
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Crown’s Silent Wires

––––––––

Phil Singer

An Arthur Bell Mystery (Book Six)


Introduction

London had begun to speak in new ways.

Not with the rattle of carriages or the bark of constables’ whistles, but through wires strung above the streets like veins exposed to the air. Voices traveled farther now, faster than footsteps, faster than truth. Secrets no longer needed envelopes or alleyways. They moved silently, invisibly—heard only by those who knew how to listen.

Arthur Bell had learned long ago that whenever the Crown embraced progress, someone always paid the price.

Tonight, that price was measured in silence.



Chapter One

Static in the Fog

London listened to it at night.

Arthur Bell had learned that early—learned it the hard way, with a split lip outside Bow Street and a file that vanished the moment it began to matter. The city whispered through copper wire and brickwork, through rain ticking on soot-dark windows and the faint electric hum that never truly slept. Tonight, the hum felt louder.

Bell stood beneath the awning of a closed tobacconist near Charing Cross, collar turned up against a mist that clung like a second skin. Across the street, a telephone exchange crouched behind iron gates, its windows lit in a rigid grid. The building looked ordinary . That was the trick. Ordinary buildings were where secrets went to hide.

He checked his watch. 11:43 p.m.

Late for a call that wasn’t meant to exist.

A black car idled at the curb, engine low, patient. Bell didn’t recognize the driver—another mark in the wrong column. He lit a cigarette and waited, eyes tracing the wires that webbed the street overhead. Lines upon lines, all leading somewhere else. All carrying voices that assumed no one was listening.

The door of the exchange opened. A man stepped out and hesitated, as if the night had said his name. He was young—too young for the crease of worry already set between his eyes—and he carried nothing but a hat he forgot to put on. He started toward the Underground entrance, then stopped short.
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