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        Thanks to Sandra Nay of the Graubünden State Archives and Anita Senti, Head of Communications of the Cantonal Police, for researching and sharing the details of the structure of the police force in St. Moritz in the 1920s.

      

        

      
        I have created a fictional police station and the characters of the officers described in this book.

      

        

      
        Any differences in the structure of the police force or the investigation of crime from real life are intentional for the sake of the fictional plot. If there are any mistakes, they are my own.
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      FEBRUARY 1924

      Is there any more satisfactory feeling than correctly identifying the murderer?

      I turned the last page of the book and closed it, feeling a bit smug because I’d worked out who did it before the denouement. I came back to my surroundings, aware of the quiet that permeated the train. No footfalls in the corridor or muted chatter filtered through the door to my compartment as it had earlier in the evening when I settled down after dinner with my mystery novel. The only sounds now were the steady thrum of the train’s wheels and the occasional creak of the carriages as we swished through a turn on our way to the Alps.

      I pushed back the blankets and emerged from the warm cocoon of my berth. The upper bunk was unoccupied, so I’d had the compartment to myself, a luxury that I’d never experienced. In fact, I was rather gobsmacked that I was actually traveling on the Engadine Express, an opulent train on par with some of the grandest trains in the world, like the Orient Express and le Train Bleu. When Jasper invited me on this jaunt, I’d been enormously satisfied that I’d been able to pay for my fare myself, especially considering that less than a year ago I’d had so little money I could only afford two-penny buns. Thank goodness I’d been able to pay my own way. I couldn’t have accompanied Jasper otherwise. I might be a modern young lady, one of the new working girls, but I certainly couldn’t let Jasper buy my ticket. That just wasn’t the done thing—at least not for proper young ladies.

      I picked up my sponge bag, creamed my face, and brushed my teeth at the small sink fitted into the corner of my compartment, then I shrugged into my dressing gown. I checked my watch that I’d placed on the little wooden table at my bedside. I’d wound it when I took it off earlier in the evening. When I held it to my ear, it was still ticking steadily, a tiny counterpoint to the rhythmic turn of the train wheels. I put it under the lamp on the table, the only light I’d had the attendant leave on in my compartment. Nearly half past one. Goodness, I had been swept up in the book. At least I wouldn’t have to wait for the loo at the end of the carriage.

      The door to my compartment didn’t open smoothly. It had stuck earlier when I left for dinner, and I didn’t want to yank it open with a bang that would wake my neighbors, so I eased it open.

      “. . . we must take advantage while we’re in St. Moritz . . . never have an opportunity . . . again.” I froze as the words carried down the hallway only a whisper above the noise of the train. Someone was standing out of my view. The voice was low and furtive. I didn’t want to interrupt, so I gripped the door handle, intending to carefully close the door and wait a few minutes before leaving my compartment, but a second voice, also lowered, answered. Tension threaded through the intermittent words that filtered in through the noise of the train.

      “Are . . . wise? What about the body? How . . . get rid . . . frozen ground . . . difficult.”

      I didn’t dare move. A tiny squeak would give my presence away, and I knew instantly in that instinctive way that one knows something in one’s very soul that I didn’t want the two people in the passage to know I’d overheard them.

      “Simple,” the first person replied. “. . . all worked out. We don’t have long before the attendant returns . . . tell you more . . .” They were moving away from me toward the other end of the carriage—thank goodness—their conversation fading. A door opened. Was it another door in this carriage? I strained to hear more, hoping they’d moved on to the next carriage, but above the steady pulse of the wheels I heard a second click as a door closed.

      I rested my forehead against the shiny veneer of the doorframe. “Oh my.”
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      The next morning, Jasper took the seat opposite me at the linen-covered table in the dining car. “Good morning, old bean.” He motioned to the book I’d put beside my plate. “I take it you finished your mystery?”

      “I stayed up far too late, and now I rather wish I hadn’t.” I pushed Murder on the Links across the table to him. “I thought you might want to have a go at it as well.”

      He picked up the menu card. “Never regret reading into the wee hours, that’s my motto. It sounds like this was an excellent read, if you couldn’t put it down.”

