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The only thing standing between Georgia and her fairy-tale wedding is a murder. Or two.




When a young woman pleads for help from Georgia Fenchurch in locating a missing Crown investigator, Georgia resists. Her wedding is only a week away. Before she can say no, she’s knocked to the ground by an assailant attempting to kill the young woman.




Georgia now feels she must help. She soon finds herself up to her wedding veil in stolen treasure and coded letters. With the Duke of Blackford’s help, Georgia follows a trail of missing men and dead bodies. Every victim had one thing in common—a desire to possess a fortune in gold.




In between the society balls and social calls of late Victorian London, Georgia works on her last case before the big day. Will she stop a ruthless killer in time?




Or will Georgia’s dream of marrying Blackford be put on hold—forever?
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Chapter One




I wouldn’t have noticed the young woman when she entered my bookshop except for the silk shawl in bright red wrapped around her neck and shoulders. Against the soot-stained city with its grimy buildings and darkly dressed inhabitants, she stood out like a beacon.

She glanced at me, the nearest person to the door, and said, “I need to speak to Georgia Fenchurch.”

“I’m Georgia Fenchurch,” I said as I stepped toward her. She wore a dull, dark blue muslin dress in a style often seen on upper servants or shop clerks. No pleats or tucks, no lace at the cuffs, and minimal puffiness in the upper sleeves. A plain gown.

And then I glanced again at her red silk shawl, which made the outfit anything but plain.

She glanced around Fenchurch’s Books, currently occupied by half a dozen shoppers, my manager Grace Yates, and myself, without any apparent interest in the books. Her voice was pleasant and well-modulated, but accustomed to being heard across wide spaces. “We need to speak in private.”

That drew the attention of everyone in the shop, all of whom suddenly appeared to find the book in their hands fascinating while they leaned toward us in anticipation of some juicy gossip.

I suspected this woman either wanted a handout to keep quiet about some made-up scandal she would threaten to spread across London, or she wanted to warn me against marrying into the aristocracy lest my soul perish. I’d faced down these sorts of threats since my engagement to the Duke of Blackford had been announced. The most annoying threats were of a different sort, issued by aristocrats who didn’t want to see a duke marry someone in trade. “What does this concern?”

“My name is Eugenie Munroe.” She handed me a plain calling card on cheap stock. “I need you to find a former investigator for the Crown. Grayson Burke.”

I hadn’t expected a missing person investigation to drop into my lap eight days before my wedding. I also hadn’t expected the jolt of excitement I felt rush through my veins at the thought of working on one more Archivist Society case unfettered by matrimony.

I loved Blackford with all my heart, but marriage and childbearing and the duties required of a duchess would end the freedom I had as a spinster bookshop owner.

What I couldn’t do was expose my role in the Archivist Society. It was unacceptable for any woman to investigate murder, missing persons, and robbery. It was unthinkable for a duchess to do so. “Let’s go into my office.”

“No. I fear I’ve been followed. I could be trapped indoors and bring danger to your shop. Let’s go for a walk.”

“Did you see anyone following you?”

“No, but I suspect they’re there.”

I had a suspicion she was crazy and this investigation would turn out to lead nowhere.

It was a pleasant June day in the year of our Lord 1897, neither hot nor rainy. With the bookshop now managed by Grace Yates, I had the freedom to go for a walk or call on bored aristocrats whenever I wanted. In other words, I was in the position to follow the whim of this young woman and carry out our interview outdoors.

My friends told me I would get used to not having the constant demands of Archivist Society cases and the press of bookshop business. I hoped they were right. Already I found myself missing the excitement. “All right, let’s go out.”

I put on my hat, kept on my book-handling white cotton gloves, and followed her out onto the pavement. Clouds swept across a blue sky, driven by what was only a light breeze along my street. This side street, sheltered by buildings four and five stories high, received only a couple of hours of direct sunlight even in summer. Despite the breeze and the shade, it felt uncomfortably warm.

“Why did you seek me out?”

“Gray, Mr. Burke, said if anything happened to him, that I should go to you and you alone.” She twisted the strap of her handbag with both hands as she stared at the pavement.

