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			Chapter One


			Late December, 1939


			I opened the door to the Hallam Street block of flats that the Murrows lived in and walked inside. There was no doorman in the darkened lobby and little heat to fight the icy temperatures outside. I found my way over to the lift by following the illumination of recessed lamps, and rode upstairs unseen by anyone. Not a situation that Sutton, the doorman in my block of flats, would approve of.


			Since the flat I was looking for was near the top of the building, I was glad I didn’t have to walk up three flights of stairs. When I knocked on the door, a brown-haired woman of about thirty answered. Behind her, three Orthodox Jewish men debated in Yiddish near the front door. Beyond them, I could see the table with the telephone held Christmas ornaments and greenery.


			“Mrs. Murrow?” I asked.


			“Yes. Are you Mrs. Redmond from the Daily Premier?”


			“Yes. Thank you for agreeing to be interviewed.”


			As I entered and stepped past them, the three men wished Mrs. Murrow, the resident, a good night in heavily accented English. She responded in English. I responded in Yiddish, which caused all three men to start talking at once, asking me where I had learned their language. I told them I only knew a little Yiddish and had learned it from friends here in London.


			When they asked who, perhaps thinking we had acquaintances in common, I mentioned Esther Benton Powell’s grandmother and aunts. They said in their language that they regretted they had never met these ladies. A moment later, they were gone.


			I heard them begin speaking in Yiddish again as soon as they reached the stairs.


			Mrs. Murrow showed me into the drawing room. I found the Murrows’ large flat typical for this upscale section of London, with ample windows covered with blackout curtains and heavy, well-polished furniture.


			“Friends of Ed’s,” she said, gesturing toward the front door with her chin. “He collects sources the way other men collect, oh, I don’t know what. He was interviewing them before he left for the studio. You just missed him. You may have noticed that even as they donned their coats and scarves, they continued their discussion. And I have no idea what they were saying.”


			I had heard them talking as I walked in. “Something about whether Hitler was foretold in the Pentateuch.”


			“You are so clever, Mrs. Redmond.” She sounded impressed. “Do you speak a lot of languages?”


			“Not really, Mrs. Murrow. I’m fluent in German. I can almost get by in Yiddish because they are close. And I’ve had to understand it on occasion.” Particularly when I was sent into Germany and Austria before war was declared to help rescue Jews.


			“Please, if you’re going to interview me, and over the Christmas holidays at that, you might as well call me Janet.” She was about my age, average height, pretty, and with an upper-class American accent. I found her easier to understand than some Americans I had met. She also had beautiful taste in clothes that showed off her slim figure. She had the kind of presence that told me I’d remember her.


			“Olivia Redmond. Everyone calls me Livvy.” I wasn’t so sure she’d remember me.


			We seated ourselves on well-stuffed, comfortable furniture and after an offer of an American cocktail (“No, thank you, I’m working”) and a cigarette (“No, thank you”), we began the late-night interview. “As I explained, my editor wants me to do a feature on influential American women who have stayed on in Britain despite the declaration of war.”


			“I hardly think I’m influential.”


			“Your husband is on the radio to the Americas most days. He’s meeting all sorts of interesting people,” this time I was the one who nodded toward the front door, “and sharing his experiences with America. And he’s sharing them with you. That makes you a sort of bridge between our two cultures.”


			“As long as you don’t have any expectations of my knowledge. Or what sort of a bridge I make.” She gave me a smile.


			“None at all,” I told her. “Are you university educated?”


			“Yes. Mount Holyoke College. That’s in Massachusetts. I studied economics and English. I met Ed at a National Student Federation of America conference.” She smiled at the remembrance. “Are you? University educated, I mean,” she added.


			“Newnham College, Cambridge. Modern languages.” Not nearly as exotic as Massachusetts, and I imagined a great deal gloomier with the British blackout regulations every night and students leaving for service to king and country.


			We chatted for a while as I wrote notes in my little book, covering the differences between our two countries and what she found most surprising. She’d been in London nearly three years, so not too much about our country astonished her now. This was shaping up to be an excellent article.


			I ignored the little inner voice that said, I wonder who will rewrite my story?


