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Dedication




To John, forever








Chapter One




London, late October 1938




My father had done it again. How dare he?

It was bad enough when my father’s housekeeper, Mrs. Johnson, had whispered to me before the church service that they’d be thrilled to attend my wedding. She was so happy for me, she told me, and when was the big day?

It was worse, much worse, when Lady Gordon and her social-climbing acolyte, Miss Winterbottom, cornered me in the churchyard after service and asked when they would receive their invitations. My father had kindly informed them they would be invited to the nuptials, but he wasn’t clear on the date. They told me with much humpfing and “I’m sure you understand, dear Olivia” that they did have rather busy social calendars.

My smile weakened as I said no date had yet been set.

Their eyebrows went skyward.

I stammered something about Adam’s schedule being at the mercy of the army and excused myself. I crossed the churchyard to walk to my father’s house. As soon as I was out of sight of the church, my stroll turned into a stride.

He was supposed to meet me at the church. Where was he?

Heels clicking a staccato beat, I trotted down the pavement toward my father’s house. Past large red-brick homes built before the Great War, around the curve in the road, then past the huge oak I’d hit learning to ride a bicycle, and finally the massive evergreen he and my mother had planted as a twig. With the house now in sight, my list of grievances was ready.

Stomping my pumps as I stormed up the short walk from the street to my father’s house, I beat on the front door with my knuckles. The more I thought about his impertinence in inviting people to my wedding without asking, the angrier I became. I stabbed my finger on the bell. Too impatient to wait for him to answer, I fished my key from my bag and unlocked the door.

“I know you’re in here,” I shouted as I marched down the front hallway, shoving at the door behind me. It didn’t completely close and I didn’t care. “What do you think…?”

And what was that smell? It was familiar.

My voice trailed off as I stared into the front drawing room. My father knelt beside a man lying in the middle of the room on the large Oriental carpet. My father’s ornate Serbian dagger stuck out of the man’s chest.

Father gave me a single glance as he let go of the man’s shoulder and said in his stuffiest tone, “Olivia. This isn’t what it appears.”

My anger fizzled away into shock and dismay. “Father. We must call for a doctor. Or the police.”

“Oh, he’s dead. Has been for over two years.”

“What?” If I thought my father had lost his mind before I entered the house, I was certain of it now.

“Don’t you recognize him?” Father sounded surprised that I didn’t.

The face, now slack with death, looked vaguely familiar. I shook my head, my eyes never leaving the dagger. And the blood on my father’s hands.

“It’s John Kenseth.”

“Mr. Kenseth?” I remembered him from my childhood. He’d vanished, presumed dead, in a sailing accident off the Isle of Wight in the summer of 1936. My father had been struck hard by his old friend’s passing. “What’s his body doing here now? And why does he look so,” I swallowed, “so fresh?”

“I don’t know, and I have to find out. I owe it to Louise. Damn fool shouldn’t have left her that way.” Faced with the second death of his old friend, my father sounded annoyed.

“No.” Mrs. Kenseth would have to wait. “What you need to do is call the police.”

He acted as if he hadn’t heard me. “If we wait until after dark, we can—”

“We’re not going to hide a body, Father.” I could only imagine what he would say if I suggested such a scheme.

“Take him out of the back door to the car, and drive to—”

“I’m calling the police.” He couldn’t have killed his friend. His long-dead colleague. Could he?

“Don’t you see? He was Foreign Office, like me. If he staged his disappearance, he must have been working on something so hush-hush he had to vanish. The fate of our nation could be at stake.” My father began to assume his lecturing tone.

“With Hitler running mad all over Europe, everything puts Britain’s future in jeopardy.” How often had I heard that phrase lately? My tone was dry with sarcasm.

I heard a bang on the front door and then “Police!” as heavy footsteps sounded in the hallway. I flinched as a man stepped into the doorway. “Move away from the body, sir.”

“Who are you?” I asked as my father stiffly heaved himself to his feet.

The man pulled out his warrant card. “Detective Inspector Jones. And you are?”

“Mrs. Olivia Denis. This is my father, Sir Ronald Harper. This is his house.”