That instruction was strange. The Archivist Society worked all of our investigations as a group, calling in as many members as needed for each task. We tried to keep our individual names away from anyone’s notice. “I don’t know Mr. Burke.” How did he get my name?

“He knows you. He said I should consult you and no one else.”

I thought I should make my position clear from the start. “I’m to be married in a few days. If we don’t find Mr. Burke quickly, I will have to drop out of the investigation. But never fear. The rest of the Archivist Society will serve you well.”

“He said you. He said to come to Fenchurch’s Books and speak to you.” Her tone passed beyond stubborn to mulish.

“The ladies who work in Fenchurch’s Books are also members of the Archivist Society,” I told her. “They can help you.”

She glanced at me and shook her head. “I am sure they’re capable, but Mr. Burke said you’re the best at what you do. And we must try to find him as quickly as possible. I’m certain he’s in danger. Grave danger.”

“What sort of danger?” I was expecting something as nebulous as her stalker.

“When he disappeared, Grayson Burke was chasing a murderer who’d stolen a fortune from the Egyptian government. This murderer is now focused on stopping Mr. Burke.”

Oh, my. She wanted me to conduct a massive, complex investigation by myself in a few days. It was impossible, even though it sounded fascinating.

I decided I would have to tell her “no.” We had only taken a few steps from my shop. All I had to do was tell her I couldn’t do it and go back to the bookshop.

The shove came from behind. I stumbled a step or two before the force knocked me to the pavement. I landed heavily, my hands and knees screaming in protest.

By the time I caught my breath and could call out, I saw a large man in a black cape and tall black hat pulling Miss Munroe’s bright red scarf tightly around her neck.

She wheezed, “Help.”

She grabbed at the silk with both hands, her head tilted back in an effort to breathe. His hands were large, powerful, and by the time I got back on my feet, Miss Munroe was slumping, her hands sliding away from her neck.

I threw myself at his back, grabbing at his face from behind with my fingers, all the while screeching like Dickens with his tail stepped on. In the distance, a bobby’s whistle blew.

“Help me!” I shouted.

The attacker released his grip on Miss Munroe’s scarf. At that instant, I saw the flash of a knife blade.

I clutched at his cape in an effort to stop him. He swung an elbow back and struck me in the chest above my corset. With that blow, he shook me off like a raindrop as I staggered, gasping in pain.

He strode away, keeping his face averted. I never caught a glimpse of his features.

Miss Munroe sprawled on the pavement the moment he released her. I began to yank the scarf away from around her neck as a bobby finally arrived. Other people on the sidewalk stood frozen, looking on in shock.

Between us, the bobby and I freed her neck and then lay her on her side. I quickly looked her over and found a knife slit in her bodice, but no blood. Feeling around in the slit, I discovered the knife had struck a corset stay. The corset seemed to be damaged, but the blade hadn’t penetrated.

She gasped and then coughed before she could take a breath. I exhaled deeply with relief when her deathly shade changed to a normal color. The bobby and I helped her to sit up.

“Did you see his face?” I asked.

She shook her head, still gasping.

I looked around at the bobby and the bystanders, but everyone shrugged or said, “No.”

“Did you see which way he went?”

Again, people looked up and down our narrow street blankly, shaking their heads.

Miss Munroe focused on me and croaked, “Help me. He said he’d kill me.”








Chapter Two




Grace rushed out of our shop to join the crowd on the pavement, and with the bobby’s help, she and I got Miss Munroe back to my bookshop office. She refused to see a doctor. While I sent the bobby off to report the attack, Grace brought her a cup of tea.

Once she drank it, Miss Munroe looked from one to the other of us and sobbed, “Someone stole a fortune in gold from the Egyptian government. Now this person wants to kill both Mr. Burke and me to keep his treasure.”

“Do you know who has it or where it is?”

“No, I don’t. And neither does Mr. Burke. That’s why we were hunting for the thief. Only, he’s found me.” The teacup shook so badly I took it from her hand.

What was going on? “Did you see your attacker?”

“No. I was talking to you. Then you cried out and the man grabbed me from behind and began to choke me. I felt him strike me with something as I lost consciousness.”