			We talked about fashions, and I mentioned how English her wool dress looked. It was smart, in last year’s longer length and this year’s deep rust color.


			She laughed and said, “It looks English because it’s French.”


			Janet Murrow had been in England long enough to know how dependent English fashions were on French fashion houses.


			The American woman and I had a lot in common, at least on the surface. My father was a baronet, very minor aristocracy, and her family was the American equivalent. We both enjoyed London’s theaters and restaurants and French fashions. With my curly reddish hair, I didn’t look as regal as she did, but she had an open, welcoming attitude that had us chatting as if we were old friends in no time.


			I hadn’t met many Americans, but those I had, such as Janet, were warm and friendly. Much less reserved than I was.


			“I find it odd not to see many children about at Christmastime,” she told me.


			“I’ve seen more in the last week than I had all autumn, but there’s still not as many as there were before the war,” I said. “The authorities didn’t want parents to bring their children home for Christmas from school or where they’d been sent to in the countryside, but it appears that some did.”


			“If I had children, I’d especially want them with me for Christmas. It’s very much a children’s holiday, isn’t it?”


			“Yes, it is. It’s a family holiday. I’m on my own this Christmas,” I told her. “My husband is in the army, and he didn’t get leave. They let the men in his unit who have children take this holiday, since it would mean so much more to their families.” I understood it, but I didn’t like it.


			“Oh, I’m sorry,” Janet said in a sympathetic tone.


			“It’s fine. At least there’s no shooting yet.”


			“Would you care to see Ed’s studio while he’s broadcasting?” Janet said as if she’d just thought of the idea. I suspected she had been given the decision to either bring me along to the studio or keep me away.


			“Oh, yes, please.” I leaned forward in my seat. “I’ve never seen a broadcast studio before.”


			“If we wait about ten minutes, we’ll time it perfectly to get up to the fourth level of Broadcasting House just before the start of Ed’s time on the air. They plan to move the news broadcasting studios to the sub-basement a few levels below ground in case of bombing, but they haven’t finished the engineering work yet.”


			“I didn’t realize your husband transmitted from BBC headquarters.” I was taking more notes, fleshing out my article.


			“Oh, yes. CBS doesn’t have its own studios here.”


			“Why so late? Is it the only time they can get the studio?”


			“No,” she told me. “New York is five hours behind us. Ed wants to get on the air at least close to the prime listening evening hours. One a.m. is ideal, that’s eight o’clock in New York and five in California, but tonight they’ve given him an earlier timeframe.”


			“Thank goodness. I’m not used to being up until two in the morning,” I admitted with a laugh. “I left that behind along with my college days.”


			“With this blackout, I don’t feel secure walking along the streets at any time after dark, even in a quiet part of town such as this one,” Janet said. “You can barely see automobiles, so anyone lurking in the shadows is invisible.”


			“At least it’s not far from here to Broadcasting House,” I said, sounding braver than I felt. “This is a perfect location for a flat with your husband working just over there. And we’ll have to walk quickly since it’s too cold to linger outside.”


			We bundled up against the chilly air and went downstairs to make the short walk to BBC headquarters. With the blackout, I couldn’t see the greenery and the decorations still up along the streets on this Boxing Day, but I knew they were there. Normally, shop and flat windows would shine with dazzling lights during this season.


			But not this year. Not during a war.


			Even with a full moon, I could see very little with a wispy fog swirling around. Fog, a blackout, and a lack of children’s excited voices made this one Christmas season I could do without.


			Only an American, I decided, would have suggested holding an interview on Boxing Day Night during a blackout with cold and a fog worthy of an Agatha Christie tale. Maybe being so far from home made this holiday darker and colder for her than it was for me, and she wanted someone to talk to.


			I needed to shake off my gloomy mood.


			Once we turned from residential Hallam Street with its blocks of flats onto Cavendish and then the bustle of Portland Place, I could smell chestnuts roasting on curbside grills. Smells, at least, made their way through the blackout. I couldn’t see people until they were quite near me, but that familiar roasted scent reached me and made my stomach growl.


			I turned my head to apologize to Janet for my embarrassing internal noises when I tripped over something on the pavement. I stumbled a couple of steps, but once I regained my balance, I turned to see what I’d tripped over.


