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            CHAPTER ONE

            
        Cambridge, 1863
      

         

         As soon as he woke up early that morning, Bernard Pomeroy hopped out of bed, crossed to the window and drew back the curtains. It was still dark outside, but lanterns dappled the Old Court in Corpus Christi College with pools of light, allowing him to see the driving rain sweeping it clean. Pomeroy was undeterred. The crew went out in all weathers, contending with adverse conditions they might well face on the day of the Boat Race itself.

         Then he noticed a letter pushed under his door. Picking it up, he recognised the handwriting and tore the missive open. The message was short and desperate. His priorities changed instantly. After dressing at speed, he scribbled a note and slipped it into an envelope. Then he grabbed his hat, let himself out and clattered down the staircase as fast as his legs would carry him. Once outside, he sprinted to the lodge where the porter, Jack Stott, gave him a polite welcome.

         ‘Good morning, Mr Pomeroy,’ he said, touching the brim of his hat.

         ‘Someone will be calling for me in an hour.’

         ‘Yes, I know, sir. It’s Mr Thorpe from King’s. He comes every morning.’

         ‘Give him this,’ ordered Pomeroy, thrusting the letter into his hand. ‘Make sure that he gets it.’

         ‘Yes, sir, I will. But let me give you a word of warning, if I may. Borrow this, or you’ll get soaked.’

         He reached for one of the umbrellas in the stand, but Pomeroy had already darted out of the door. Accustomed to headstrong behaviour from the undergraduates, Stott gave an understanding smile. It would be something about which to tell his colleagues in due course.

         Pomeroy, meanwhile, was hurtling along Trumpington Street. Through the gloom ahead of him, he could pick out the shapes of the cabs waiting at the rank. When he got to the front of the queue, he yelled at the driver.

         ‘The railway station!’

         ‘Very good, sir,’ said the man.

         ‘And be quick about it.’

         ‘Yes, sir.’

         Pomeroy dived into the cab and the horse responded at once to a flick of the whip. Though they were soon rattling along at a good pace, the passenger was tense and angry, cursing the academic establishment for insisting that the station was built over a mile away from the university so that the sight, sound and stench of steam locomotives could not disturb its cloistered calm. Bristling with impatience, he took the letter from his pocket and read it again. There were only two brief sentences, but they were enough. Pomeroy was needed. Nothing else mattered.

         By the time they reached the station, he was in a lather of apprehension. As he paid the driver and ran towards the ticket hall, he didn’t notice the man who was lurking under an umbrella and who came to life at the sight of Pomeroy. When the undergraduate got in the queue, the man stood directly behind him. They inched forward until they could take turns at the hatch. Like Pomeroy, the man bought a ticket to Bury St Edmunds. Unaware that he was being tailed, Pomeroy joined the crowd at the edge of the unusually long single platform, moving nervously from foot to foot and wishing that the train would come. He was completely oblivious to the rain that was blowing in under the canopy and to the fact that someone was standing only inches behind him. All his concentration was focussed on the plea for help.

         It seemed like an eternity before he heard the distant sound of the approaching train. He braced himself to leap at the nearest door when the locomotive finally came to a halt amid a fanfare of hissing and clanking. The man behind him also readied himself. When the moment came, the crowd surged forward, but nobody did so with the urgency of Pomeroy. He literally elbowed people aside. So intent was he on being the first to board the train that he hardly felt the sharp prick on the side of his neck. Once in the compartment, he sat beside a window and stared out. The man who followed him took a seat diagonally opposite and unfolded his newspaper, pretending to read while watching Pomeroy out of the corner of his eye.

         With the compartment full, the train set off and headed for the branch line to Bury St Edmunds. It soon picked up speed, but it was nowhere near fast enough for Pomeroy. He goaded it on under his breath, rubbing his neck occasionally as if troubled by insistent stabs of pain. He began to feel unwell, and his condition slowly worsened. The man with the newspaper saw him take out a letter and read it surreptitiously before pushing it back into his pocket. Pomeroy began to sway slightly. When the train stopped at Newmarket, several passengers alighted and headed for the exit. As his eyes filmed over, Pomeroy struggled to read the name of the station. His body felt weak, his brain confused.

         Relieved when the train steamed out of the station, he rallied slightly, but it was only a brief recovery. He was soon feeling ill once more. He closed his eyes tight and prayed for the strength and determination he needed. Someone relied on him. He had to be well enough to do whatever was needed. Pomeroy simply had to honour his promise. As he tried to repeat it to himself, however, his words became a meaningless jumble and his control faltered even more. Seated opposite him, an elderly couple became concerned. They asked him if he was all right and if there was anything they could do to help.

         ‘Just help me to get off at Bury St Edmunds,’ he begged. ‘That’s all.’

         For the rest of the journey, they continued to stare at him, but Pomeroy was unaware of their scrutiny. He was too busy trying to summon up what little strength he had left. They eventually reached his station and he hauled himself upright. When the elderly couple offered to help him, he waved them away. The train stuttered to a halt. Opening the door of the compartment, he clambered out and staggered along the platform, barely able to keep upright. After bumping helplessly into other passengers, he lost his footing altogether and pitched forward, drawing cries of alarm from some women nearby. The first person to bend over him was the man with the newspaper who’d travelled in the same compartment. Making sure nobody saw what he did, he slipped a hand into Pomeroy’s pocket and retrieved the letter he’d noticed earlier. Then he turned the body over with apparent tenderness and felt a wrist for a pulse. He shook his head sadly.

         ‘He’s dead,’ he announced. ‘Call a policeman!’

      

   


   
      
         
            CHAPTER TWO

         

         As he walked along the towpath, Nicholas Thorpe was gritting his teeth. He hated being the bearer of bad tidings and knew that he’d get a frosty reception. Thorpe was a handsome, rangy, fair-haired young man with the grace of a natural athlete. Ordinarily, he’d be strolling beside Bernard Pomeroy, his best friend, the cox of the Cambridge crew. Neither of them would have dared to miss the mandatory stint on the river. As their coach never failed to remind them, it built stamina, refined their rowing technique and generated the camaraderie essential in a crew. Until that point, everything had gone so well, but their luck had now changed dramatically. The absence of Pomeroy – even for a single morning – was a serious blow. It would hamper their progress and lower morale.