“A knife. Your corset stopped the blade. You’re very lucky.”

“Who would do this to me?” She sounded baffled.

“You heard him speak. Did you recognize the voice?”

“I was too busy trying to breathe. But I did hear his words very clearly. He said, ‘I will kill you.’ Oh, please. I need your help.” She sounded near tears.

Dickens, the mouser for our block, rubbed against Miss Munroe’s hem before jumping onto the desk where he sat proudly, not one paper on the stacks of invoices and bills disturbed.

He was on his best behavior today.

She sniffed and gave a shaky smile, appearing to recover from the shock. “Oh, how beautiful. He looks like Bastet come to life.”

“Bastet?” I asked.

“An ancient Egyptian god in the form of a cat. It’s your cat’s aristocratic stare that gives him the look of an ancient god.”

“Dickens thinks himself an aristocrat, and we are all his servants. Don’t tell him he resembles a god, or there will be no living with him.” I smiled at her before giving Dickens a warning look. He yawned in reply.

A cool breeze came in from the top of the open window facing the alley. Sitting amidst the disorder in what had long been my office calmed me. My trembling from the shock at the violence of the attack eased.

“If everything’s all right, I’ll go back into the shop,” Grace said. “Call if you need me.”

I nodded in reply. “Now,” I said, facing Miss Munroe, “perhaps you’d better start telling me about this theft.”

“I need to start further back than that.” She gave me a smile that made her features quite lovely. Dark brown eyes, brown hair the color of chocolate, and the glow of youth on her cheeks. The red silk scarf, now twisted and wrinkled, set off her coloring to perfection. I guessed she was in her early twenties.

“My father is the vicar in Little Chipwith Bridge in Yorkshire. His brother worked in Cairo for many years for the British government. Because this past season, from October to the end of May, was to be his last, I begged my uncle to let me come along as his secretary. He and my father agreed. They thought it would end my desire to travel. To be an explorer.”

She smoothed her skirts before she looked at me and said, “I met Mr. Burke the night my uncle was murdered.”

My fingers rose to my mouth. “Oh, Miss Munroe. I’m very sorry about your uncle. Please, lead me up to that night with anything that’s important.”

She settled more comfortably into her chair as if to tell me a story. If it weren’t for the attack, I would wonder if it was a tale. “My uncle, Bradley Munroe, was a trusted British government official in Egypt for many years. Since languages and mathematics have always come easily for me, after Oxford I went out to Egypt, acting as my uncle’s secretary. I quickly learned to speak Arabic better than most of the people at the Residency.”

“The Residency?”

“The British Consul-General’s residence and the offices of the British officials in Cairo.”

“A small group, then.”

“No. The Residency is huge, and still all the officials were packed in practically on top of each other. As far as I could see, life went along quite normally for the British officials and their families until the first of May. On that day, a shipment of gold from the Egyptian treasury, meant to make a payment on the debt owed by the Egyptian government to various European banks, was stolen.”

I felt my eyes widen. “This must have been a valuable shipment.”

“It was. In the neighborhood of a million British pounds.”

I gasped. For a bookshop owner, well, for everyone, a million pounds was a breathtaking amount. An income of a thousand pounds a year was enough to maintain a house in London, raise a small family, and employ two servants. To my knowledge, most of the British diplomats in Cairo earned about that much.

Surely no one could spend all that money in a lifetime.

I tried to picture moving all that gold. “Surely this would be too much for one person to carry.”

“They couldn’t. The gold coins filled a chest about so big built of polished wood. I suppose it must weigh much more than a man.” Her gestures indicated a box well over two feet long in all directions.

“The chest, coins and all, was switched either by Egyptian soldiers in the government treasury building while being moved from the vault to the assembly room where it was handed over, or after the Caisse de la Dette Publique officials, charged with accepting the gold and guarded by British soldiers, took possession of the chest and removed it from the building.” She twisted her fingers as she spoke.

“Someone must have seen the theft.”

“Everyone was questioned and claimed to have not seen a thing.”

That path was blocked. “When was the theft reported?”