“And the dead man?” As he spoke, two constables entered the room. The younger one stood by the body and my father. The older one stood next to the inspector. The detective spoke a few words to him and the constable left, banging the front door behind him.

“John Kenseth. He’s a long-dead corpse.” I was still having trouble taking in the memory of my father kneeling over a murdered man. Especially a man who’d been dead for years.

“Don’t try to be funny, miss.”

My father walked over to us, absently wiping blood off his hands onto his handkerchief. “She’s not, Inspector. This is John Kenseth. He was believed to have died over two years ago.”

The detective looked closer at the dead man and scowled. “Why does his body look freshly killed?”

“Obviously he’s been alive and in hiding,” I said, staring at Kenseth. Then I turned to the policeman. “Why are you here? We’d just found him like this. We hadn’t had time to call yet.”

“No? Well, someone did. Told us a man had been murdered at this address.”

“Who called? The murderer?” Who had been in my father’s house?

The detective glanced at the notebook in his hand. “A voice identified himself over the phone as Sir Ronald Harper. He said the body was in his drawing room.”

“Nonsense. I didn’t call.” My father sounded annoyed rather than worried.

“How do you explain someone calling Scotland Yard and identifying himself as you? This person was correct about the presence of a murdered man.”

“Well, it wasn’t me. I’d just returned and found—him.” My father now sounded both annoyed and upset.

“Is that your pipe, sir?”

My father looked over his shoulder. “No, that’s Kenseth’s.”

Of course. The smoldering pipe was giving off the stink when I came in. I remembered the French, expensive, horrible-smelling pipe tobacco that Mr. Kenseth had used for years before what I now thought of as his first death.

“Where have you been, sir?”

“Am I going to be questioned in my own house as if I’m a criminal?” my father demanded.

Where had he been? He hadn’t met me at the church as we’d planned. Before the situation got worse, I said, “Shall we go to the kitchen and talk while I make some tea? I’d really not like to spend any more time looking at a dead body.”

“That sounds like a very good idea, miss. Er…Mrs. Denis.” Inspector Jones escorted us to the kitchen, where I put the kettle on.

The inspector and my father sat across from each other at the scarred kitchen table. The sturdy, plain wooden table had rested in the same spot as long as I could remember. Meals had been prepared, jams made, and pastry dough rolled out by the lorryload on a surface now scrubbed nearly white. This day it would be used for taking tea with policemen. I took a seat at the end closest to the stove with a view of the front hall and the doorway to the drawing room.

“Let’s start with you, Mrs. Denis. Where had you been?”

“Church. St. Matthew’s C of E around the corner. I walked here directly after the service.” Which reminded me of my grievance when I had rushed over here, making me angry all over again.

“Can anyone confirm this?”

“I spoke to Mrs. Johnson before the service and Lady Gordon and Miss Winterbottom afterward.” I glanced at my father. “They all wanted to know when they would receive invitations to my wedding.”

My father winced.

Inspector Jones frowned as he watched us. “Why has what should be a joyous occasion led to a family argument?”

“We haven’t set the date yet, making any discussion of invitations premature,” I told him.

“I don’t know what you’re waiting for. You two might as well be married. In my day…” my father said, warming up to a familiar topic.

The inspector interrupted. “Is this why the man was murdered? Was he to be the bridegroom?”

“Good grief, no,” my father said. “When Kenseth died, well, when he was supposed to have died, he was married to Louise and Olivia was still married to Reggie.”

“The late Mr. Denis,” I said. I could tell my father was upset. He would never have made such a confusing explanation otherwise.

Jones frowned more deeply. “What happened to your husband?”

“He was murdered, but his murder was solved. And neither of us found that body. Meanwhile, I went to work at the Daily Premier and ever since then, my father has been trying to marry me off.” I wiped his death away with one sweep of my hand. I felt my explanation cleared us both of any involvement in my poor late husband’s killing.

The look on the inspector’s face told me otherwise. He jotted a line in his notebook and said, “So you both knew this victim?”

“His name was John Kenseth, Inspector,” my father said, sounding irritated. He hated having to repeat himself, and he’d already given Kenseth’s name to the police inspector.