         Huddled under umbrellas, the rest of the crew were shocked to see Thorpe walking towards them on his own. Every one of the oarsmen knew what a key role their cox played. Pushing forward, they demanded to know where he was. By way of a reply, Thorpe handed Pomeroy’s note to the tall, commanding figure of Malcolm Henfrey-Ling, the Cambridge president. Waving everyone into silence, the latter read the message aloud.

         ‘Urgent business elsewhere. Pass on my sincere apologies.’

         ‘What sort of urgent business?’ demanded James Webb, the coach, a stocky, intense, beetle-browed man in his thirties with a shock of brown hair. His eyes were blazing with anger. ‘Nothing is more urgent than beating Oxford.’

         ‘I agree,’ said the president. ‘They’ve trounced us twice in a row. We simply must get our revenge this year.’

         ‘Well, we won’t do it without Bernard.’

         ‘I agree. He’s been a godsend.’ He turned to Thorpe. ‘What the hell is he playing at, Nick?’

         ‘I don’t know,’ admitted Thorpe, ‘but I’m sure there’s a perfectly good explanation for his behaviour. Bernard wouldn’t let us down unless there was a real crisis. According to the porter at Corpus, he left the college in a terrible hurry.’

         ‘Have you any idea why?’

         ‘No, I don’t. It’s so uncharacteristic of him. We all know how committed he is to winning the Boat Race.’

         ‘Then where is he?’ asked Henfrey-Ling.

         ‘I wish I knew, Malcolm.’

         ‘And who’s supposed to take his place while he’s away?’ asked Webb. ‘He’s left us in the lurch. We can’t take to the water without a cox.’

         ‘I suppose not,’ said Thorpe, apologetically.

         ‘Did he give you no hint that this was going to happen?’

         ‘No, James – none at all.’

         ‘I’ll give him such a roasting when he gets back,’ threatened the coach.

         ‘It may not be his fault.’

         ‘Yes, it is. He swore that he’d keep to the training schedule.’

         ‘We all did,’ admitted Thorpe. ‘As for what we do now, James, I suppose that you’ll have to be our cox today. There’s nobody else here yet.’

         ‘Nick is right,’ agreed Henfrey-Ling. ‘You’ll have to take over, James.’

         Webb was livid. ‘How can I do my job as a coach if I’m actually in the boat?’ he yelled. ‘I need to watch from the towpath and see any mistakes. I need to shout instructions from the saddle of my horse.’

         The president was firm. ‘The decision is made, James.’

         ‘I’m not suited for it, Malcolm. To start with, I must be three or four stone heavier than Bernard. Also, I’ve never coxed an eight before.’

         ‘Then perhaps it’s time you learnt to do so. This is an emergency.’ He looked the coach in the eye. ‘Would you rather we abandoned the outing altogether?’

         ‘No, no, of course not.’

         ‘Then let’s get on with it, shall we?’

         ‘Bernard would expect it of us,’ said Thorpe, helpfully.

         ‘Don’t mention that man’s name,’ sneered Webb. ‘He’s the one who created this frightful mess. It’s unforgivable. Wait until I see him again. I’m going to kill Bernard bloody Pomeroy!’

         ‘Cambridge?’ repeated Inspector Colbeck.

         ‘Yes,’ said Superintendent Tallis. ‘The telegraph was sent by the Master of one of the colleges there.’

         ‘Might I know his name, please?’

         ‘Sir Harold Nellington.’

         ‘Then the college is Corpus Christi.’

         Tallis was surprised. ‘You know this man?’

         ‘I know of him, sir. He’s a scholar of great repute, an authority on Greek and Roman archaeology. Sir Harold is responsible for some of the best exhibits at the British Museum. You should see them sometime.’

         ‘Don’t be ridiculous. Visiting a museum presupposes leisure, and that’s a luxury I never possess because I’ve dedicated my life to the fight against crime.’

         They were in the superintendent’s office. Colbeck had been summoned there to look at a telegraph that had arrived at Scotland Yard. When it was handed to him, his eye immediately picked out three words.

         ‘Foul play suspected,’ he murmured.

         ‘Yes, that worried me,’ said Tallis, tetchily. ‘I don’t like that word “suspected”. I prefer certainties.’

         ‘Sir Harold is being cautious, that’s all.’

         ‘We’re snowed under with major crimes here in London, cases that keep my officers at full stretch. Am I justified in sending one of my inspectors to Bury St Edmunds simply because someone collapsed and died on a railway platform?’

         ‘I believe you are justified, sir.’

         ‘What if we’re the victims of some mischievous prank?’ asked Tallis, bushy eyebrows forming a chevron of distrust. ‘Perhaps the message was not sent by Sir Harold at all but by someone posing as him?’

         ‘I beg leave to doubt that, Superintendent.’

         ‘You know what undergraduates can be like. You were one yourself. There’s a madcap element in some of them. They love to taunt the police.’

         ‘This request is perfectly genuine,’ said Colbeck, handing the telegraph back to him. ‘You clearly haven’t heard of Bernard Pomeroy.’

         ‘The name means nothing to me.’

         ‘That’s because you don’t read newspaper articles about sport, sir.’

         ‘I regard them as a complete irrelevance.’

         ‘Pomeroy was mentioned in The Times only a few days ago. He’s the cox in the Cambridge boat and is, by all accounts, a brilliant one.’ Colbeck raised a teasing eyebrow. ‘I take it that you have heard of the Boat Race, sir.’

         ‘Of course, I have,’ said Tallis. ‘It’s a damnable event to police. The last thing London needs is a massive crowd of drunken, overexcited people watching a couple of boats being rowed along the Thames. By the end of the Race, the spectators are in a state of complete delirium. It’s a nightmare for us.’

         ‘You exaggerate, Superintendent. The Boat Race has become an institution, and a valued one at that. As for the plea from the Master of Corpus Christi, I believe that we should respond to it. Foul play might well be involved.’

         ‘What makes you think that?’

         ‘Pomeroy has been described by rowing connoisseurs as nothing short of a genius. They argue that he’s the reason that Cambridge has been made the clear favourites to win the Race this year. That being the case, the telegraph has given us both a motive and a prime suspect.’

         Tallis blinked in surprise. ‘What the devil are you talking about?’

         ‘Nobody would earn a place in the Cambridge boat unless he was supremely fit because the Race is a gruelling test of physical and mental strength. When a young man in his prime – as Pomeroy clearly was – dies suddenly from no apparent cause, then his death is suspicious. Who would profit most from his elimination?’

         ‘You tell me,’ said the other.

         ‘The finger points at the Oxford boat.’