“I soon heard, in fact all of Cairo soon learned, that the Caisse officials returned a short time after they left. They said the box contained iron nails. They complained that they’d been swindled and demanded a second payment. The Egyptians refused, saying they gave the Caisse officials gold and they must have stolen it. Dire consequences were threatened on both sides. The bankers and treasury officials nearly came to blows.”

“That’s the type of story that would get around quickly.” I tried to picture such a thing happening in London, and couldn’t. “How long had they been transferring gold this way? Did they do this very often?”

“Georgia. What on earth happened?”

Both Miss Munroe and I turned our heads toward the commanding baritone coming from the doorway.

I gave Blackford a smile. This case was one where his expertise would come in handy. “Miss Munroe, this is my fiancé—”

“Mr. Ranleigh,” he finished, giving her a respectful bow.

Mr. Ranleigh? What was going on that Blackford didn’t want the woman to know he was a duke, and one of the most powerful men in the empire?

She rose and gave him a curtsy.

“Sit down, Miss Munroe. I hear you’ve had a terrible shock.” Blackford perched on my desk and scratched Dickens behind the ears. The traitor purred.

“How did you hear?” I demanded.

“Mr. Grantham told me.”

Detective Inspector Grantham? This subterfuge could only mean Blackford didn’t trust my client one bit.

“I’ll speak to you later, shall I?” Miss Munroe said, starting to rise.

“Oh, no,” I said, waving her back into her seat. “Please feel free to speak in front of Mr. Ranleigh. He is likely to know the background of this theft.”

“Have you traveled to Egypt, Mr. Ranleigh?” she asked.

“Yes,” Blackford said. “Please continue.”

“You were about to tell me how often the Egyptian government transferred funds from its treasury to the Caisse, I think you called it,” I said.

“Twice a year, in a ceremony that’s never altered.”

“About twenty years ago, Egypt nearly went bankrupt, owing more to European bankers than they could possibly pay back,” Blackford told us. “The Caisse de la Dette Publique was formed with representatives of various European interests to collect twice-yearly debt payments and split it among the various creditors according to a formula they, the Europeans, worked out.”

“With this much gold missing, I’m surprised someone hasn’t started a war.” I stared at Blackford. Either he wasn’t involved or, more likely, he wouldn’t tell me if he were.

“This theft has put Egypt in a bad position with both the English, who effectively control their land as a colony and who lent Egypt a great deal of capital, and the Ottoman Empire, who are the official rulers of Egypt. Diplomats are racing between capitals trying to avert bloodshed,” he replied.

Miss Munroe nodded. “The Egyptians want it proven that the English are the thieves. The English have never trusted the Egyptians. The other European countries are waiting to see if this weakens the British hold on Egypt so they can move in.”

“And the Ottoman Empire sits in Constantinople doing nothing while sending out conflicting demands to the Europeans and the Egyptians,” Blackford finished.

I could see how a theft of this magnitude could rapidly turn bloody. “What did they do to find the treasure?”

“The consul-general, Lord Cromer, appointed my uncle to lead the investigation. My uncle was very honest and fair. Everyone, English and Egyptian, trusted him.” There was a little hitch in her voice, but she quickly swallowed and continued.

“My uncle realized Mr. Hathaway, the head of the committee working to modernize the Egyptian tax code, was in the best position to steal the gold. Hathaway worked out of the Egyptian treasury building where the gold is stored. He knew the building layout and every detail of the transfer. And he had permission to go everywhere in the building at any time.”

“Surely this wasn’t the only British official your uncle suspected,” Blackford said.

“Well, no. But given what happened later, he was the best suspect.” She set her handbag on her lap as if ready to rise.

There was a lot more I wanted to hear. “Wouldn’t the rest of Mr. Hathaway’s committee know as much and have as much access? Who else was on it?”

“The other English member of the committee is the secretary of the mission, a sort of junior minister in charge of reports, an aide to Lord Cromer. Sir Antony Derwaller. He had too many other duties to pay much attention to this committee. There is a French member of the committee, but he came down with a tropical fever a week before the theft and was unable to leave his bed, much less take any part in a robbery.”

“What about the Egyptians? After all, it is their treasury,” I said.

Miss Munroe gave a gentle shrug.