“Yes, we both knew him,” I said.

“When did you last see him?”

“Just before he went on a sailing holiday. In the summer of 1936,” my father told him.

“He supposedly died on this sailing excursion?”

“Yes.” My father sounded as though he might start grinding his teeth.

“He was thought lost in the Channel in a squall,” I added. “The body was never recovered.”

“Where has he been all this time?” the inspector asked.

“That’s a very good question,” my father replied.

At that moment, the front door banged open and men with heavy footsteps came in the front hall. Forensic officers wearing rumpled suits and carrying cases and cameras and notebooks walked into the drawing room.

“Suppose we start from the beginning,” the inspector said. “What time did you arrive home?” he asked my father.

“Nearly noon.”

“Nearly noon. We received the call about the murder at 11:55. Are you sure you still want to tell us you didn’t make that call? Someone did.”

“I didn’t telephone you,” my father said.

“Was anyone in the house when you returned home?”

“No.”

“Does anyone else live here?” The detective glanced at me.

“I live alone,” my father said, stuffiness growing in his tone.

“I have a flat north of Oxford Street,” I told the policeman. “Toward Regent’s Park.”

“Did you hear a back door shut? A floorboard squeak? See someone in the garden?” The inspector seemed to be checking off boxes.

“No. I live alone. The house was empty when I arrived.” I saw my father’s shoulders droop and felt a momentary pang of sympathy for him.

“What did you do when you returned home?”

“I came in the front door. I was going to put the kettle on since I knew Olivia would soon be here, but the front drawing room door stood open. I looked inside, saw John on the floor, and then rushed in to see if I could do anything for him. I was too late.”

“The front drawing room door. Is it always shut?”

“Of course.”

“When did you arrive?” the inspector asked, focusing his gaze on me.

“I’d guess five or ten minutes after midday. I didn’t look at my watch.”

“What did you do when you came inside?”

“I called for my father. I saw the drawing room door was open and looked in.”

“What did you see?”

“You know what I saw. Poor man.” I was still feeling slightly sick thinking about it. I wished the water for the tea would boil.

“Where was your father?” The inspector kept pestering me with questions.

“Kneeling on the floor next to Mr. Kenseth.”

“What was he doing?”

“Seeing if Mr. Kenseth was showing any signs of life.”

“By his own admission, he’d had nearly fifteen minutes to find out if the murdered man had any signs of life. What was he doing, Mrs. Denis?”

I pictured the scene again. My father was kneeling on the floor. His bloody hands were near the knife. “He looked shocked. He looked as if he was praying.”

The inspector kept questioning me, while my father continued to study the tabletop. “Had you ever seen the knife before you saw it sticking out of the victim’s chest?”

“It’s Serbian. My father bought it while he was on a mission for the Foreign Office.”

“It’s your father’s?”

“Yes.”

“Where is it normally kept?”

“In my father’s study.” I flinched as the kettle whistled.

The inspector rose and walked into the drawing room, from where I could hear low voices and see occasional flashes from a camera bulb light up the hallway.

I went to the stove and made tea. It wasn’t until my father and I both had cups of tea warming our hands and no policemen had reentered the kitchen that I asked, “Who else was here?”

My father glared at me and took a sip of his tea.

Either he was lying and he’d seen someone or he was bothered that I didn’t believe him.








Chapter Two




“What do you plan to do?” I whispered. I didn’t want to share my thoughts with the police.

“Speak to Louise. And General Alford,” he murmured back.

We heard footsteps above us. Someone, presumably a policeman, was searching the house. I hoped he’d find the killer I suspected my father was protecting.

“You think he was working for Alford?” I had recently been involved in identifying the French assassin on behalf of the general. Alford seemed to be involved in every clandestine move Britain made against the Nazis.

“This reeks of someone’s involvement.” My father sounded bitter. Not the reaction I’d expect from someone who was a dyed-in-the-wool patriot.

“What’s wrong?” I asked so only he could hear me.

I heard a floorboard creak outside the kitchen doorway as my father mumbled, “Later.”

Inspector Jones came into the kitchen with another, older man. The older man walked up to my father, hand outstretched. “Sir Ronald? I’m Sir Malcolm Freemantle.”