      “The story wasn’t the only thing that kept me up.”

      Jasper removed his monocle from his eye and put down the card. “Not feeling well?” He nodded at my untouched cup of hot cocoa and my plate with a single golden roll on it. Despite the melting Swiss butter, I’d only managed one bite of the crispy bread.

      “I don’t have much of an appetite.”

      “I’m sorry to hear that.”

      I waited until the waiter had poured Jasper a cup of coffee and left a fresh basket of rolls, then I leaned forward and whispered, “I overheard someone planning a murder.”

      Jasper choked on his coffee and dabbed his chin with his napkin. “Mur—?” Heads turned at his incredulous tone. He lowered his voice. “Murder? Are you sure?”

      “Fairly certain. I’ve thought of nothing else since half past one last night and don’t know what else they could have been discussing.”

      “They?”

      “Yes, two people.” I described how I’d come to overhear the voices in the passageway outside my compartment, then said, “One person said they had to take advantage of the situation while they were in St. Moritz. I didn’t see them, and they kept their voices down, but I could still hear their conversation. Anyway, after the first person said that about taking advantage of the situation, the other person didn’t seem to agree and said, ‘What about the body?’”

      Jasper broke a roll in half. “That conversation doesn’t necessarily mean murder.” He focused on spreading butter across the warm crinkles of the bread’s interior. “Perhaps all these recent—um—incidents, shall we call them, which have been of the rather deadly variety, have impacted your perception a tiny bit? The people could have been talking about a body of water or a body of work—paintings, books, something along those lines.”

      I couldn’t be cross with Jasper because when he raised his gaze to meet mine, there was nothing but concern in his expression. “I wish that were the case—I really do. And I’ll admit that I couldn’t hear every word, but I do know that the second person went on to say something about getting rid of it. I definitely caught the words frozen ground and difficult.”

      Jasper put down his knife. “I say, that does sound rather ominous.”

      “I agree. I can’t put any other interpretation on it.”

      “No, you’re right, old bean. Sorry to doubt you. You have no idea who it could’ve been? No hint of an accent or distinctive way of speaking? Gravelly? High-pitched? Nasal?”

      “No, not at the low volume they were speaking. I couldn’t distinguish much. One person’s voice was higher pitched and the other’s was lower, which makes me think it was a man and a woman.” I glanced around the dining car, which was packed with passengers. Sunlight flashed on the silver teapots and gleamed on the polished mahogany walls. The quiet clink of china teacups being replaced in saucers and the low murmur of polite conversation permeated the atmosphere.

      “It seems so unlikely, but as you said, after recent events I’ve learned not to be deceived by appearances.”

      Jasper put down his roll and looked around discreetly. “And it seems someone on this train has murderous intentions.”
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      “I feel the appropriate thing to do is inform someone in authority, but I’m not sure who that would be on the train,” I said. “I suppose once we reach St. Moritz, I should report it to the police. But other than the fact that I heard two doors close, which indicates both people were in the same carriage as we were, I can’t tell them much more than that.”

      I scanned the occupants of the dining car. I hadn’t paid that much attention to the other passengers on the train, but I couldn’t help but study them now, wondering if two of them had been in the passageway last night. A woman in her mid-forties was seated at the table directly across the aisle from us. I recognized her. I’d seen her picture in the paper when I was a child. She was Amy Ashford, a lady mountaineer who had climbed many of the peaks in the Alps.

      The article had made quite an impression on me. At the time, it hadn’t occurred to me that ladies could do the sort of thing she was doing. Mountain climbing was considered mostly a manly sport, but her verve and energy came through in the article. When the interviewer asked why a lady like herself wanted to climb the peaks, she had replied, “Why not? Why shouldn’t ladies participate in the sport? The mountains aren’t only the province of men.” The whole article had resonated with me, and I remembered it even now.

      Jasper noticed the direction of my gaze, and I asked, “Do you recognize her?”

      “Of course. It’s Mrs. Ashford, the famous mountaineer.”

      “It’s hard to believe she could have anything to do with what I overheard last night.”