         ‘I’m not entirely persuaded about that …’

         ‘That’s because you don’t understand how much winning the event means to the two crews involved in it,’ said Colbeck. ‘The reputation of their respective universities is at stake. They would do anything – absolutely anything – to secure an advantage. Removing a crucial member of the Cambridge crew could certainly be described as such an advantage.’ He headed for the door. ‘Sergeant Leeming and I will be on the next train to Bury St Edmunds.’

         Their morning on the river had been a disaster. Though he’d been an outstanding oarsman in his time, James Webb was not an experienced cox. Because he never established complete control of the boat, it zigzagged its way along the Cam and all but collided with the bank on two occasions. The one thing he did do correctly was to make himself easily heard, bellowing out the changes of rate as if addressing a troop of soldiers on a parade ground. Pulling hard on his oar like the rest of the crew, Nicholas Thorpe feared that the boat might overturn at any moment. He had also been made to feel obscurely responsible for the absence of Bernard Pomeroy, even though it was as much a shock to him as to the others. When the crew dispersed, Thorpe ran all the way back to Corpus Christi College in the hope that his friend had returned.

         But there was no sign of Pomeroy and no word of his whereabouts. Thorpe therefore returned to his own college in dismay. Hours after lunch he decided to go back to Corpus. A radical change had occurred. He could see from the porter’s expression that something had happened.

         ‘Is he here?’ he asked.

         ‘I’m afraid not, Mr Thorpe,’ said Stott, quietly.

         ‘Then where is he?’

         ‘I suggest that you speak to the Master.’

         ‘You know something, don’t you?’

         ‘All I can offer you is a wild rumour, sir,’ replied the other. ‘Since you’re such a close friend of Mr Pomeroy’s, I think you deserve the truth. Only Sir Harold can give you that.’

         Thorpe was alarmed. ‘Rumour?’ he said. ‘What rumour?’

         ‘It’s idle tittle-tattle and not worth repeating.’

         ‘Is it bad news?’

         ‘I’ll take you to the Master’s study, sir,’ said Stott. ‘You’ll have a job finding it otherwise.’ Picking up an umbrella, he led the way out of the lodge. ‘How was your outing on the river today?’

         ‘It was dreadful.’

         ‘This wind and rain couldn’t have helped.’

         ‘We had much bigger problems, believe me.’

         ‘I’m sorry to hear that, sir. What sort of problems?’

         But Thorpe didn’t even hear him. He was in a complete daze, trying to adapt to the possibility that something terrible had happened to Pomeroy. The porter led him to the Master’s lodging and handed him over to the secretary, whispering something in the man’s ear and getting an understanding nod in return. The secretary, a mousy little man of uncertain age, went off at once, and Stott took his leave. Thorpe was too preoccupied even to thank him for his help. He was on tenterhooks.

         When the secretary reappeared, he beckoned the visitor, then took him down a corridor before pausing to knock on a door. Opening it, he ushered Thorpe into the study and announced him by name. He then withdrew, closing the door behind him.

         Thorpe was left standing in a low-ceilinged room replete with bookshelves and grainy photographs of archaeological specimens. Seated behind the desk was Sir Harold Nellington, a spectral figure in his sixties whose gaunt features were framed by a mane of white hair. The old man rose to his feet with difficulty and extended a skeletal hand.

         ‘Mr Thorpe, I believe,’ he said.

         ‘Yes, sir,’ replied Thorpe, crossing the room to shake hands with him. ‘It’s good of you to see me, Master.’

         ‘I understand you were a close friend of Bernard Pomeroy.’

         ‘That’s right.’

         ‘How long had you known him?’

         ‘Many years – we were at The King’s School, Canterbury together.’

         ‘Oh, I see. That explains his obsession with Christopher Marlowe.’

         ‘Marlowe was a scholar there in the 1570s.’

         ‘It seems as if Pomeroy was following in his footsteps to some extent. I’m told that he was—’

         ‘Forgive me for interrupting,’ said Thorpe, blurting out the words, ‘but I simply must know what’s happened to Bernard.’

         ‘Why don’t we both sit down?’ suggested Sir Harold, resuming his seat.

         ‘I’d prefer to stand if you don’t mind.’

         ‘Please yourself.’

         ‘There’s a wild rumour, apparently.’

         ‘I’ll give you all the facts that are known,’ promised Sir Harold, solemnly. ‘It appears that Pomeroy left the college early this morning in what the porter described as a blind panic. He took a cab to the railway station and bought a ticket to Bury St Edmunds.’

         ‘Why?’ demanded Thorpe. ‘He had no reason to go there. Bernard should have been down at the river with the rest of us.’

         ‘Let me finish, please.’

         ‘Yes, of course. I’m sorry.’

         ‘When he arrived at his destination, he stepped onto the platform and walked along it before collapsing. Another passenger examined him, but … there was nothing that he could do. Pomeroy was dead.’

         The news hit Thorpe with the force of a blow, and he reeled from it. As the implications of what he’d just heard flooded into his mind, tears began to course down his cheeks. He moved to a chair, sat down and buried his face in his hands. The Master waited a couple of minutes before speaking.

         ‘The police got in touch with me,’ he explained. ‘When I first heard the news, I was as shocked as you are. Healthy young men like Pomeroy don’t simply drop dead like that. I checked his medical record in our files. It’s quite spotless. He was extraordinarily fit.’

         Thorpe raised his head. ‘What did the police say?’

         ‘They fear that foul play may be involved.’

         ‘You mean that Bernard was …? No, sir, surely not – it’s unthinkable.’

         ‘Given the circumstances, alas, nothing is unthinkable. That’s why I’ve taken steps to institute a proper investigation. What’s happened is truly appalling, but there is one consolation.’

         ‘I don’t see it.’

         ‘Pomeroy died on the platform of a railway station. That gave me a legitimate reason to send for Inspector Colbeck. Had the sudden and unexplained death occurred here in the college or down by the river, we would’ve had been in the hands of the local constabulary. As it is – with luck – we’ll have the best possible man in charge.’

         ‘I’ve never heard of this Inspector … Whatever-his-name-was.’

         ‘Colbeck. He’s better known as the Railway Detective.’