			I couldn’t see a thing. Not the pavement or anything blocking it. That section of the pavement was blanketed in deep shadow.


			“Are you all right?” Janet asked, standing closer to the curb than I was.


			“Fine, but there’s a hazard here that should be moved. I’m glad it wasn’t a brazier so I didn’t get burned.” Embarrassment always made me sound stuffy or annoyed.


			I walked back, dragging my right foot, which was on the building side of the pavement. I quickly hit the object. I couldn’t make it out in the darkness, the blackout to prevent German bombers from finding London being particularly effective on a cloudy, foggy night despite the full moon.


			The blackout was equally effective on the ground, too, since it kept Londoners from seeing anything.


			I bent down and shoved at the object. When it didn’t move, I began to feel around gingerly, not certain what disgusting thing I would find.


			It was a shoe, and a foot was inside it. And the foot was attached to a leg.


			I breathed in hard from the shock.


			“We need to hurry, Livvy, or we’ll be late,” came from behind me.


			It took me a moment to make my brain think of a response and another to get my mouth to work. “You go ahead, Janet. I need to find a bobby.”


			Something in my tone must have warned her this wasn’t an ordinary hazard. “What have you found?” She moved closer to me, peering over my shoulder.


			“Someone injured or dead.” Squatting by the building, I didn’t have a good view down the road. “Do you see a bobby on Portland Place?”


			Janet jumped a few steps away from me before she calmed down enough to try to get a good view up and down the busy thoroughfare. Headlights, even though partially covered, shone enough light on the pavement to illuminate the reflective parts of a bobby’s uniform. “Yes, I think so. Yoo hoo,” she shouted, waving her arms.


			It was effective. She gained everyone’s attention, not just the bobby’s. Then she stepped toward me and said, “I don’t know how you summon the police in England. I’ve never had to do it before. Not even in America.”


			“You managed it perfectly. Thank you,” I told her, noticing a few passersby coming closer for a look, as if they could see anything in the dense darkness around this building.


			The bobby joined us in a moment, shining his torch around in front of where Janet and I stood. The torchlight illuminated an angle between two buildings where they met, creating a sort of alcove where dust bins were kept and dried leaves and old newspapers collected. In this alcove a man sat slumped over slightly, his overcoat twisted around his body and his fedora pressed between his head and the wall.


			He looked as if he’d been facing the street when he fell backward and landed in the position we found him. I thought possibly he had knocked himself out, but with the light from the torch shining on him, he looked pale. Cold. Dead.


			The bobby felt for a pulse, but I could tell he had no luck. He straightened and blew long blasts on his whistle.


			Janet, her hands over her ears, looked where the torch light shone on the man’s face. In her quiet American accent, she said, “Good heavens, it’s Frank Kennedy.”


			Holding his torch with one hand, the constable bent over and moved the man’s coat with the other to reveal a knife handle protruding from the man’s chest. Blood spilled down his beige sweater.


			I shuddered and stepped away with a shiver. His blood didn’t look as if it had completely dried. He couldn’t have been dead long.


			With a shudder, I realized that meant there was a killer lurking nearby in the darkness.


		




		

			Chapter Two


			“Frank Kennedy’s one of the engineers at Broadcasting House. He frequently does the technical work to send Ed’s broadcasts to New York,” Janet told me when we’d moved a few steps back from the body. “It’s all flipping switches, turning dials, and plugging in cables, but you have to know exactly what to do and in which order.”


			“Do you know this man?” the constable asked, overhearing her.


			“Yes. He works at Broadcasting House, just down the street.”


			At that moment, two more bobbies arrived from different directions. We were questioned, gave our names and addresses, and then sent away as more staff of the Metropolitan Police arrived to cordon off the area, take photos, and look for clues.


			We hurried toward Broadcasting House with Janet saying, “How awful,” over and over.


			We entered through the main, rather grand entrance to Broadcasting House. Since the war started, the bronze and glass doors had been taped against bomb damage and sandbags piled around the entrance.