      Mrs. Ashford wore a green tweed travel suit with a matching felt Tyrolean hat accented with a red feather. Although her brown hair was bobbed, there was something about the style of her clothes—the longer hemline that came down to the ankles—and her upright posture that indicated she had more in common with the Victorians than anything from the new century.

      The waiter refilled Mrs. Ashford’s coffee, and she gave him a smile, which exposed a crooked-tooth grin.

      A trill of laughter rang out from another table of four people breakfasting together. Mrs. Ashford turned in that direction, and her smile vanished. Disapproval flashed across her face as she watched the group.

      A young couple sat on one side of the table. The woman was probably in her mid-twenties, with shiny golden hair curling out from under the brim of her hat, which matched her pale pink travel suit. Like Mrs. Ashford, her hat was in the Tyrolean style, but while Mrs. Ashford looked as if she’d picked hers up at an Alpine shop in a local village, I was sure that the fair-haired young woman across the dining car had purchased hers in Paris. It had that extra flair that only an expert milliner could achieve.

      The blonde was a beauty, with a creamy complexion, cherry-red lips, eyebrows plucked to a perfect arch, and pale blue eyes. Her companion sat with his arm draped casually across the back of her chair. He held a cigarette in his other hand and wafted smoke rings into the air above his wiry dark brown hair. He was in casual attire of the type the Prince of Wales had made popular, a Fair Isle V-neck jumper over a shirt. With his square-jawed face and broad-shouldered build, he looked as if he were ready to pose for a Thomas Cook & Son travel poster—the hardy hiker with a length of rope looped over his shoulder as he stood, legs planted on a rock, surveying a mountain range.

      Two younger men sat across the table from the couple, both with a thatch of fair hair and freckles. They were so similar-looking I wondered if they were brothers. Their expressions were identical. Both were full of wide-eyed admiration as they looked at the man across the table.

      “Mrs. Ashford doesn’t look pleased with the party of four. Do you know them?” I asked as I took a sip of my cocoa.

      Jasper casually turned and surveyed the dining car behind him then turned back. “The two young chaps on one side of the table are in a compartment near mine. I met them yesterday. They’re on the way to St. Moritz to ice climb. They’re training with the man across the table from them, Mr. Lavington. Apparently, Mr. Lavington is quite the expert in ice-climbing and mountaineering in general. I gathered that both of the younger men are rather in awe of him. One is named Blinkhorn—the one seated on the aisle, I think. They do resemble each other, don’t they? They might be twins, but the last names are different. The other’s name is . . . let me think. Oh yes, Ignatius Hale. If all goes well here, the three will make an assault on Everest in the future.”

      “Do you know the young woman?”

      “Mr. Lavington’s wife, Emmaline. I haven’t talked with her on the train, but I remember when she was a deb.”

      “I’m sure you did your duty and danced with her.”

      “Yes, I did. She was a sensation. Several lads were head over heels for her.”

      “I can see why. She’s very pretty. She has the look of the fragile china doll.”

      “On the exterior, certainly, but at the core, she’s rather willful and spoiled.”

      I raised my eyebrows. “Jasper! That’s not like you to say something so critical.”

      “The truth is often unpleasant. If you spend any time in her company, I’m sure you’ll agree. She was a guest at a shooting party I attended last year in Scotland. Emmaline and several other ladies went out on the moors with us one day. Nothing, absolutely nothing, was enjoyable to her, and she made sure everyone knew it. The weather, the food, the views, her shoes. Nothing was to her liking. She even sent a servant back to the house to bring her a fresh pair of shoes.”

      “So no stiff upper lip?”

      “Decidedly not.”

      “I wonder which person it is that Mrs. Ashford disapproves of. She still has a scowl on her face when she glances back at them.”

      “Perhaps it’s simply because they’re making so much noise.”

      Emmaline’s voice carried through the air. “No more talk of ropes and merits of this over that one. And let’s stop with the never-ending debate about portable oxygen. You boys are too, too boring. Tell me, what else do you intend to do in St. Moritz besides climb?” She waited a beat, then said, “Come on, there must be something.”