In that instant, my father rose with an awed look on his face. “Pleased to meet you, sir.”

I looked the stranger over. Heavy-set, with silver-framed glasses, and dressed in an expensive suit. I pegged him as upper-echelon Whitehall.

“And this is Mr. Whittier.” Sir Malcolm gestured toward the doorway, where a nondescript man of average height wearing nondescript clothes stood. “You need to come with us, sir.”

I half rose from my seat. “Where are you taking my father?”

“This is nothing to concern yourself about, Mrs. Denis.”

“Where are you taking my father?” I repeated, on my feet now with my arms crossed.

“There’s nothing to fret about. He should be home in a day or two.” Sir Malcolm’s tone was dismissive. Patronizing. Really annoying.

“In a day or two? Where are you taking him?” At this point, I was keeping my voice level only by a great deal of effort.

Sir Malcolm said in a hard voice, “That is none of your business.”

My father said, “It’s all right, Olivia.” With the nondescript Mr. Whittier on one side and the taller, bulkier Sir Malcolm on the other, my father was marched out of the house. I followed them as far as the front porch, where I watched all three climb into a large black saloon car. As soon as they were inside, the automobile sped away.

I went back inside and found Inspector Jones instructing one of the constables. “Where is the chief constable taking my father?”

“He’s not the chief constable. He’s not even with Scotland Yard.”

“Then who is he?”

Jones shrugged. “He said he works for Whitehall.”

“Are you certain that’s who he works for?” I felt Sir Malcolm was the least trustworthy of men. Certainly the least accommodating.

“He had the proper credentials,” the inspector said, staring at me.

I stared right back. “So does my father.”

“Then they should get along well.” The inspector went back to directing the policemen, leaving his ominous words hanging in the air. Get along? My father was his prisoner.

Nobody was willing to tell me anything, and Adam was off training with the British Army. How I wished I could telephone him. Adam would know how to reach my father. Even if he didn’t, I’d be happy just to hear my fiancé’s voice.

* * *

Once the body was removed, the police wrapped up their examination of the house and finally left me alone.

My first task was to search for my father’s current leather-bound notebook where he kept addresses and phone numbers in a jumbled fashion along with reminders of appointments, invitations to parties, and notes about housekeeping arrangements for Mrs. Johnson. Once I found the notebook under a thick volume of maps on the desk, I sat in my father’s swivel desk chair and began to read.

I found my birthdate on the same page as the phone numbers for St. Agnes School for Young Ladies along with an Ealing butcher. It took me a while, but I finally found the phone number for General Alford. If anyone had been involved in hiding an ordinary bureaucrat for over two years, it would be General Alford.

I dialed his number and let it ring for over a minute. It was Sunday afternoon, and this was an office number. I was going to have to be patient to find out where they had taken my father.

Unfortunately, patience was never one of my best qualities.

Next I dialed a number I knew by heart. After two rings, it was answered by a maid who passed me to Sir Henry Benton, the publisher of the Daily Premier. “Livvy, how did you hear so quickly?”

“Hear what?” Had something else happened to my father?

“Esther’s grandfather died.”

“I’m sorry to hear that. Will the funeral be in Berlin?” Sir Henry’s late wife was German and her parents still lived in Berlin. Since her family was Jewish, living in Berlin with Hitler in power seemed to be an oxymoron.

“Yes, and then we’re going to want you to go to Berlin to help Esther’s Aunt Ruth leave with Grandmother Neugard.”

“I’m sorry, but I won’t be able to go.” I briefly told him what had happened to my father. “Can you find where this Sir Malcolm Freemantle has taken my father?”

“I’ll put Colinswood on it. He can assign a reporter from the national news desk to find where they’ve taken your father and what’s going on with this police investigation.”

“Thank you.” I felt relieved. Through tricks and bribery, there wasn’t much Sir Henry’s reporters missed.

“I’ll see you tomorrow morning at the office. By then, your father may have been released.”

“I hope so.” The sooner he was home, the happier I’d be.