      

   


   
      
         
            CHAPTER THREE

         

         As the two of them strode along the platform together, they aroused both curiosity and amusement. They were similarly attired, but the contrast between them could not have been greater. Robert Colbeck was tall, elegant and immaculate, while the shorter, sturdier Victor Leeming was hunched, dishevelled and slightly sinister. He was also having difficulty keeping pace with the long strides of his companion. From their appearance, nobody would have guessed that they were the most efficient detectives in Scotland Yard. They looked more like master and servant. Spotting an empty compartment, Colbeck opened the door and let Leeming get in first before he followed.

         ‘Welcome to the Great Eastern Railway,’ he said, sitting down. ‘It’s the first time we’ve been able to travel on it.’

         ‘Don’t expect a round of applause from me,’ grunted Leeming.

         ‘I thought you’d be interested. It was formed by an amalgamation of the five squabbling railway companies we encountered when our work took us to Norwich. They have at last had the sense to put their differences aside and unite.’

         ‘I couldn’t care less, sir.’

         Colbeck looked at him. ‘Why are you in such a disagreeable mood?’

         ‘It’s because we’re making a pointless journey.’

         ‘I dispute that.’

         ‘All we know is that foul play is suspected.’

         ‘That’s all we need to know.’

         ‘We have no real evidence.’

         ‘You’ll find it in the name of the victim.’

         ‘But he may not be a victim,’ insisted Leeming. ‘He may well have died from natural causes.’

         ‘Bernard Pomeroy was selected as the Cambridge cox.’

         ‘So?’

         ‘You’ve watched the Boat Race, haven’t you?’

         ‘Yes, of course I have, especially when I was in uniform and on duty at the event. Last year, I was lucky enough to take my boys along. When Oxford won, we cheered with the rest of the crowd.’

         ‘Did you happen to notice the cox of the winning crew?’

         ‘I didn’t spare him a glance,’ said Leeming, dismissively. ‘Why should I? It was the others who did all the work, pulling on those heavy oars for over four miles. They looked half-dead at the finish.’

         ‘The crew owed an enormous amount to their coxswain,’ Colbeck pointed out. ‘He steered the boat and coordinated the power and rhythm of the oarsmen. There’s a huge amount of skill involved. Think how many steamers were on the Thames during last year’s event. As well as keeping clear of the Cambridge boat, the Oxford cox had to negotiate a way through all that traffic in a vessel that’s built for speed rather than manoeuvrability.’

         ‘I never thought about it that way.’

         ‘A good cox is like gold dust and Pomeroy, by all accounts, was an exceptional one. He was targeted.’

         Leeming frowned. ‘Are you serious, sir?’

         ‘I was never more so.’

         ‘But the Boat Race is a sporting event.’

         ‘All’s fair in love and rowing, Victor.’

         ‘Do you really believe that someone would stoop to murder?’

         ‘I wouldn’t rule it out,’ said Colbeck. ‘On the other hand, we must bear in mind that his death may have nothing whatsoever to do with rowing. The article about Pomeroy in The Times spoke of his many other achievements. He’s made a real name for himself at Cambridge. Clearly, he was a remarkable young man. That kind of success breeds envy.’

         ‘I suppose it does.’

         ‘Envy sometimes turns into something far nastier.’

         ‘We’ve seen that happen many times.’

         ‘I rest my case.’

         Leeming brightened. ‘So we may not be on a wild goose chase after all,’ he said. ‘It’s a murder case.’

         ‘I can guarantee it.’ A whistle was blown, and the train suddenly jerked forward. ‘Sit back and relax while you can, Victor. I sense that we have a daunting challenge awaiting us.’

         It took a long time for Nicholas Thorpe fully to absorb the news. He just sat there in the Master’s study and gazed blankly at a bookcase. Seeing how profoundly shaken his visitor was, Sir Harold Nellington made no attempt to disturb him. He bided his time until Thorpe seemed to revive slightly.

         ‘Is there anything I can get you?’ offered the Master. ‘A glass of water perhaps, or something stronger …?’

         ‘No, thank you.’

         ‘I have a tolerable brandy.’

         ‘That’s very kind of you, Sir Harold,’ said Thorpe, hauling himself to his feet, ‘but I must go. Thank you for being so honest with me about … about Bernard.’

         After giving a nod of farewell, he let himself out of the room, went down the corridor and out of the Master’s lodging. Once out in the fresh air, he broke into a trot, left the college and kept going until he eventually came to Trinity Hall. He was soon running up two flights of stairs and banging on the oak door of Malcolm Henfrey-Ling’s room before opening it and stepping inside.

         Henfrey-Ling was seated in a leather armchair opposite James Webb. Both of them leapt to their feet at the sight of him.

         ‘What’s wrong, Nick?’ asked Henfrey-Ling. ‘You’re as white as a ghost.’

         ‘I’ve just spoken to Death Knell,’ said Thorpe.

         ‘Who?’

         ‘It’s the nickname for the Master of Corpus, Sir Harold Nellington, and it turned out to be hideously appropriate.’

         ‘Why?’ asked Webb. ‘You’re not making any sense, Nick.’

         ‘Bernard is dead.’

         ‘Don’t be ridiculous – he’s the healthiest person in Cambridge.’

         ‘He may not have died by natural means.’

         Webb gulped. ‘What …?’

         ‘Come and sit down,’ said Henfrey-Ling, putting an arm around Thorpe and guiding him to a chair. ‘If anybody else had burst in here with that news, I’d have known it was a cruel joke. But you’re serious, aren’t you?’

         ‘Yes, Malcolm, I am.’

         Webb was distraught. ‘I just can’t take this in,’ he said.

         ‘Let Nick tell us what he knows,’ said Henfrey-Ling. ‘I’m like you, James. I can’t believe it, but that’s because I daren’t believe it. If we’ve lost Bernard, then we can wave goodbye to our chance of winning the Boat Race.’

         ‘I feel so guilty, Malcolm. When he let us down this morning, I lost my temper and said I’d kill Bernard and, at the time, I meant it. Now …’

         ‘Let’s listen to Nick.’

         Henfrey-Ling turned to the newcomer, and Thorpe took his cue. In a voice that was quivering with emotion, he told them exactly what he’d heard and how he’d been stunned by the news. They reacted with mingled horror and disbelief. Henfrey-Ling was the first to recover his voice.

         ‘Whatever took him to Bury St Edmunds?’ he asked.

         Thorpe shrugged. ‘I don’t know.’

         ‘You must have some idea, Nick.’

         ‘I wish that I did.’

         ‘I thought you and Bernard were close friends,’ said Webb, accusingly.