			I’d never been inside BBC headquarters before, so while Janet went to the reception desk off to the left, I stared at everything around me. The large windows on either side of the wedge-shaped hall were taped and curtained. The walls and square pillars were a pinkish-gray granite with lighting at the top behind smoky glass and the floors were a bold mosaic. Directly in front of me, across the large lobby, were two lifts with embossed bronze doors. Next to them was a sculpture of a farmer from long ago. With the high ceiling and the leather sofas, this could have been the lobby of an opulent avant-garde hotel.


			Janet walked up to the guard and said, “It’s me, Mrs. Murrow, and I’ve brought a friend to see Ed broadcast.”


			“Yes, ma’am,” the guard said, writing a note in his logbook.


			“Was Mr. Kennedy here earlier?” I asked.


			“You just missed him. He left maybe ten or twenty minutes ago.” He glanced up at me, a suspicious expression on his face.


			I glanced toward the door where a constable was walking in. “He’ll explain it to you.”


			“This way, Livvy.” Janet led the way to the lift and punched in the fourth floor. “Because we broadcast overseas, similar to the Empire Service, we use their news studio. It’s sent, after all the technical stuff is done, to a whole field of towers out in the countryside. Then they send out the signal so it can reach the United States, Canada, all over Europe, most of Africa, and all the way to India.”


			We got off the lift and I said, “Where do they broadcast the news we hear in London every night? Surely they don’t need a group of antennas that size to reach Chelsea.”


			Janet pointed off to the right and said, “There are two more news studios over there for broadcasting to the British Isles. France and Ireland, too, for all I know. Much less distance, at any rate. I don’t know how they send out their programs at that close a range.”


			I followed her down a long corridor away from where she had pointed until we stopped in front of a door marked 4C. She glanced at her watch before opening it. As soon as she had, she said, “Ed, we just found Frank Kennedy.”


			“And I bet he had plenty to say. I can’t work with a man who can’t or won’t do his job properly. And you are?” he added when he glanced up, looking at me.


			Janet introduced us and we shook hands. Ed Murrow was about the most handsome man I’d ever met. A dapper dresser, he was about my age, or possibly a little older, maybe as old as thirty-one or two. He was thin, with dark hair and eyes. Holding my gaze, he asked about the Daily Premier, the newspaper I wrote for.


			“Ed, Frank is dead,” Janet said, apparently determined to get his attention.


			“What? He was just here. Got run over in this awful blackout? It’s a wonder we all aren’t. The traffic is dangerous.”


			“Knife in the chest,” I said.


			Ed Murrow opened and shut his mouth while making no sound, seemingly at a loss for words. I suspected that didn’t happen often. I’d already guessed he was the type to take charge of any situation.


			A young man with light brown hair stuck his head around the doorframe and said, “Two minutes to broadcast.”


			“Right,” Ed said and moved to the seat in front of the microphone.


			“Come on,” Janet said to me. “We can sit in the listening room with the engineer.” We hurried out of the broadcast booth and down the hall to a room that held a table crowded with wires and encased switches and gauges, and a few chairs on the far side of the space. We moved to that end of the room and sat.


			“Do you sit in here for many of your husband’s broadcasts?” I asked.


			“Yes. That’s how I got to know Frank. And Derek here. Derek Coward.”


			Derek, fiddling with his knobs and gauges, nodded a vague sort of greeting.


			“Any relation to…?” I asked him.


			“Noel? No.”


			“Why did Ed say Frank didn’t do his job properly?” I’d just tripped over the man’s body. I was curious.


			“Yesterday, Christmas night, Frank came in late, smelling of booze, and didn’t set up properly,” Derek told me. “The first half of Murrow’s broadcast was lost. Nothing was transmitted until the BBC received a telegram from CBS in New York and sent another engineer to the listening room to correct the mistake. Murrow called me in from holiday to do tonight’s broadcast. When I arrived, he told Frank to leave, that he wouldn’t work with him again.”


			“I imagine that—”


			Derek held up a hand and spoke into the mouthpiece of what appeared to be a telephone operator’s headset. “Broadcasting in five, four…”


			He moved more knobs and switches and then with a nod, flipped one more switch. Ed Murrow’s voice came out of a speaker against a wall. Derek flipped another switch, spoke to someone, and then changed the switch back. Only then did Derek take off his headset and listen to the broadcast with us.


