strike Mr Armitage that he had not considered the possibility of any other traveller falling victim to his trap. He decided to make his way along to the pit and call the workmen to fill it in as soon as possible.

         As he swung open the iron gates of the vicarage, he became aware of a tall, muddy figure, swaying slightly in the middle of the lane.

         ‘See here,’ said the vicar sternly, advancing on Mr Garfield. ‘We all take a toss, but from the look of you, you have no one to blame but yourself. Never ride when you’re dead drunk.’

         ‘Oh God in Heaven,’ said Mr Garfield weakly. ‘I am in Bedlam.’
         

         With that, he put his hand to his brow and collapsed unconscious at the feet of the startled vicar.
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