         ‘We are,’ said Thorpe. ‘At least, we were …’

         ‘Did he ever mention Bury St Edmunds to you?’

         ‘No, James, he never did.’

         ‘So he was hiding something from you.’

         ‘I don’t accept that. Bernard was always honest with me.’

         ‘Evidently,’ said Henfrey-Ling, ‘he wasn’t completely honest. Jesus Christ!’ he exclaimed, slapping the arm of the chair. ‘Of all the things that could have happened, this is the worst.’

         ‘You said that he didn’t die by natural means, Nick,’ recalled Webb.

         ‘That’s not certain as yet,’ said Thorpe.

         ‘But it’s a possibility.’

         ‘Sir Harold felt that it was more than that.’

         ‘Then it raises the question of who was responsible.’

         ‘It does, James,’ said Henfrey-Ling, ‘and we all know who might be behind this outrage. I never thought that Oxford would resort to desperate tactics like this, but it seems I may have been wrong.’

         ‘We mustn’t make unfounded accusations,’ warned Thorpe.

         ‘Bernard was deliberately eliminated. It’s obvious.’

         ‘Death Knell is taking the matter seriously. He’s sent for a detective inspector from Scotland Yard. He’s famous, it seems. There’s nobody more guaranteed to solve the mystery. He’s sure to uncover the truth and put our minds at rest.’

         ‘Ha!’ said Webb, derisively. ‘And how is this famous inspector supposed to do that? Is he going to take Bernard’s place and cox the Cambridge boat to victory?’

         After changing trains at Cambridge, they travelled on the branch line to Bury St Edmunds. When they arrived, Colbeck went straight off to the hospital and left Leeming to interview the stationmaster. Stanley Moult was a vain, self-important man in his forties with a luxuriant and carefully groomed moustache that spoke of hours spent in front of a mirror with a pair of scissors. Leeming introduced himself and was taken straight to the stationmaster’s office.

         ‘Nothing like this has ever happened before,’ whined Moult. ‘I make sure of that. We have a reputation to keep.’

         ‘I don’t think it’s fair to blame the deceased,’ said Leeming, antagonised by the man’s pomposity. ‘It’s not as if he died on your platform on purpose. You ought to show more sympathy.’

         Moult bridled. ‘Don’t you tell me how to do my job, Sergeant.’

         ‘Think about the victim instead of about your precious station. The young man will have a family and friends who’ll be devastated by what’s happened. How would you feel if a son of yours was cut down in his prime?’

         ‘I’m not married.’

         Leeming took out his notebook. ‘Just tell me what happened.’

         Drawing himself up to his full height, Moult stroked his moustache.

         ‘I was on duty this morning,’ he said, ‘when the train came in. Passengers began to alight and head towards the exit. There was the usual commotion, then I heard some women scream.’

         ‘Where were you at the time?’

         ‘I was standing towards the rear of the train. Fearing that there was an incident of some sort, I hurried along the platform to take charge of the situation. I had to push my way through a ring of people. They were gazing down at someone sprawled out on the platform. Bullen was bending over him.’

         ‘Bullen?’

         ‘He’s one of the railway policemen.’

         ‘Then he’s probably more use to me than you are,’ said Leeming, closing his notebook. ‘Where will I find Mr Bullen?’

         Moult was affronted. ‘I can tell you everything you need to know, Sergeant. I questioned Bullen closely.’

         ‘I intend to do the same.’

         ‘You haven’t listened to my account yet.’

         ‘Bullen takes priority. He was obviously more involved than you were. If you have anything of substance to add to what he tells me,’ said Leeming, brusquely, ‘I’ll make a note of it. Railway policemen are there to respond to emergencies. That’s what this one did, so I need to talk to him.’

         ‘I’ll complain about this to your superior,’ said Moult, angrily.

         Leeming smiled. ‘The inspector will be interested to hear from you, sir.’

         Opening the door, he left the office with the stationmaster at his heels. It didn’t take him long to find Arthur Bullen. Wearing his uniform proudly, the railway policeman was standing near the exit, watching the last of the passengers trickle away. He was a middle-aged man of reassuring bulk, with watchful eyes set into a craggy face. When Leeming introduced himself, Bullen’s interest quickened.

         ‘You’ve come from Scotland Yard?’ he said in surprise.

         ‘We’re simply looking into what happened.’

         ‘I’ve already given my report to Mr Moult.’

         ‘There you are,’ said the stationmaster.

         ‘I’d still like to hear it myself,’ said Leeming, ‘without interruption from anyone else.’ He was pleased to see Moult smart at the reproof. ‘I’ve got my notebook ready. Describe the incident in your own words.’

         Bullen was crisp, straightforward and mercifully brief. He explained that, when he arrived on the scene, a stranger was kneeling beside the stricken figure. The man had made way for the railway policeman and watched while the latter checked for vital signs. A colleague of Bullen’s then arrived and started to clear the crowd away. The dead body was covered with a tarpaulin, then removed to the hospital soon afterwards.

         ‘That was at my instigation,’ said the stationmaster.

         ‘You did the right thing,’ agreed Leeming. He turned to Bullen. ‘Tell me about the stranger who got to the body first.’

         ‘He was a handsome, well-dressed man in his thirties, Sergeant,’ said the other. ‘He stood out a little because he was … well, slightly tanned. I don’t think he got that complexion in our weather.’

         ‘If you ask me,’ volunteered Moult, ‘he was a foreigner.’

         ‘Did you hear him speak?’ asked Leeming.

         ‘No,’ said Bullen, ‘but Mr Moult is right. He could have been from abroad. I didn’t get the chance to talk to him. He stayed for a minute or so, then he sort of melted away.’

         ‘That’s a pity. Is there anything else you’d like to add?’

         ‘No, Sergeant.’

         ‘Your statement is exemplary. Thank you for your help.’

         ‘I could have told you all that,’ asserted Moult.

         ‘First-hand information is always the most reliable,’ said Leeming. ‘You were just a spectator, sir.’

         About to protest, the stationmaster was distracted by a yell of anguish at the far end of the platform. A porter had been in the act of loading some heavy luggage onto a trolley when the strap on one of the trunks snapped and the lid flipped open. Clothing began to pour out. Moult immediately set off to investigate.

         ‘Now,’ said Leeming, taking advantage of his absence, ‘I had a feeling you had more to say but didn’t wish to do so in front of Mr Moult.’

         ‘It’s true,’ confessed Bullen.

         ‘Is he always so interfering?’