			Over the loudspeaker, I heard a deep male voice say, “This is Edward R. Murrow broadcasting to you from London on the CBS network. Tonight, Boxing Night in the United Kingdom…”


			“This is how it is supposed to sound in New York. Storms and solar flares can make a mess out of the transmission before it reaches the far side of the Atlantic,” Derek whispered as he sat down next to me.


			“Could Murrow fire Kennedy without getting approval from the BBC?” I asked, keeping my voice low.


			“Not from the BBC. But he could stop Frank from working on his programs. This is all BBC equipment and the engineers are BBC employees, including me. When my bosses hear I came in from my holiday, they won’t be amused.”


			“That strict?” I whispered.


			“Everything here is done by the regulations.” He made a face.


			“Getting you ready for military service,” I replied with a smile.


			“Not me. Dodgy ticker.”


			I replied with a somber nod and we both listened to Murrow’s word picture of life on Boxing Day in London with a war on and the fog creeping in. Somehow, he always brought it around to the war, which we were in and America was not.


			Another young man, dressed in a knitted pullover vest no doubt made for his Christmas gift from a mother or aunt, came in, nodded to Derek, listened for a minute, and then left again without saying a word.


			Derek rose and walked back to the table and put on his headset again. He talked to someone through the mouthpiece before changing a few dials. I heard a slight improvement in the sound, but nothing I would have picked up on if I hadn’t been watching Derek.


			Murrow spoke for a few more minutes and then silence. Derek flipped a few switches and said, “And we’re off the air.”


			Ed walked into the room a minute later holding the papers I guessed were his script and asked his wife, “How did I do?”


			“Brilliant as always.”


			“It was very good,” I added. “It was clever how you worked the war into every story you told.”


			“America doesn’t realize what’s happening over here. Trying to celebrate Christmas with blackouts and call-ups and shortages.” He lit a cigarette and said, “How did it sound, Coward?”


			“Near the end we had some interference, but I think New York received it all right,” Derek told him.


			“Thanks again for coming in. It was impossible to rely on Kennedy.”


			“It certainly will be now,” I muttered.


			“I’d appreciate it if you’d explain this to management. My coming in on my off day and everything,” Derek said. “They’ll yell at me. They treat you with respect.”


			“Sure,” Murrow said. He appeared about to say more when a middle-aged man came into the room with a bobby.


			The middle-aged man walked up to the newsman and put his face close to the other’s. “Murrow, this bobby is here because your engineer was outside the building being murdered when he should have been broadcasting your show. How do you explain this?”


			“Filbert, your boy Kennedy came in drunk last night and didn’t broadcast my show. CBS needed to send a telegram and another engineer had to come in here and flip the right switches. New York only received the last part of the show for which the BBC has been paid for the entire session. I won’t work with him ever again.”


			“You certainly won’t since he’s dead,” Mr. Filbert said. “And what are you doing here, Coward?”


			“Mr. Murrow called me in to take Frank’s place tonight, sir.”


			Filbert’s face was growing redder by the moment, making a nice, if unhealthy, contrast with his gray hair. “You don’t get to make these decisions, Murrow. There are proper procedures to follow.”


			“I tried and got nowhere. By the time you followed all your procedures, we’d be in the New Year and I’d have had half a dozen broadcasts ruined.” Murrow stubbed out his cigarette.


			“We’ll discuss this tomorrow. In the meantime, talk to this constable. While most people thought Kennedy was up here with you, you knew he was down on the street. I hope you have a good alibi.” Mr. Filbert didn’t slam the door on his way out, but he came very close.


			“So, Mr. Murrow, you were aware that Mr. Kennedy had left the building, were you, sir?” the bobby said, readying his pencil over a new page in his notebook.


			“No, I wasn’t. All I knew was he wasn’t here messing up my broadcast, and that was all I cared about.”


			“Where were you, sir, between a quarter to eleven and a quarter after eleven?”


			“In the broadcast booth down the hall.”


			“Did anyone see you there?”


			“Coward did.”