      Her husband, in an urbane drawl, said, “Darling, leave them alone. Climbing is the reason they’re going to St. Moritz. Just like you’re going for the shops.”

      She patted him on the cheek. “And you’ll frown and grumble at the price tags as you always do.” She looked back across the table to the young men. “Ben is rather keen on budgets and sticking to them. So tiresome of him.”

      Another couple entered the dining car. The woman wore an austere navy suit and had black curls and pale skin. Her companion had thinning ginger hair, a ruddy complexion, and the bulky build of a man who had once been fit but was now going soft around the middle. Unlike the other men in the carriage, who wore tweeds or sporty jumpers and jackets, he had on a pinstriped suit with a gold chain across his vest. He followed the waiter with a lumbering gait to a table, but the woman broke off and darted across the carriage, calling, “Emmaline!”

      I could see the expression on Mrs. Lavington’s face when her name was called. Her eyes widened and the corners of her lips flattened into a look that could only be irritation. She sent a covert glance toward her husband before she reached for her handbag. The dark-haired woman arrived at the table, and the three men stood. Mrs. Lavington remained seated and removed a cigarette from a case before looking up.

      The brunette said, “I thought we might not see you until we got to St. Moritz.” She flapped her hand at the men. “Oh, do sit down. I’m only stopped for a moment to say hello.” She had small, close-set eyes with stubby eyelashes and narrow lips. Her clothes were of the best quality. She had forgone the Tyrolean hat and wore a cloche with an unusual disk-like brim that dipped over one eye. It wasn’t a style I’d seen before, and it rivaled Mrs. Lavington’s hat for its exquisite panache. I could hear my stepmother Sonia’s voice declaring that, despite her finery, the brunette couldn’t hold a candle to her chic friend.

      The men resumed their seats, and Mrs. Lavington said, “I had no idea you’d be in St. Moritz, Hattie.”

      Jasper and I couldn’t help but overhear the conversation. Only one table separated us from the group.

      The dark-haired woman said, “Robbie and I are having a bit of a holiday. It’s hard to wrest him away from the bank, but I managed it. A friend’s mother said you were traveling here as well, which is absolutely perfect. We have so much to talk about.”

      The last sentence had a slightly barbed quality to it. Jasper picked up on the tone and raised an eyebrow.

      I said, sotto voce, “Yes, there’s something going on there.”

      Mrs. Lavington bent toward the flame of the lighter her husband held out. “If we bump into each other, we’ll have to do that. St. Moritz is rather congested at this time of year.”

      “Oh, don’t worry. I’ll be in touch.” Her words had the ring of a challenge about them.

      I studied the brunette as she strode down the aisle to the table where the man—her husband?—held a chair for her. I picked up my cocoa. It was barely warm now, so I put it down again, my attention still on the Lavingtons’ table. “It looks like the group of four is breaking up.”

      The Lavingtons and the two young men pushed back their chairs. Mrs. Ashford noticed the movement, and she quickly departed the dining car.

      Mrs. Lavington was digging around in her handbag as she walked by our table. “Oh, bother. I left my cigarette case at the table. No, don’t wait for me,” she said to her husband. “I’ll only be a moment.”

      She went back to the table, and the three men left the dining car. As she retraced her steps to leave, her glance fell on Jasper, and she paused. “Jasper Rimington! It’s been ages since I’ve seen you. How are you?”

      Jasper stood. “Very well, thank you. And you?”

      “I’m well. Quite well. Are you on your way to St. Moritz?”

      “I am. I’m looking forward to a few days in the mountains.”

      “We are too. How wonderful.” Her gaze strayed to me. “And is this Miss Ravenna?” A hint of mischief laced through the words. She was referring to a famous London stage actress whose name had often been linked with Jasper’s in the gossip columns.

      “Oh no. Let me introduce you,” Jasper said, his easy manner unfazed. “This is Miss Olive Belgrave. Olive, this is Mrs. Lavington.”

      “How do you do?” I asked, but she didn’t give the expected reply.