As Sir Henry hung up, I considered how much of a chance my father had of being released quickly. Not much of one if he was as stubborn as he usually was. I hoped Sir Henry’s news reporters had good luck. And I would call General Alford in the morning.

* * *

The next morning, I dressed for traveling across London in a business suit, low-heeled pumps, and a rain-resistant coat and hat before I went to my job on the society and women’s page desk at the Daily Premier. I didn’t expect today to be ordinary.

An hour later, I received a summons from my “official” boss, Miss Westcott, to go to the top floor and see Sir Henry. “We’ll be losing your services so soon?” she said drily.

“I don’t know,” I replied. Miss Westcott had been taken into Sir Henry’s confidence about my secret assignments after he found he could no longer hide my activities from her. She had let me know she wasn’t pleased about sharing my services. “Let’s hope not.”

I went upstairs and was waved into Sir Henry’s office. I took a seat across his mammoth desk from him as he finished a telephone call. When he hung up, I said, “You wanted to see me, sir?”

“I thought I had the best news hounds in London. I was wrong. No one has been able to find out a thing about your father or where he’s been taken.”

“What about Sir Malcolm Freemantle?”

“Claims to know nothing about your father or any murder.” Sir Henry leaned forward slightly. “What is this? Ordinarily, you’re fighting with your father.”

“These aren’t ordinary circumstances. He’s the only relative I have left.” I stared at Sir Henry. “I won’t have some mystery man take my father away for a crime he didn’t commit.”

I had another thought. “Has anyone spoken to Detective Inspector Jones?” He was from Scotland Yard. While the police hadn’t taken my father away, he might know if charges were pending or who might have imprisoned my father.

“Now that’s interesting.” Sir Henry picked up a typed sheet of the poor-quality paper that we used for writing our stories, glanced over it, and then looked at me. “Inspector Jones did indeed investigate a stabbing death in Ealing yesterday. The victim’s name was Gaspard Eliot—”

“What?” My shriek was probably heard downstairs.

“A French citizen who was found dead inside a home. The owner is assisting in their inquiries.”

“No name of the owner?”

“No.”

Thank goodness for that. My father would be so embarrassed if his name appeared in a crime report. Being suspected of murder by the police was not as big a social faux pas in my father’s eyes as appearing in the news section of the newspaper. I leaned back in my chair and shook my head, hoping it would make Sir Henry’s information make sense.

“Did anyone mention John Kenseth?” I asked.

“Yes. Inspector Jones said John Kenseth died in a boating accident in 1936. He said he had heard that story, and while there is a vague similarity in appearance, Kenseth and Eliot are two different people. No relationship between the two has been found.”

“Did anyone mention Sir Malcolm Freemantle to him?”

“He said he’d never heard of the man.”

“He spoke to the man yesterday in my father’s house. Has anyone talked to Mrs. Kenseth?”

“No. One of my reporters went to her house, but no one answered the door.”

I rose. “Do you mind if I do some investigating of my own?”

“Not at all. We have plenty of guesses as to what’s going on, but no facts. Good luck.”

I went downstairs, grabbed my coat and gloves, pinned on my hat, and hurried away from our office before Miss Westcott saw me and could register her displeasure. I took the Underground north into the suburbs to where I knew Louise Kenseth lived.

She and John had no children and their semi-detached house had always seemed overly large to me for two people to rattle around in. I wondered why Louise had stayed there. My father visited her once or twice a year after John died, but I hadn’t been there since shortly after the funeral.

I walked past a tiny, unruly garden and knocked on the door, which needed a coat of paint. No sound made its way to me on the steps and I didn’t see any of the lace curtains twitch. As I was about to give up, the door opened a crack. “Yes?” an elderly voice said.

“I’m looking for Mrs. Kenseth. Her husband was a friend of my father’s.”

“Louise,” the old female voice called.

Brisk steps echoed on bare wooden floors and a moment later Louise Kenseth faced me through the crack in the door.

I put on a big smile. “Mrs. Kenseth, I’m Livvy Denis. It used to be Livvy Harper.”

“I know who you are.” Her tone was not friendly.

No sense dragging this out. “My father thought he saw your husband yesterday.”

“Nonsense. My husband is dead.”