			Derek cleared his throat. “Derek Coward. Programming engineer. I saw Mr. Murrow when Frank left, and then I was in here until just before broadcast at eleven twenty-five when I went to tell Mr. Murrow it was almost air-time.” He looked apologetic. “Sorry, sir.”


			“Don’t be sorry. My wife and Mrs. Redmond saw me.”


			“After we found Frank’s body,” I said, truthfully but not helpfully, earning dark looks from both the Murrows.


			“Anyone else, sir?”


			“No. Everyone knows I prefer to be alone before a broadcast so I can figure out my wording. Finish writing my notes.” Murrow looked at the constable and said, “I guess that puts me right in the center of your investigation.”


			“Not necessarily, sir. I just hand off my report. The inspector will figure out what’s what. He may have the murder solved already.” With a nod, the constable left, quietly shutting the door after him.


			“I could do with a drink,” Murrow said.


			“I’ll join you,” Janet said. “Livvy, are you coming with us?”


			“I’m heading home, if you don’t mind. I have an early start tomorrow morning at the newspaper.”


			“Now that you’ve seen how our operation works, I hope I can get a tour of the Daily Premier,” Ed Murrow said.


			“I’m certain something can be arranged. Since you’re on the telephone exchange, I’ll call you tomorrow. Is that all right, Janet?”


			“Of course,” she told me.


			Ed led us down the hallway to the end where the lift was located, and we rode down to the lobby. We crossed the elegant marble lobby before the Murrows walked off to a local public house arm in arm, and I walked home alone through dark streets teeming with murderers, robbers, and scary monsters.


			I wasn’t usually this frightened while walking alone on darkened lanes, but I’d just tripped over a body. I’d seen the knife sticking out of his chest. I couldn’t get the picture out of my mind, and I couldn’t get over the feeling that the killer was out here somewhere following me.


			A killer I couldn’t see through the blackout and the fog.


		




		

			Chapter Three


			I was at work the next morning when Miss Westcott, now editor of the features section of both the Daily and the Sunday Premier, came over to tell me I had a phone call. Her expression looked as if she’d bitten into an impossible-to-find lemon.


			The war had given both of us a promotion, thanks to the call-up of so many young male reporters. I’d worked for her for over two years and she still despaired of my writing anything correctly. I had brought in some good stories, but that hadn’t improved her opinion of me or my reporting skills.


			Women and society news was gone for the duration. Fortunately, Sir Henry Benton, the publisher of the newspapers, was a maverick from Newcastle and he moved us over to something he called the features desk. Basically, it was everything that wasn’t news. He’d moved some of the women onto the news desk. I was thrilled for them, but I knew I would never be that skilled.


			I walked over to Miss Westcott’s desk and picked up the receiver. “Hello?”


			“Hello, Livvy. This is Janet Murrow. I was wondering, since you were so helpful last night…”


			Oh, dear. Here it came. Whatever it was.


			“CBS wants someone from the organization here in London to pay a condolence call on Miss Kennedy, Frank’s sister. She’s the only family he has in the area, and his next of kin. Ed won’t go, he’s terrible about these things anyway, and I don’t know what the police have told her about us finding the body or Ed throwing him out. I was wondering if you could…”


			At least now I knew what she was asking. “What time were you planning to call on Miss Kennedy?”


			“Two o’clock. Oh, thank you, Livvy. I’ll be outside the Daily Premier building at one-thirty. See you then.”


			I was left holding the receiver of a telephone with a dead line. Turning to Miss Westcott, I said, “Apparently, I’m expected to pay a condolence call this afternoon. I’ll take my meal break when it’s time to leave.”


			“A family member?” she asked, sounding wary. I’d left on investigations before, and I was always backed up by the publisher, Sir Henry, because I brought him good stories, if not good writing. Miss Westcott would have preferred me to be present and doing my tasks with more regularity. She thought I might make a better reporter if I actually stayed around and did my job. She was probably right.


			I thought I’d better be honest. “No, a murder victim I tripped over last night in the blackout.”


			“Why am I not surprised?” Miss Westcott murmured, shaking her head.


			I suspected I’d better let Sir Henry know what I might end up working on before I left that afternoon. I went back to writing up the feature article on Mrs. Murrow that I’d been assigned, without a doubt in my mind that Miss Westcott or a colleague with more ability would rewrite it.