      When she heard my name, a look of delight spread across her face. “Olive Belgrave, the lady detective! Why, this is too, too perfect. I must speak with you.” She looked quickly at the door where her husband and the two young climbers had exited the dining car. “Privately.”
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      Before I could reply to Mrs. Lavington, Jasper put some coins on the table and picked up the novel as he said, “I have packing to do before we arrive, so I’ll leave you two ladies. Goodbye, Mrs. Lavington. Olive, I’ll arrange for porters for our luggage.”

      “Won’t you join me?” I gestured to the seat across the table that Jasper had vacated.

      “No, not here. What number is your compartment?”

      “Six.”

      “Brilliant. I’ll leave first and meet you there.” She dashed out the door.

      I contemplated my untouched roll and cold cocoa, then pushed back my chair.

      I went to my compartment and checked to make sure I hadn’t missed any of my belongings when I packed this morning before breakfast. Seconds later a staccato rapping sounded. It had to be Mrs. Lavington. The attendant always tapped and waited politely, but this person knocked again when I didn’t open the door immediately. “Coming.” I put my handbag with my luggage, glad that that my compartment was tidy.

      Mrs. Lavington crossed the threshold and quickly pulled the door from my hand to close it, shoving it over the point where it stuck. “There.” She turned back to me, her cheeks as pink as her travel suit. “I can’t tell you how thrilled I am that you’re on this train. You’re exactly the person I need. I’ll have nothing to do with those scruffy little private detective men, but you’re different. You’re a lady. I’m sure you’ll understand.”

      Without waiting for an invitation, she sat down on the berth. I took a seat beside her. “How can I help?”

      She squared her shoulders as if she were preparing for an unpleasant task. Despite the fact that we were alone in the compartment with the door securely shut, she dropped her voice. “I’m being blackmailed.” She sat back and waited for my reaction. I kept my face blank, as if this were the sort of conversation I had after breakfast each morning.

      My lack of reaction must have irritated her because she said, “I need you to make it stop,” in a way that suggested I was rather slow.

      I took a moment to formulate an answer. “I see. Well, stopping a blackmailer is often rather difficult. Why don’t you tell me the details?”

      She held her petit-point handbag in her lap, and her grip tightened on its jade clasp. “I received another letter—a demand, I should say—last night from this awful person, so it must be someone on this train. Surely you can figure out who’s sending me those awful letters.”

      “You said you received another letter? Why don’t we start at the beginning? When did you receive the first one?” I opened my travel case and took out a notepad, but Mrs. Lavington gave me a horrified look and flicked her fingers. “Put that away. Nothing in writing. I can’t risk it. If you lose your notebook and my details are in there, that would be ghastly. Absolutely ghastly. You must promise not to tell anyone else about this.”

      “I won’t talk about this to anyone else.” I put the notebook down and turned back to her. “Your husband doesn’t know?”

      “No, of course not. And it’s becoming more and more difficult to keep it from him. He asked about the note last night. Fortunately, I managed to put him off with a story about a delayed letter from a cousin. He had no interest in that.”

      I glanced at her handbag. After her preemptory wave and request that I banish my notebook, she’d again gripped its frame. “Do you have the note with you?”

      “No! I burned it.”

      I kept my expression neutral, but I wished she’d kept the note instead of destroying it. “Well, what did it look like? Tell me everything you can about it.”

      “It was on white paper, and the envelope was white as well. That’s all I remember. I hate those horrid letters, and I wanted it out of my sight as soon as possible. I got rid of it at the first opportunity.”

      “I understand. A note of that sort would be very distressing. Perhaps I can help you recall a few more details. What sort of paper was it? Heavy and thick or light and flimsy?”

      A frown creased Mrs. Lavington’s forehead. “Medium weight, I suppose.”

      “Letterhead?”

      “No, just plain white paper, as I said.”

      Impatience tinged her reply, but I pressed on. “And the handwriting?”

      “It was typed. Why all these useless questions? Obviously, the person took care to make sure there was nothing identifiable about it. You should be talking to the porter who brought me the note.”

      “All in good time. Only a few more questions. Small details can be quite revealing. First, what did the note say?”

      “I was to obtain ten pounds,” she said in a scandalized tone, which surprised me. Looking at her clothing and knowing that she was on her way to St. Moritz, I would have thought ten pounds would be a small sum to her.

