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​Sympathetic Greyhound 
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‘You rang, your grace?’

‘Has the duchess returned?’ asked the duke, worried about his wife. ‘She left for a dress fitting hours ago.’

‘No, your grace,’ said Spratt, the butler, hovering near the drawing-room entrance with a nervous expression. He ventured further into the elegant room.

Spratt hovered, then cleared his throat, ‘Something a little odd has happened. The duchess’s carriage returned without her, and the coachman said she got in it outside the dress shop. In short, she’s gone.’

The duke did a double-take. ‘Gone? What do you mean?’

‘I hardly understand it myself, your grace. Perhaps you would like to see the coachman and footman?’

‘Summon them.’

After Spratt left the room, his grace looked at his gold pocket watch with a vexed expression. The duchess must have slipped out of the carriage unseen to do more shopping or to visit that silly friend who lived in the next square. But, if she had, surely either the coachman or footman would have seen her alight. The stupid fools probably stopped at a busy junction and were too busy chattering to be observant. 

‘I wanted her to rest for a few hours before dinner as she’s been looking rather tired,’ said the duke to Eos, his beloved fawn-coloured greyhound.

The sleek dog regarded his master with great empathy, before returning to his bone.

Spratt announced Frank; the coachman, and Thomas; the footman. Both seemed ill at ease. The duke glanced at them and barked, ‘What has happened?’

In faltering tones, Frank explained, ‘If you please, your grace, the duchess stepped into the carriage outside Madame Fifi of Mayfair. As Thomas shut the door, her grace gave orders to drive her home. When we got here, she’d gone.’

‘Gone where?’

‘From the carriage, your grace.’ Frank looked at his highly polished black shoes. 

‘When her grace stepped into the carriage you shut the door, didn’t you, Thomas?’ the duke said.

Thomas rubbed his brow. ‘The duchess left the shop in a hurry, got into the carriage, and said, “Home, please.” I shut the door, and Frank drove straight here. We didn’t stop anywhere, went full-pelt all the way, but when we got here, the carriage was empty.’

Open-mouthed with disbelief, the duke said, ‘Do you mean to say the duchess leapt from the carriage while you drove full-pelt through the streets without either of you noticing?’

‘All we know is the carriage was empty when we got home, your grace,’ said Frank, expression sheepish.

Befuddled, the duke grasped at a slender straw. ‘Has the lady’s maid checked my wife’s bedroom?’

Spratt, hovering in the background, said, ‘Yes, your grace, and the duchess is not there. Excuse me, your grace, the front doorbell just rang.’ 

As the butler left the room, the duke addressed Frank and Thomas. ‘If you’ve made this up to save your skins, there will be trouble.’ 

‘I swear on the Holy Bible, your grace, that the duchess got into the carriage outside Madame Fifi of Mayfair. The duchess had ordered the brougham, and I understood it to be due to the high wind,’ said Frank.

The duke, impatient, snapped, ‘She ordered the brougham because she finds it comfortable. Are you suggesting she ordered it as it’s the easiest carriage to leap from?’

‘No, your grace,’ said Frank.

The duke’s face turned crimson. ‘Get out, you incompetents.’

After the duo left in the manner of chastened schoolboys, the duke paced the room, followed by Eos, the greyhound who thought it was a great game.

‘Not now, boy.’ The duke patted the dog’s handsome head. 

Spratt returned with a letter on a silver salver.

‘Is an answer required?’ the duke said.

‘No, your grace.’

‘Then leave me, please.’

As Spratt withdrew, the duke opened the letter.

––––––––
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To His Grace, the Duke of Dalby.

Private and Urgent.

The writing was flowery, and the duke wondered if his wife had played a trick. No, she wouldn’t be so cruel. 
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