			I would never get a byline.


			When Miss Westcott went to lunch, I used her telephone to call upstairs to the top floor to Sir Henry. His first words, once he learned it was me on the other end of the line, were “I heard you found a murder victim last night.”


			No sense in asking how he’d found out. Sir Henry had the best sources in London. “I did. And I’m paying a condolence call on his sister this afternoon, if you don’t mind my taking the time off.”


			“When did I ever mind that? Just keep good notes for the newsroom.”


			“I will,” I promised. “By the way, Edward R. Murrow with CBS Broadcasting, they’re American, would appreciate a tour of our newspaper.”


			“I’ll have my secretary set one up. Now, see if you can find an angle for a story about this murder.”


			Thinking I was covered for however long this took me, I went back to my heavy, dark-stained wooden desk and clattered away on the typewriter.


			Fortunately, I had worn a gray woolen suit with a green blouse to work that day. Drab enough to pass for a condolence call. I had plain calling cards with me in my bag. My coat was tan, too light a color to be appropriate, but that couldn’t be helped.


			Janet was waiting in the lobby when I reached it, dressed more appropriately in a funereal black skirt and coat, with a black hat and a gray blouse. Beside her, I looked gaudy.


			“I hope I’m not doing the wrong thing, making a condolence call on someone I’ve never met,” Janet said.


			“You said someone from CBS needed to, and I’m sure you’d be more tactful than a man would be, particularly calling on a woman. Is she Miss or Mrs.?”


			“Miss. Miss Kennedy.”


			We took the Tube to Wimbledon and walked through a neat middle-class section to the Kennedy house. The same as its neighbors, the paint was in good shape, the front garden had been raked and tended for the winter, and there was a good view of a golf course beyond the end of the street.


			We walked up the front steps and Janet rang the bell.


			A middle-aged woman in a maid’s gray dress and apron answered the door. We gave her our cards and asked to give our condolences to Miss Kennedy in person. She nodded and allowed us to wait inside the front door while she walked into a room to the right of the hall.


			I was glad to be out of the wind. Janet looked all around as if she’d never been in a brick semidetached before. Not growing up here, maybe she hadn’t.


			I noted the well-scrubbed floors, the umbrella stand, the table with the silver tray for calling cards, the large roses on the faded wallpaper. I suspected nothing had changed in this house since the beginning of the Great War.


			She was back in a moment. “This way, ladies,” came out in a heavy Irish accent.


			We followed her into a drawing room of creams and blues with heavy, dark Victorian furniture. A woman stood by the fireplace where a wrought-iron stove had been inserted, a coal fire inside making the room warm. Still, she pulled a cardigan tighter around herself as if she were cold.


			Under normal circumstances, she would have been pretty in a faded sort of way, but grief pinched her features and blanched her skin.


			She stared at us for a minute before she said, “Thank you, Mary.”


			The maid departed and shut the door.


			The woman appeared to be in her late thirties. She gestured for us to sit and said, “I’m Christa Kennedy,” as she took the chair closest to the fire.


			After we introduced ourselves, Janet said, “CBS wants you to know how sorry we are about your brother’s death. The BBC assigned him to do some of the engineering work for the CBS broadcasts, so we were able to get to know Frank a little. You must miss him terribly.”


			What did she need me for, I wondered. She was doing brilliantly on her own.


			“Frank was my younger brother. I kept house for him. I don’t know what I’ll do now,” she told us.


			“Take your time. Look around. You’ll find something you’ll want to spend your time on,” I told her before I thought about how my advice might be taken.


			“And how do you know this?” she asked me in a stiff voice.


			“I was widowed at twenty-six. The numbness took weeks to subside before I could form a coherent sentence again.”


			Christa took a deep breath. “Frank was murdered,” came out in a sob.


			“So was Reggie. The suddenness and the cruelty of his killing was a shock. And the pain…” I shook my head. When she settled a little in her chair, studying me carefully, I continued. “The point is, I understand. Even though it doesn’t seem that way now, you will get through this. Do you own the house?”


			“Our parents did. Then Frank. Now our cousin Patrick does, he tells me.” There was no mistaking the bitterness in her tone.