         ‘Yes, he is. Let’s disappear while we can, Sergeant.’

         Taking him by the elbow, he led Leeming out through the exit and along the pavement. When they stopped, Bullen checked to see that they hadn’t been followed by the stationmaster. His voice then lowered to a conspiratorial whisper.

         ‘There’s something I kept to myself,’ he said. ‘If I’d told the stationmaster, he’d have claimed credit for it. That’d be typical of him.’

         ‘Go on,’ encouraged Leeming.

         ‘I’ve seen him before.’

         ‘Who?’ asked Leeming. ‘Are you talking about that stranger?’

         ‘No, Sergeant. I mean the one who collapsed and died.’

         ‘Do you have any idea who he is?’

         ‘I don’t, I’m afraid, but he was a young toff from the university. You could tell by the way he dressed and carried himself. They’re all like that. I noticed him here a few times in the last month, and it was obvious why he’d come to Bury St Edmunds.’

         ‘Oh?’

         ‘There was a young woman waiting for him.’

         ‘Ah, I see.’

         ‘They hugged each other when they met, then went off together.’ A smile flitted across his face. ‘She was beautiful.’

         A cab had taken Colbeck to Hospital Road where he got his first glimpse of what had once been an ordnance depot. Almost forty years earlier, it had been converted into a hospital, though he felt that it had the same solid, utilitarian, slightly forbidding aspect of a prison. It was surrounded by a lawn and protected by iron railings. When he explained why he’d come, Colbeck was handed over to Dr Oliver Nunn, a tall, stooping man with a gleaming bald head and a habit of holding his hands clenched together in front of him. He conducted his visitor along a corridor.

         ‘As you see,’ he said, apologetically, ‘we have limited facilities here. We can’t compete with the hospitals in London.’

         ‘I’m not here to conduct an inspection,’ Colbeck told him. ‘I’m just grateful that he died in a town that actually possesses a hospital. Many of the victims whose deaths we investigate are killed in isolated places. We’ve pulled them out of lakes, cut them down from the trees on which they’ve been hanged or found them burned to a cinder in a disused farm building. You can imagine the condition they’ve been in.’

         ‘That’s not the case here,’ said Nunn. ‘The body is in surprisingly good condition, so much so that we found it difficult to establish the cause of death.’

         ‘Have you reached a decision yet?’

         ‘Yes and no. Let me show you.’

         Pausing at a door, he unlocked it with a key and led the way into an anteroom. Nunn then took him through into a larger room where the body of Bernard Pomeroy lay under a shroud. There was a strong smell of disinfectant. Nunn drew back the shroud to the waist so that Colbeck could see the slim, well-proportioned body of someone who looked as if he were simply asleep. The musculature belonged to a young man who took great care of himself.

         ‘I can’t see a mark on him,’ said Colbeck.

         ‘That was our initial reaction, Inspector. Then we noticed this lesion,’ said Nunn, pointing to what looked like a tiny scratch on the side of his neck. ‘We thought that he might have nicked himself with the razor while shaving.’

         ‘Is that what you still believe?’

         ‘No, we found a tell-tale mark elsewhere.’ Lifting up Pomeroy’s right arm, he turned it slightly so that Colbeck could see a puncture mark on the wrist. ‘That’s the clear sign of an injection.’

         ‘Poison,’ said Colbeck, grimly.

         ‘The question is: how did it get into his body?’

         ‘Well, it certainly wasn’t self-administered. This young man had everything to live for. He had a wonderful career ahead of him.’

         ‘We’ll know more when there’s been a post-mortem.’

         ‘I’ll be interested to know the details.’

         Nunn drew the shroud back in place. ‘Is there any other way we can help you, Inspector?’

         ‘Where are his effects?’

         ‘They’re locked away in my office.’

         ‘I’d like to see them, if I may.’

         ‘You’re welcome to do so, Inspector. Apart from his clothing, there was only his wallet. It contained nothing apart from some money and a few membership cards of university societies. Oh,’ he recalled, ‘there was one other item.’

         ‘What was it?’

         ‘Some sort of identity card. It gave his full name.’

         ‘Can you remember what it was?’

         ‘It’s not one I’m likely to forget – Bernard Alexander Zanni Pomeroy.’

         ‘I see what you mean,’ said Colbeck. ‘It seems that the young man has Italian blood in him.’

      

   


   
      
         
            CHAPTER FOUR

         

         Leeming had warmed to Arthur Bullen from the moment he’d met him. The railway policeman reminded him of the kind of uniformed constables with whom he’d walked the beat in his younger days – strong, committed, fearless, hard-working and eagle-eyed. Bullen was clearly a man for all weathers and all situations. He now revealed his intelligence.

         ‘I’ve been thinking, Sergeant,’ he said.

         ‘What about?’

         ‘Well, it was that young woman who used to meet him here.’

         ‘Ah,’ said Leeming, ‘I bet that you’re wondering why she wasn’t there on the platform to welcome him today.’

         ‘No, it wasn’t that.’

         ‘Then what was it?’

         ‘She was so pretty that anyone who’d met her would remember her. She was slim, dark-haired and, well, graceful. There aren’t many in these parts who could match her looks, I can tell you that. She and her friend probably caught a cab and went off somewhere for the afternoon. He always came back alone.’ Bullen pointed towards the cab rank. ‘Do you see what I’m getting at now?’

         ‘Yes, I do. If the two of them did hire a cab, the driver would be bound to remember her. More importantly, he’d know where he’d taken them.’

         ‘Yes, he would.’

         Leeming chuckled. ‘You think like a detective, Bullen.’

         ‘It’s common sense, really.’

         ‘And you say you saw them together more than once?’

         ‘It was three or four times, Sergeant.’

         ‘If they took a different cab each time, there might be separate cab drivers who’d remember them. One moment, though,’ said Leeming, thoughtfully. ‘If an attractive woman picks up a man and takes him off somewhere for a relatively short time, it usually means that she was a—’

         ‘Oh, no,’ said Bullen, firmly. ‘She was very respectable. I can spot the other kind straight away. We have a couple of them hanging around the station after dark.’

         ‘You should see London at night. It’s full of them.’

         ‘This young woman – “lady”, I should say – was very different.’

         ‘In what way?’

         ‘She was … wholesome.’

         Before he could question Bullen further, Leeming saw a bustling figure coming towards them. He drew Bullen’s attention to the approaching stationmaster.

         ‘I hope I haven’t got you into trouble,’ he said.