“John?” the old woman said. “John?”

“No, Mother. It was a mistake. A silly mistake.” Louise sounded weary.

“Is this your mother? I don’t believe we’ve met. Hello, ma’am.” I tried to sound both cheery and polite.

“Hello,” the old woman said with rising hope. “Are you Dotty?”

“No, ma’am, I’m Livvy.”

“Oh.” I could hear the hope fade in her voice.

I looked at Louise Kenseth. “Who’s Dotty?”

“My sister. You won’t see her around here when there’s any work to be done.” Bitterness poured out of her.

“Do they live with you?” I asked, trying to sound sympathetic.

“Mother does. Not Dotty. Not Miss High and Mighty.”

“Did my father try to help you with your mother?” I don’t know why I asked. It didn’t sound like something my father would do.

I was shocked when she immediately responded. “She loves him. Thinks he’s John. He comes around every month or two to keep up the pretense.” Her expression softened. “He helps.”

“Some men from Whitehall took my father away after he saw John, and I don’t know where. I was hoping you might know something about where your husband has been and who he’s been working for.”

“John is dead. I get a pension once a month from Whitehall that keeps us fed and clothed and not much else. Otherwise, I have nothing to do with that lot anymore. I don’t know where your father might be and I don’t want to know. And I certainly don’t know why anyone would think John is still alive.”

I pressed her, wondering if her husband would have gone into hiding and not told her. “Do you know where John’s been the last two years?”

“At the bottom of the Channel. Come on, Mother.” With a quick movement, she shut the door in my face.

I refused to be put off. I walked to the high street and found a telephone box. Putting in my coins, I called the familiar War Office number.

In a minute, they put me through to General Alford.

“Mrs. Denis. What can I do for you?”

“You can tell me where they’ve put my father.”

“Sir Ronald?” He sounded genuinely surprised. “What happened?”

“John Kenseth came back to life long enough to show up in my father’s drawing room, where he was found stabbed to death.”

There was a slight pause. “Are you sure it was he?”

“Yes. So was my father. A Sir Malcolm Freemantle took my father away and no one can tell me where he’s gone.”

“Freemantle? Well, there’s your problem.” General Alford spoke as if the name itself explained everything.

I didn’t like the way our conversation was going. “What do you mean?”

“We can’t talk on the telephone,” came out in a rush, but also as an order.

“I’ll be right over,” I told him before I hung up the receiver.








Chapter Three




“How could Sir Malcolm Freemantle be the problem?” When I was finally shown into his office, I looked at General Alford, hoping he’d clear up my confusion.

He stared at me across the tidy stacks of paper on his desk, his back straight, dressed in his pristine uniform. “He’s a law unto himself. Probably because he takes his work to heart.”

“What work? And what has he done with my father?”

He held up one hand. “Why don’t you leave it with me, Mrs. Denis? Government types can be a bit reticent with civilians. I’ll make a few calls and find out what is going on.”

He rose from his seat and I had no choice but to do the same. And leave my gloves on my chair.

He hit a button on his intercom and a uniformed officer opened the door to escort me out. I thanked the general, shook his hand, and walked out of the office. The officer shut the door and moved in front of me to guide me out.

I followed him for three steps before I said, “Oh, dear. My gloves.” I turned and rushed back in before the officer could stop me.

General Alford was saying, “Get me Section C,” into the telephone. He looked up and glared at me as he hung up the phone.

I walked over and picked up the gloves on the chair. “Sorry. I forgot these. What is Section C?”

“Forget you ever heard that, Mrs. Denis. Official secrets.”

I’d heard my father say that. I suspected it was a holdover from the Great War. The Official Secrets Act meant you couldn’t divulge government information or you would risk imprisonment.

I had just discovered one of those things. But what was Section C? I nodded and said, “Please find my father.”

By then the officer had a grip on my upper arm and forced me out of the building. I moved at a near run to keep up with his longer strides, my heels clicking on the tiled hallways.

I went to the Daily Premier building and headed straight up to Sir Henry’s office, where his secretary showed me in. “Any luck?” he asked.

“Sir Malcolm Freemantle is definitely a high-ranking government employee. There’s been no word on my father.”