      “And that was all?” I asked. “Nothing else? No directions on what to do with the money?”

      “No, just that I’m to await further instructions.” She sniffed with disapproval. “As if I’m an errand boy at someone’s beck and call.”

      I refrained from pointing out that her status was remarkably similar to an errand boy. Instead, I said, “And this has happened before?”

      “Yes, several times. But in the past, the amount had only been five pounds and the”—she twisted her crimson lips into a grimace—“instructions on how to deliver the money were included in the letter.”

      “And what were the delivery instructions when it happened previously?”

      “I don’t see why it matters.” She gave an impatient shake of her head. Her golden curls trembled against the ivory skin of her cheeks. “That’s in the past. All that matters is what’s happening now.”

      “Nevertheless, knowing the history might give us some insight into how you’ll be asked to deliver the money.”

      Her expression showed that she didn’t agree, but she must have decided to humor me because she drew in a deep breath, which managed to convey that she found me extremely exasperating. “Very well, I’ll detail it for you, but it won’t help you now.”

      “Why don’t you let me be the judge of that?”

      “Fine.” She launched into an explanation, the cadence of her words quick.
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      “In the past,” Mrs. Lavington said with a certain amount of bite to her words, “the instructions in the notes were to put the money in an envelope, then put the envelope in a newspaper, which had been folded in half. I was to take it to St. James’s Park and sit on a certain bench for a few moments. At precisely noon, I was to leave it on the bench and walk away without looking back. See, as I said, that’s no help at all when you’re on a train. The instructions can’t be the same.”

      I chose to ignore her last comments. “And did you?”

      She frowned. “Follow the instructions? Well, yes.”

      “No, I meant, did you look back?”

      “Of course I looked back,” she said witheringly, then her expression turned sulky. “And each time a young boy ran over, snatched up the newspaper, and ran off.” She smoothed out a fold in her pink skirt, concentrating on adjusting the luxurious fabric. “Before you ask, it was a different boy each time—one was scrawny with a fringe of dark hair. The next time the boy was taller and had lighter hair. I always followed the boys, but they were too fast for me. I never managed to catch them before they disappeared into the crowds.”

      “You said each time. How many times has this happened?”

      “In London? Several, I’m sorry to say.”

      I pushed down my irritation with her and wondered why she was so reluctant to discuss the details. But then, blackmail isn’t something one wishes to expound on. I kept my tone pleasant as I asked, “How often did it happen? Every month?”

      “Oh no. I don’t know the exact dates, but I do remember I received one letter around Christmas. Incredibly inconvenient when one is trying to plan for gifts and travel. And then there was another in spring. It was around April, I suppose. And then the last one before this one came in the summer. I do know the exact day that one arrived, Midsummer’s Eve. We’d been invited to a party, and I was so distraught I couldn’t enjoy myself that night.”

      “But nothing in the autumn?”

      “No. I thought the person had become bored with their tedious little game or that they’d been satisfied.”

      “Blackmailers are rarely satisfied. All the notes that you received were the same? Typed on white paper?”

      “Yes.” She opened her purse and took out her lighter and a cigarette. “You don’t mind if I smoke, do you?”

      “Yes, in fact, I do. Cigarette smoke and I don’t agree. I’m allergic,” I said, but by the time I’d finished speaking, she’d already lit up.

      Mrs. Lavington shifted her knees so she was facing the opposite direction. “I’ll blow it away from you.” She demonstrated by exhaling over her shoulder into the corner of the compartment, but wisps of the acrid smell drifted up the wall and then floated toward me.

      The muscles in my cheeks strained as I worked to keep the smile on my face. “I’d really prefer you put it out. It’s such a small area.”

      “Nonsense. It’ll be fine.” With the cigarette clamped between her first two gloved fingers, she made little twitches with her other fingers, indicating I should lower the window. “Just open it a bit. I’ll stand over there, and you’ll never notice.”

      I was beginning to wonder if I really wanted Mrs. Lavington as a client. But my days of scraping to pay the bills and buy food weren’t that far behind me, so I held my breath and lowered the window a few inches. Then I stepped across to the other side of the compartment by the door. “So going back to the blackmail notes . . . was there anything distinctive about the typing? Any of the letters smudged or not aligned? Some more faded than others?”