         ‘Don’t worry about Mr Moult. I can handle him.’

         ‘He looks angry.’

         ‘I’ll tell him I was explaining to you how to reach the hospital.’

         ‘That’s a good idea.’

         ‘Once I get him out of the way, you can start talking to cab drivers.’

         Leeming grinned. ‘I can’t wait.’

         Madeleine Colbeck was always delighted when her friend called at the house. Lydia Quayle was excellent company. She was a striking young woman with all of the social graces, yet she’d somehow remained single. It was a mystery to Madeleine.

         ‘It’s a pity you didn’t come a few hours ago, Lydia,’ she said.

         ‘I didn’t dare. Now that you’re working on a new commission, you told me that you like to spend the whole morning in your studio.’

         ‘It’s true – but I make an allowance for people like you.’

         ‘I don’t want to come between you and your latest painting, Madeleine.’

         ‘I’d happily forgive you. I did the same for Constable Hinton when he called.’

         Lydia beamed. ‘Has Alan been here?’

         ‘Yes, he has, and the first thing he did was to ask after you.’

         ‘Did he bring a message from Robert?’

         ‘Alan insisted on operating as my husband’s postman. As you well know, whenever Robert has to disappear out of London, he always warns me where he’s going.’

         ‘And where is it this time?’

         ‘Cambridge.’

         ‘But that’s not far away,’ said Lydia, happily. ‘He may be able to come home again at night.’

         ‘That’s what I’m hoping, Lydia. There’s a suspicious death in Bury St Edmunds, but Robert thinks he’ll spend most of his time in Cambridge.’

         ‘It’s a beautiful city. You must get him to take you there.’

         ‘Oh, I don’t know about that,’ said Madeleine, shyly. ‘I’d feel out of place.’

         ‘Why?’

         ‘Unlike you, I never had a proper education.’

         ‘You’ve been largely self-educated and proved just how intelligent you really are. Look at the way you learnt so much about art. That took time and application. You actually sell your paintings now. I may have gone to an expensive private school,’ said Lydia, ‘but I don’t have any skills that could bring in an income.’

         ‘With your inheritance, you don’t need an income.’

         ‘Perhaps not, but you take my point.’

         ‘You come from a different world, Lydia. I envy you.’

         ‘Well, I envy you far more.’

         ‘Why?’

         ‘You have a loving husband, an adorable daughter and a doting father.’

         Madeleine laughed. ‘The doting father can be a problem at times.’

         ‘At least you’re on good terms with him. I was estranged from my father and there’s only one member of the family with whom I keep in touch. It makes me feel very lonely at times,’ admitted Lydia. ‘You have a vocation. I just trundle along.’

         ‘That’s a ridiculous thing to say. If you say anything as silly as that again, I’ll report you to Alan Hinton.’

         ‘And are you sure that he asked after me?’

         ‘He always asks after you, Lydia.’

         Madeleine took hold of her friend’s hands and squeezed them affectionately. They were seated side by side on the sofa in the drawing room. Having met under bizarre circumstances, they’d been drawn together. When Lydia’s father had been murdered in Derbyshire, Colbeck had been in charge of the case and had – unofficially, but to great effect – involved his wife in the investigation. At the time, Lydia had been shocked, bruised and living with a possessive older woman. Madeleine had not only rescued her from an increasingly awkward relationship, she’d befriended her. Lydia was now an honorary aunt to Helena Rose Colbeck, Madeleine’s delightful little daughter. It was a role that she relished.

         ‘Why don’t I take you to Cambridge,’ suggested Lydia. ‘I don’t mean right now. Robert would hate it if we got under his feet while he’s leading a murder investigation. We’ll go in the summer and take my favourite niece.’

         ‘I’d be like a fish out of water.’

         ‘Nonsense – you’d love it!’

         ‘That’s what Robert said when he took me to Oxford, and I spent the whole time feeling quietly terrified. I didn’t belong, Lydia. Having been educated there, Robert was completely at ease. I felt like an outsider.’

         ‘I hadn’t realised you were so sensitive about it, Madeleine.’

         ‘It may change in time,’ said the other, hopefully. ‘It took me over a year to get used to the idea of having servants, but I take it in my stride now. And I’m grateful that I’ll be able to give my daughter all the things I was never able to enjoy myself. Anyway,’ she added with a wicked smile, ‘if you’re that keen to take someone to Cambridge, why don’t you ask Alan Hinton?’

         It took longer than Leeming had anticipated. The first three cab drivers to whom he spoke had never picked up a young man with a female companion of startling beauty. When he questioned a fourth man, he made slight progress. Though he hadn’t been hired by the couple himself, the driver had heard about them.

         ‘Bert ’Ollis is the man you wants, sir,’ he said. ‘They hired Bert twice in a row. He told me she was so pretty he didn’t want to charge them a fare.’

         ‘Where might I find Hollis?’ asked Leeming.

         ‘Bert’ll be along sooner or later.’

         In fact, the other driver turned up almost immediately and joined the rank. After explaining who he was, Leeming asked him about the couple in whom he was interested. Hollis was a tubby old man with a large nose dominating his rubicund face. He showed his remaining three teeth in an open-mouthed grin.

         ‘Oh, yes, I remembers them, Sergeant,’ he confirmed. ‘That’s to say, I remember ’er much more than ’im. She were like somethin’ out of a fairy tale. You know – proper little princess, she were.’

         ‘Do you remember where you took them?’

         ‘Oh, ar – I’ll never forget.’

         ‘Can you take me there now?’

         ‘If you likes, sir.’ His eyes sparkled. ‘Who exactly is she?’

         ‘That’s what I’m trying to find out.’

         Leeming climbed into the cab and closed the doors after him. Hollis cracked his whip and the horse set off at a steady trot. Bury St Edmunds was an old Saxon town half a mile away from the station. Having been there before, Colbeck had told him that it was a place of great antiquity set in the most glorious part of West Suffolk, but the sergeant was not there to admire the remains of its abbey or the many fine churches and houses that had survived the centuries. His only interest was in the place to which Bernard Pomeroy and his female friend had been taken.

         Bury St Edmunds was a modest market town of over fifteen thousand people and, when they got there, it seemed to Leeming as if every one of them had come out into the streets with the express purpose of slowing down his cab. They had to pick their way carefully through the hordes before pulling up outside The Fox, the former house of a merchant, now converted into an inn. Timber-framed, rendered and with a tiled roof, it had a welcoming air. The sound of many voices drifted out. As Leeming descended from the cab, Hollis pointed at the building.