Blackford glanced at us both and said, “All of the Egyptians working in the treasury are being closely watched by the other Egyptians. Anyone found to be involved will immediately forfeit their life.”

“Has there been any sign of any involvement—?”

Blackford shook his head. “Not after the guards who moved the payment from the vault to the ceremony were murdered.”

It was a brutal solution, and still no one had found the treasure.

I decided to try another line of questioning. “Your uncle thought Mr. Hathaway was guilty. Did he find any evidence?”

Miss Munroe turned her soft brown eyes on me. In a voice barely more than a whisper, she said, “More than a week after the theft, he searched Mr. Hathaway’s room and found a packet of coded letters.”

“If they were coded, why did your uncle think they concerned the theft? They could have been of an amorous nature, or espionage, or some secret business we know nothing about,” Blackford said.

“Did Mr. Hathaway know anyone had been in his room?”

“Mr. Hathaway must have found out, but he never said a word to my uncle. I believe they were the reason my uncle was murdered.”

“That makes no sense. Even if he found out, the letters were in code. Your uncle couldn’t have read them,” I said.

“Your uncle stole them so he could translate them,” Blackford said, shaking his head.

I could see the danger with that action immediately. “Once Hathaway discovered they were missing, did he find out who’d been in his room? Did he say anything to your uncle? Threaten him?”

“I wish it had been that simple.” She sounded quite bereft.

“What did the notes say?” My curiosity had me sitting forward, listening to every word. They had to have been incriminating to have led to murder.

“They were in code,” she repeated. “As much as my uncle and I tried to unravel them, it wasn’t until after the Queen’s Birthday celebrations that Gray—Mr. Burke and I managed to decipher one of them. It turned out to be the name of a ship and a cabin number.”

Hardly something to put into code or kill someone over. “Where was your uncle when he was killed?”

“He was in his room at Shepheard’s Hotel. I discovered my uncle’s door ajar and went in.” She shuddered and then continued. “My uncle lay on the tile floor, his head bloodied from a blow. When I knelt down next to him, my uncle slipped the letters out of his pocket and gave them to me.”

“Did he name Mr. Hathaway as his attacker?”

“No. He said, ‘I didn’t think it was him.’ Those were the last words he spoke. Then I screamed for help.”

I felt certain either his attacker wasn’t Hathaway or he’d expected someone other than his killer when he opened the door and had been surprised. “What happened after you screamed?”

“Various hotel employees, Mr. Burke, Colonel Gregory, and other hotel residents arrived. Someone went for a doctor. The doctor who arrived had been treating another hotel guest. He and Mr. Burke tried to save my uncle’s life, but to no avail.”

“Mr. Burke helped the doctor?” She hadn’t mentioned this talent before.

“Yes. He plans to attend medical school. He’d worked with an army doctor in India. He’s ever so clever.”

This gave me another hint on how to find the elusive man.

“It was in the days following my uncle’s murder that I learned Grayson Burke had come to Cairo as a special agent for the queen and government, a crown investigator, to find out what had happened to the gold.”

“So Mr. Burke came to Egypt after the gold went missing.” I wanted to get this timeline straight. “How long after the theft occurred was your uncle murdered?”

“Two weeks.”

“How long had Mr. Burke been in Cairo at that point?”

“One week.”

“Did your uncle and Mr. Burke work together at all?”

“Yes, for a few days before my uncle died. My uncle never introduced me to Mr. Burke. I think he was trying to protect me from any danger.”

Really? “Why did he think you’d be in danger?”

Her stubborn expression was at odds with her innocent-sounding “I don’t know.”

I was certain she was lying. What had she done to put herself in danger in Cairo? And was today’s attack the first?

Blackford wasn’t going to sit there while she feigned innocence. “What was the next thing to happen after your uncle was killed?”

“The two Egyptian guards who’d moved the gold at the treasury during the ceremony were killed.”

How many more murders would be associated with this theft? The story was so fantastic I was growing skeptical. But she had been attacked, and her attacker meant business. My stinging knees and palms testified to that. “When was this?”