			“You haven’t seen your brother’s will?” Janet asked, sounding somewhere between amazed and horrified. I hadn’t much experience with American women, but they seemed to be more forceful in protecting their rights than most Englishwomen I knew.


			“No.” Christa sounded startled. “It would never occur to me…”


			“Perhaps you should visit your brother’s solicitor and find out exactly what your position is. What provisions have been made for you,” I suggested.


			“It would be better than not knowing,” Christa admitted. “I don’t want to have to enter a convent the same way that many single Irishwomen do.” Then she looked from one of us to the other. “Who killed my brother? Who would do such a thing?”


			Both Janet and I shook our heads in mute grief.


			I didn’t want Christa to start sobbing on my shoulder. “Does your cousin Patrick live close by?”


			Christa gave a scoffing laugh. “He lives on one floor of a house in Kilburn among the Irish riffraff. He and his large family are all squeezed in there. The only thing Patrick is good at is producing children. Heaven knows what the neighbors would think if they moved in here, but he’d kill to get this place.”


			She saw the shocked looks on our faces and added, “Just a figure of speech. But you can be certain there won’t be any room for me here once he and his brood move in.” She sounded bitter.


			“All the more reason to see the solicitor as soon as possible. So you know your position,” I told her. “Do you have any other relatives?”


			“Not in this country. Our parents came over when we were small. Frank said he’d never go back. He didn’t want to be a professional Irishman, was how he put it.” She dabbed at her eyes with one jerky movement of her handkerchief. “How I’ll break the news to Dermot, I’ll never know.”


			“Dermot?” Janet asked. She looked as if she were out of her depth with these revelations.


			“Our younger brother. He went back to Ireland a year or so ago, making Frank very angry.”


			“Do you have his address?” I asked. I suspected Christa Kennedy needed to express all the hurt and confusion she was feeling, and we’d been the first people to come into her isolated life. And as strangers, never to be seen again, we were safe to tell these things to.


			“No. I think Frank did, because he said he didn’t want me contacting him. He said it wouldn’t do me any good.”


			Frank Kennedy was sounding more like a selfish prig by the moment. Keeping that thought to myself, I suggested, “You might search your brother’s room for an address book. It should make notifying friends and relatives easier.”


			“But Frank wouldn’t want me to do that.”


			Janet’s eyes widened.


			“Oh, I know Frank is dead. The police told me. But he wouldn’t like it.” Christa sighed and then squared her shoulders. “I suppose I’ll have to do it, whether he’d approve of it or not.”


			“Do you have any women friends who can sit with you until you feel stronger?” Janet asked. “Someone who could help you look for the address book?”


			I was impressed at how genuinely nice Janet was. And how practical. Probably because I was the type to just march in and look for his address book, a copy of his will, anything I’d find useful if I were in Miss Kennedy’s position.


			“Not really. Frank didn’t want me to go out visiting. He felt I should stay at home where I’d be safer with the war on. Especially since, as an engineer, he worked all sorts of strange hours and wouldn’t be here to protect me. And he wanted his meals at odd times.”


			Whose comfort was he really interested in? I wondered.


			Her voice faded away as she faced the doorway. We could hear an argument in the hallway before the maid came in, trying in vain to block the door before a young, dark-haired man could gain entrance to the room.


			He burst into the room and strode toward Christa, who leaped from her chair. “Dermot.”


			As she practically jumped into the young man’s arms, I asked, “Are you the younger brother living in Ireland?” He was tall and thin, with a thick head of dark hair that was in need of a trim.


			“Yes. What’s going on?” He glanced at us as he dropped his pack on the rug and held his sister.


			“Oh, Dermot. Frank’s dead,” Christa sobbed, pressing her head into his shoulder.


			“You didn’t know?” I asked.


			He shook his head, looking bewildered.


			“You mean your arrival here is fortuitous?” Janet asked.


			“I got a bit of Christmas leave, starting Boxing Day. I got the night train over from Ireland and just arrived to see if Frank would let me stay here during my visit.”


			If this was true, then Dermot couldn’t be his brother’s killer. Sorting that out, I was glad, was a task for the police.
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