Sir Henry frowned. “I’m sorry.”

I studied him for a moment. “Can we go about this another way? Could you have someone look into Gaspard Eliot?”

“The stabbing victim in Ealing?” Sir Henry looked puzzled.

“Yes. Whoever looks into him only needs to go back two years. I’m sure there’s nothing before then. I suspect this was an alias John Kenseth used while he was presumed dead.”

“What do you expect for them to discover?”

I gave him a smile. “If we find out what John Kenseth has been doing the last two years using the Gaspard Eliot alias, maybe we can find out who killed him and thereby gain my father’s release.”

Sir Henry sent me back to work, assuring me he’d have someone look into Kenseth’s alias.

I found it hard to concentrate. Miss Westcott was kind enough to take me off posted notices and send me to cover rehearsals for a Remembrance Day concert featuring a women’s college choir. She sent Jane Seville with me to take photographs, muttering, “One of you had better keep the other out of trouble.”

Jane raised her eyebrows before she handed me some of her camera cases.

Once we were out of the building, I told her about the body and my father’s disappearance.

“Have you checked Brixton Prison?” she asked as we climbed into a taxi.

“Why?”

“That’s where they send the remand prisoners.” She blushed before she added, “I have an uncle who ends up there too often.”

Finally. A useful suggestion. My father could be on remand awaiting trial and I wouldn’t know. “How would I do that?”

“The easiest way would be to call the prison office and ask if anyone by your father’s name is being held there on remand. They hold all the male prisoners from all over London at Brixton until their trial.” Jane had been giving me pointers since I began working with her over a year before, and they’d all been helpful.

“Thank you. I’ll call as soon as we finish at the women’s college.”

Working fast, we finished everything we needed to do and heard one of the choir’s songs before we raced back to the Daily Premier. Jane went to develop her film and I went up to the office of Mr. Colinswood, the head of the national news desk.

As usual, a cigarette burned in his overflowing ashtray and the phone receiver was cradled between ear and shoulder while he typed. I waited until he was off the telephone and had picked up his cigarette.

“Mrs. Denis. What can I do for you?”

“I need a telephone book and a telephone.”

“Calling anywhere special?” Colinswood had known about my assignments for Sir Henry since the beginning.

“Brixton Prison remand section.”

“I heard about your father. I’m sorry. We already tried Brixton in our search. No luck.”

My shoulders drooped. “You’re certain?”

“Yes. And I have one of my best reporters chasing down Gaspard Eliot as we speak.”

“Thank you.” Giving a top-notch reporter this assignment was generous, since there would probably not be anything they’d be allowed to print in the Daily Premier. I lowered myself into a chair without invitation. “If they didn’t take him to Brixton on remand, where could they have taken him?”

He stubbed out his cigarette and ran a hand through his thinning sandy hair. “You’re certain this was the government and not some thugs?”

“Yes. I verified Sir Malcolm Freemantle works for His Majesty. I saw him and another man named Whittier take my father away.”

“What did they take him away in?”

“A big black car. It looked very official.” Another reason I’d been certain from the beginning that my father hadn’t been taken away by thugs.

“Not a police car?”

“And not by policemen.” I held Mr. Colinswood’s gaze.

“No reason to believe he’d be held in Brixton, then.” Colinswood lit another cigarette. The air was oppressive with smoke. “There are rumors…”

When he paused, I said, “Rumors of what?”

“An old army base from the Great War. Used now for detention.”

“Who are they detaining?” I nearly shouted, frantic that my father was in a crowded cell, seemingly forgotten by the world.

“Spies. Traitors. Enemy agents the government wants to turn. This is all rumor. If it does exist, it might explain what Freemantle is up to and where your father is being held.”

There was something in the way Mr. Colinswood spoke that made me ask, “You’ve heard of Freemantle before?”

“One of my eager young reporters was working on a piece about him. Strictly on his own time, to be considered if it amounted to anything.”

“Was? What happened?”

“He disappeared.”

Something cold ran down my back. “Like my father?”

“He left one day after work and never returned.”

“Did you look for him?”