      “I don’t know.” She stood and blew out a long stream of smoke. Some of it went out the window, but tendrils of it curled up to the ceiling and crawled my way. I dropped my gaze back to Mrs. Lavington, who said, “As soon as I saw what the letters were, I burned them. I didn’t spend time examining them.”

      “That’s a pity because it might have given us some more information.”

      She swayed with the movement of the train, her shoulders shifting back and forth slightly. “Like what?”

      “Typed pages can often be matched to the machine they were produced on. If we could find the typewriter⁠—”

      “Well, that’s not a possibility. As I said, I don’t have any of the letters.” The floor of the compartment shifted as the train traveled around a curve and into a tunnel, briefly plunging us into darkness.

      A few moments later we came out the other side, and Mrs. Lavington leaned against the wall of the compartment. She crossed her arms but kept her hand with the cigarette angled away from her body. “So what can you do about it? How soon can you find out which awful person on this train is doing this and put a stop to it?”

      I squashed a sigh at her naïveté. “As I said, once you’ve paid a blackmailer, it’s extremely difficult to put an end to it. There’s really only two ways it goes. Either you remove the person’s leverage⁠—”

      She was about to take a drag but paused with the cigarette by her lips. “What do you mean?”

      “You remove whatever hold they have over you. For instance, if you’re having an affair, you tell your husband.”

      Her crimson lips parted in a laugh. “I assure you, that’s not the trouble. I’d never be so stupid as to do that. Once Ben climbs Mt. Everest, everyone will know his name. There will be the possibility of a knighthood in the future, I’m sure.”

      “Well, whatever the blackmailer is holding over you, you take the initiative and you reveal it. Once the secret is out, the blackmailer has no power over you.”

      “That’s not going to happen,” she said sharply. She switched her attention to the view of rocky crags and evergreens layered with snow. “It’s gone on too long. I couldn’t do it now. I’d look like a fool. What’s the other way things can go?”

      “You catch the blackmailer and expose him—or her.”

      “Then that’s what it will have to be.”

      “All right. You’ll need to keep me informed and let me know when you receive the next instructions with the details on how to deliver the money.” I’d not ever caught a blackmailer in the act, but it seemed the logical way to go about discovering the culprit.

      She whirled around. “No. That’s not what I want at all. You will speak to the porter and find out who handed over that envelope to him.”

      “I could do that, but the blackmailer may have had a second party hand off the envelope.”

      “Well then, follow the trail back.” She made a circular motion with the cigarette, indicating I should get moving. I breathed shallowly as the smoke drifted lazily toward me. I tried to ignore the prickly sensation in the back of my throat. If my breathing became wheezy, all I had to do was open the door and step into the corridor for fresh air.

      “It may not be that simple,” I warned her. “The most efficient thing to do is to watch and see who picks up the money you deliver—keep an eye out discreetly, of course. Can you think of anyone who would do this? Do you have any connections with anyone on the train?”

      “I know the boys my husband is training, but I only met them a few weeks ago. They’re just puppies. They have no reason to do anything like this. Hattie and her husband, Rob, are on the train.” Her lids narrowed into slits as she drew on the cigarette again. “It could be her,” she said as she exhaled smoke.

      “Anyone else?”

      “There have been a few other familiar faces—like Mr. Rimington—but no one I know intimately.”

      “Then it definitely will be most efficient to see who picks up the money.”

      A gust of wind surged through the window, tugging at the feather on her hat and ruffling her curls. She stepped away from the window. “But that’s not what I’m hiring you to do.” She continued in the tone one would use to explain something to a child. “I want you to speak to everyone on the train. We still have time before we arrive in St. Moritz. Do it now. You’ll have to hurry because you’ve spent so long on worrying over what happened in the past.” When I didn’t move, her perfectly plucked eyebrows arched up. “What are you waiting for? Get going. Time is short.” She turned to the mirror over the sink and checked the angle of her hat while still holding the cigarette.