“After Mr. Burke and I began investigating together. A few days after my uncle’s death. One guard was stabbed on the night Mr. Burke and I spoke to him; the other guard died hours before we traveled to his village to question him about the transfer. They were the only two guards involved in moving the gold. The gold was on a small cart. It didn’t take more than two men to move the chest because of the cart.”

This sounded like a good time for a couple of men to hide the gold and replace it with something else. But if they were both dead, they must have acted on someone else’s orders. “Were they ever out of sight of everyone else while they had the gold?”

“Yes. They had to walk down a hall and up a ramp from the vault to the gallery where the Europeans were waiting.”

“How long were they alone, out of sight with the gold?” Blackford asked.

This could well be when the gold was stolen. But it didn’t help us find Miss Munroe’s attacker if both of the guards were dead.

“One minute, perhaps. Certainly less than two,” she told us. “And the guard we spoke to said a ghost had smashed a door open into his face and had given him a bloody nose. He was stunned for maybe fifteen seconds.”

Blackford faced me. “I’m certain that would be long enough for the other guard and his accomplice to swap the casket containing gold for one holding nails.”

“An accomplice played the role of ghost and hit the guard in the face with the door.” I nodded. That made sense. “Miss Munroe, what was behind the door that hit the guard?”

“Treasury records. Mostly tax records being utilized by Mr. Hathaway and his committee.”

“Another reason why your uncle suspected him?” I asked.

She nodded.

“Did anyone know you and Mr. Burke were questioning the two Egyptian guards?” Blackford asked. Then he turned to me and raised his eyebrows. He was growing as skeptical of Miss Munroe’s tale as I was.

“Grayson didn’t make a secret of why he was in Cairo, and in the crowded city streets, anyone could have followed us.”

Grayson again. Miss Munroe had grown closer to the investigator she now sought than she had admitted. There was no point in pressing her on her feelings. They were too obvious. The only obvious thing in her entire story.

And I still didn’t fully understand what had happened in Egypt. “How much of an investigation did your uncle carry out? Did he question the guards?”

“Yes. He and all the other investigators for the Egyptians and the Europeans were turning up everywhere around the city, asking everyone questions. They all heard the story about the ghost, too. However, the other guard and the captain of the guards laughed off the story as an excuse for the guard’s clumsiness.”

“Were the guard and the captain involved?”

“My uncle thought their involvement was likely. He suspected the accident was where the switch was made, but it created a diplomatic problem he was unable to solve.”

Blackford leaned forward, his interest increased. “What diplomatic problem?”

I sighed. Could this crime get any more complicated?

Miss Munroe gestured with her short, narrow fingers. “If the gold was taken before it was handed off, the Egyptians would need to repay the gold. But if it were Englishmen who stole it, as my uncle suspected, then the Egyptians, except perhaps the guards, were innocent. The English government, or the banks, could either get it back from the thieves or take the loss.”

“A huge loss,” Blackford mumbled, glaring at my floor.

“Yes.”

Oh, dear. At least I understood the importance of the investigation Miss Munroe was involved in, but not why she now feared for Mr. Burke’s safety. Especially since she was the one who’d been attacked. “Who did your uncle suspect was involved besides Mr. Hathaway?”

“He had no idea. We both tried to watch him, to see who he spoke to or sent notes to, but no one stood out as a conspirator.”

I gave her a hard look. “Was there any chance Mr. Hathaway knew you were watching him?”

“No.” She shrugged. “Maybe. I don’t know.”

It didn’t sound like uncle and niece were very careful. “Then what happened?”

“Eventually, Mr. Burke and I, by pooling our efforts…” She slid into silence. Then she began again. “After the Queen’s Birthday, 24 May, when all the Europeans were leaving Egypt for cooler locations, Mr. Burke and I translated one of the notes that mentioned a particular stateroom on the Minotaur, a ship sailing from Egypt to Southampton. It turned out to be the stateroom reserved for Mr. Hathaway.”

I waited in silence, wanting to hear more.

“Mr. Burke and I sailed back on the Minotaur. Burke searched Mr. Hathaway’s cabin and his trunks in the hold. Nothing. And once we docked in Southampton, Mr. Hathaway was killed.”








Chapter Three




“What?” So much for the prime suspect in this tale of theft and murder. This whole story made no sense. If Hathaway was the culprit, then who killed him? “Where? What happened to him?”