“Of course. We spoke to Freemantle, too. Nothing. No one saw anything. Heard anything. Knew anything. Nothing.”

“What did his family say?” They must have been as outraged as I was.

“His parents are dead. He’s an only child. Never married. He lived in a boardinghouse where he had several acquaintances, but no one worried when he didn’t return one night.”

“Who took his possessions?” I hoped no one threw them out.

“The landlady boxed them up and is storing them in her basement until it is decided whether he is alive or dead.” Mr. Colinswood looked gloomy. “He was a good, young journalist. I miss him.”

“How long has he been missing?”

“More than two months.”

I shook my head. “What is his name?”

“Michael Littleshaw.”

“Well, when I find my father, maybe I’ll find your reporter, too. Can you let me know as soon as you find out anything about Gaspard Eliot?”

He nodded. “Of course. It shouldn’t take too long to find out the basics.” He reached across the desk and patted my hand. “Don’t worry, Olivia. With all of us working on it, we’ll find your father.”

I smiled at him. “Thank you. In the meantime, I’ll be down at my desk. Please, give me a ring when you uncover something.” At the moment, I was out of ideas.

I went back to work writing up my notes on the choral practice for Remembrance Day. When I turned it in, Miss Westcott looked surprised. She had to study it closely to find any mistakes in my copy.

It wasn’t until late in the day that I was called to the telephone. I expected to hear from Mr. Colinswood and was momentarily disappointed to hear the voice of Sir Henry’s daughter, Esther Benton Powell.

She heard the frustration in my tone and asked if she’d called at a bad time.

“No. It’s just that I was hoping it was word from my father. Or about my father. And here you’ve just lost your grandfather and I haven’t even called with condolences. Please accept my apology.” I was so wrapped up in my own worries I hadn’t thought of Esther, and that made me feel worse.

“Livvy, don’t worry about it. My grandfather is at peace. Your father is missing and just now that’s more important. Can I do anything?”

“I don’t know if any of us can do a thing. He’s not in police custody. Someone else has him.”

“That’s terrible. Come to dinner tonight at my father’s. We’ll put our heads together and see what we can think of.”

“I’ve already taken up enough of Sir Henry’s time and patience over this—this insanity. He’d probably get mad at you for suggesting it.”

I could hear Esther smiling over the phone. “Since James is out of town, Father suggested it.”

“And how is his grandchild?” I said the last two words the way Sir Henry said them. He made it sound as if Esther and James had nothing to do with the baby. It was amusing to see a rough and tumble Captain of Industry so besotted with a baby who hadn’t even arrived yet.

“Kicking. Doing somersaults. Keeping me up at all hours of the night.”

“Do you want the bother of meeting me and your father when you could be resting at home with your feet up?” Much as I wanted to see her, Esther sounded uncomfortable.

“I’m bored silly.” Her annoyance sounded through the wires.

“Then your father and I will entertain you with tales to keep you and the baby up all night.”

A glare from Miss Westcott quickly ended our conversation.

A few minutes later, a caller again asked for me. Miss Westcott scowled as I rose and walked to the telephone.

“We have some details on Gaspard Eliot, including his address outside Etretat, France,” Mr. Colinswood told me.

“Where is that?”

“Just up the coast from Le Havre. Etretat is a small port on the Channel.”

“That’s good to know.” And handy, since I wanted to investigate this myself.

“There’s more,” Mr. Colinswood told me.

* * *

After work, I went home and looked through the post. Nothing from my fiancé, Adam. Nothing from my father. Nothing else seemed important. I dressed for dinner in a long-sleeved green gown with a long graceful skirt and a plain, scoop-neck style that screamed “matron.”

I alighted from a taxi in front of Sir Henry’s home at eight on the dot. When I rang the bell, a maid answered the door.

She didn’t look familiar, but her accent was German. I knew immediately she had to be one of the Jewish refugees being aided by the committee Sir Henry and Esther belonged to. Domestic service was one of the few positions open to the refugees.

When I gave my name, she took my coat and then led me to Sir Henry’s study. Once inside the paneled, book-lined room, I hugged Esther, noticing her stomach had grown in the week since I last saw her.
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