      I shook my head. “I’m sorry, but I can’t take your case.” No amount of money was worth working with someone who was so set on her own path that she wouldn’t even consider another approach.

      “What?” She stared at my reflection for a moment, then turned to face me. “What’s your usual fee? Whatever it is, I’ll double it.”
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      “I’m afraid money isn’t the issue,” I said to Mrs. Lavington as the floor of the compartment shifted again with the movement of the train. “We have a difference of opinion about how the case should be handled. I don’t think I would be able to meet your expectations. It’s best you find someone who agrees with your approach.” It was always good to have another client lined up, and I was curious if the blackmail was connected to the conversation I’d overheard last night, but I wasn’t about to put myself in a situation where Mrs. Lavington treated me like a lapdog who should jump at her command. I might have done that a few months ago, but my bank account was healthy enough that I could pass this case up.

      I opened the door, tugging it past the point where it stuck, and let in a stream of clear air. I took a deep breath of it, then stepped back to allow her room to leave.

      She blew a stream of smoke out the window, gazing at me from the corner of her eye. “You’re a very foolish woman. I would have paid you well.” She tossed her cigarette out the window, jerked up her handbag from where she’d laid it on the berth, and marched to the door. As she crossed the threshold into the corridor, she collided with a stylish woman with auburn hair who was carrying some papers. Mrs. Lavington jerked backward and gave the woman a curt greeting. “Juliet.”

      During the near collision, the woman had lost her grip on some of the papers, and now she tucked them back into alignment. “Mrs. Lavington.” She gestured for Mrs. Lavington to precede her down the corridor. They didn’t exchange any more words, but tension charged their exchange.

      The woman named Juliet paused, giving Mrs. Lavington time to stride away, then she gave me a small nod of acknowledgment before continuing down the corridor. A newspaper lay on the floor where she’d stood. I called out, “Excuse me, you dropped your paper.”

      I picked it up and held it out. She’d circled back, but then said, “Oh, thank you, but I’m done with that.”

      It was a London paper. “If you don’t mind, I’ll keep it. My friend draws a cartoon, and I’ve missed a few installments while traveling.”

      “Keep it, by all means.” She hesitated, then asked, “It’s not Minerva Blythe, is it?”

      “Yes, it is.”

      “I simply adore her cartoons. Such fun! And underneath the froth, there’s some very adroit social commentary.”

      “I agree.”

      The woman stuck out her hand. “I’m Juliet Lenox.”

      “Pleased to meet you. Olive Belgrave.”

      “I gather you’re on your way to St. Moritz?” When I nodded, she continued. “So you must enjoy winter sports?”

      “Well, I brought my ice skates, but that’s the extent of my winter sporting abilities.”

      “Then you’re welcome to join our group.” She took a business card from her pocket and handed it to me.

      It read, Ladies’ Winter Sporting Association and had her name below it.

      “I’m the secretary of the association,” Juliet said. “Our goal is to promote ladies’ winter sports. The men have their skiing and are rumbling on about making the toboggan run for men only. Mrs. Ashford—the mountaineer, you know—is the real impetus behind the organization, but I wholeheartedly agree that women should have their own winter sports organization. And Lady Mulvern has just joined the board.”

      “Did you say Lady Mulvern?” I knew Lady Mulvern, and she didn’t seem like the sporty type—of any season, either summer or winter.

      “Yes, she visited St. Moritz a few weeks ago. Lady Foyle invited her to join the committee. She’s—Lady Foyle, I mean—is on the committee with Mrs. Ashford. Lady Mulvern was a smashing success as a skier. Absolutely adored it! Some people have a natural talent for it. She was quite chuffed at having something to do while her husband was tobogganing.”

      “I imagine so.”

      “And Lady Mulvern has the most precious little cat. I told Lady Foyle that the cat should be our mascot. Lady Mulvern was completely taken with the idea. However, Lady Foyle was rather doubtful.” Juliet straightened the papers in her arms again. “With Lady Mulvern on the board, I think we’re poised for growth. Lady Foyle and Mrs. Ashford have had the idea for the association for years, but with the war, well, it wasn’t possible.”
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