         ‘This where is I took ’em, sir,’ he said. ‘Am I to wait?’

         ‘Yes,’ said Leeming. ‘I’ll need a lift back to the station.’

         ‘They serves a good pint in ’ere.’

         ‘I’m not allowed to drink on duty.’

         ‘Maybe not, sir, but I am.’

         Ignoring the hint, Leeming went quickly into The Fox.

         Arriving back at the railway station, Colbeck fully expected to find the sergeant there. He looked everywhere but without success. Since he clearly had to wait, he went to the ticket hall and noted the times of the trains to Cambridge. When he came out onto the platform, Colbeck was accosted by a railway policeman.

         ‘Were you looking for Sergeant Leeming, sir?’ asked Bullen.

         ‘Yes, I was.’

         ‘I thought so. I saw the two of you arrive together. I’m told that you’ve come from Scotland Yard.’

         ‘That’s right. I’m Inspector Colbeck and you’ve obviously met the sergeant.’

         ‘He took a statement from me.’

         ‘Have you any idea where he might be?’

         ‘Yes, Inspector, he’s gone into town.’

         Colbeck was taken aback. ‘Whatever for?’ he asked. ‘He was supposed to wait for me here.’

         ‘I must take the blame, sir,’ said Bullen. ‘When I told him what I knew, he waited at the rank and talked to the cab drivers. What happened was this, you see.’

         Bullen gave him a clear and concise report of seeing Pomeroy visit the town on previous occasions. Like the sergeant, Colbeck was impressed with the man’s vigilance, and he was intrigued to hear that Pomeroy had met a young woman on each occasion. What interested him most was the fact that the man who’d first bent over the body of the fallen undergraduate had slipped away unseen when the railway policeman had taken over.

         ‘Did he actually touch the body?’ Colbeck asked.

         ‘Oh, yes, he turned him over to take a good look at him.’

         ‘What did he do then?’

         ‘He felt his pulse.’

         Colbeck remembered the puncture mark he’d seen on wrist of the corpse at the hospital. He believed that he might now have an idea how it got there.

         ‘Thank you,’ he said. ‘You’ve been very helpful.’

         ‘I know how to keep my eyes peeled, Inspector.’

         ‘I wish that all railway policemen were as observant as you are.’

         ‘I love my job,’ said Bullen, stoutly, ‘and I do it as well as I can. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ll get back on duty.’

         He turned on his heel and strode off. Watching him go, Colbeck decided that Bullen was a cut above the average railway policeman. He was not only more alert and able, he was entirely free from the resentment that Colbeck and Leeming routinely met from such people who felt that they’d been elbowed out of an investigation by Scotland Yard detectives who would go on to claim all the glory. Bullen was a realist. Accepting the situation without complaint, he was grateful to have made a small but possibly significant contribution to the case. He was now back on patrol once more, marching along the platform as if he were in his element.

         Colbeck’s surveillance of the railway policeman came to an abrupt halt. Out of the corner of his eye, he caught sight of Leeming, who had just entered the station. He turned to look at the jaunty figure coming towards him and saw the grin on the sergeant’s face. His spirits lifted. Good news was on its way.

         When her father arrived unexpectedly at the house, Madeleine was surprised. Caleb Andrews had been due to join them for dinner, not for afternoon tea.

         ‘What are you doing here?’ she asked.

         ‘Well, that’s a poor welcome,’ he said, clicking his tongue. ‘Can’t a loving grandfather see his granddaughter whenever he wants?’

         ‘Yes, of course he can.’ They embraced each other warmly. ‘Helena will be delighted. She’s in the nursery.’

         ‘Wait a moment, Maddy,’ he said as she turned away. ‘Before I go up to see her, let me tell you why I came.’ He heaved a sigh. ‘I’m very sorry but I won’t be able to join you and Robert for dinner this evening.’

         ‘Why not? Are you unwell?’

         ‘No, it’s nothing like that.’

         ‘Then what’s the problem?’

         ‘I’d forgotten a promise I made to go to a retirement party for Gilbert Parry. We started work on the railway at more or less the same time and we’ve been friends ever since. He’d be very hurt if I let him down. Well,’ he added, ‘you know Gil. He’s easily upset. Besides, he joined in the celebrations when I retired.’

         ‘In that case, you owe it to him to go along.’

         ‘You don’t mind?’

         ‘No,’ said Madeleine. ‘I don’t control your social life and you love being with other railwaymen. It’s just a shame, that’s all.’

         ‘You and Robert can have dinner together.’

         ‘I’m not sure that we can. He’s been sent out of London again, and there’s no guarantee that he’ll be coming home this evening.’

         ‘Where has he gone?’

         ‘Bury St Edmunds.’

         ‘The Great Eastern Railway!’ said Andrews, scornfully. ‘They only came into existence last year and they’re already a laughing stock. What sort of mess is Robert being asked to clear up this time?’

         ‘I don’t know the full details, Father. I just have this feeling that Robert won’t be joining me for dinner this evening.’

         ‘Oh, I see …’

         ‘On the other hand, I may be pleasantly surprised.’

         ‘If it’s the GER, it’s likely to be serious – a train crash at the very least.’

         No,’ said Madeleine, ‘it’s nothing like that. A young man got out of a train and dropped dead on the platform. He’s something to do with the Boat Race. That’s all I can tell you.’

         ‘Well, it sounds very fishy to me.’

         ‘There’s no point in speculating about it.’ She sighed. ‘I’m so sorry you can’t come this evening but, while you’re here, you simply must go up and see Helena.’

         ‘I will. But first, I must apologise again.’

         She shrugged. ‘These things happen.’

         ‘It’s this old memory of mine, Maddy. It keeps playing tricks on me.’

         ‘You ought to write any commitments in your diary.’

         ‘I always do,’ he said, ‘but the trouble is that I forget to look at it. That’s why I keep making mistakes like this.’ He kissed her on the cheek. ‘I’ll make it up to you.’

         ‘There’s no need, Father.’

         ‘Yes, there is.’

         He walked across the hall to the staircase. Madeleine watched him climbing slowly up the steps. As his only child, she was very close to her father and could read his mind with some degree of accuracy. Ordinarily, she’d have been faintly annoyed that he’d cancelled a visit to the house at such short notice. This time, however, she was seething with quiet anger, wondering why he’d lied to her so blatantly.
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