“Grayson left the ship early to follow Mr. Hathaway. He saw Hathaway on the docks headed toward the Southampton railway station and followed at a distance. When he, Mr. Burke, caught up to Mr. Hathaway, he was dead, lying in an alley between two huge storage barns. When I finally found him, Mr. Burke told me to find a bobby and report the murder of Mr. Hathaway. Then Mr. Burke left.”

Oh oh. “Did he kill Mr. Hathaway?”

“No.” She scowled at me in annoyance.

“Are you certain?”

“Of course.”

“Did you kill Mr. Hathaway?”

“No!” She sounded horrified that I would ask that question. “I’m the daughter of a vicar.”

“That doesn’t mean that you couldn’t kill a man.”

She folded her arms over her chest and jutted out her chin. “I believed Mr. Hathaway was behind my uncle’s murder, but I couldn’t have killed him. However, I would have loved to hand him over to the authorities and watch him hang.”

Perhaps. I reserved my judgment on that. “When did you next see Mr. Burke?”

“I haven’t seen him since that day. That’s why I need you to find him.” She sounded desperate.

I glanced at Blackford, who nodded. I rose. I doubted I could find the missing man before my wedding. “Thank you, Miss Munroe. I’ll talk to the Archivist Society and organize them in an immediate search for Mr. Burke.”

She rose, her eyes flashing with anger. “No. He said I should come to you, and you alone. If you won’t help me by yourself, I’ll have to find Mr. Burke on my own. It’s probably too late anyway.” She turned to leave.

Blackford put a gentle tone into his voice. “Are you certain you don’t want a few of us looking for him? We are very discreet.”

“I don’t want whoever attacked me today to find him by following an entire society around London. Particularly if Gr—Mr. Burke has found a safe hiding place.” She started out the door of the office.

“Wait. Are you well enough to travel around London alone? You were just attacked. Savagely attacked,” I added.

“I’m from Yorkshire. We’re hearty people. If you change your mind about helping me, I’m staying at Mrs. Allen’s on Queen Square.”

With that, she stomped away.

When I moved to follow her, Blackford put out a hand to stop me. “Let her go.”

“What do you think of her story?”

“The story of the theft matches the reports coming out of Cairo. But neither of us have time to chase all over London looking for a missing man who may not even be in the country. If she won’t allow this to be handled by the full Archivist Society, let it go.”

He punctuated his comments by taking me into his arms and giving me a kiss that left me weak in the knees. I finally let him go with a sigh.

By the time we entered the shop and Blackford gave me a jaunty wave as he set the bell over the front door jangling, Miss Munroe was long gone.

I walked over to Grace, who raised her eyebrows.

“That attack was real enough, but I feel like I’ve gotten only half the story. Why does she want me to hunt for this missing man without involving the rest of the Archivist Society?” And why, if I were going to work on one last case as an unmarried woman, did it have to be on behalf of someone who wanted to keep us in the dark?

“She needs your help, Georgia.”

“She needs our help. The trouble is, she doesn’t want it.”

Grace gave me a hard stare. She’d seen how bruised and frightened Miss Munroe was. “Then you’ll have to bring her around.”

I loosed a loud sigh and nodded. Grace was right. “I guess I’d better try to talk to her. But first, I’m going to follow one easy lead. She mentioned Burke’s desire to attend medical school. Could it be as simple as checking with the ones in London to find him?”

I used our reference books to find the short list of local medical schools. By visiting each one and using my connection to the Duke of Blackford, who I said was looking for an old friend, I was able to discover that Grayson Burke had not enrolled in any medical school in London.

I determined to write to the medical schools in Edinburgh and elsewhere that evening, but first I headed out toward Bloomsbury, where Miss Munroe was staying. Being accustomed to London and its nightmarish traffic patterns, I reached Mrs. Allen’s house in a short time and asked for Miss Munroe.

“Have you changed your mind?” she demanded as soon as she came to the door.

I tamped down a flash of anger. She’d said she wanted my help, but she wasn’t making it easy for me to want to help her. “So far I’ve learned Grayson Burke has not enrolled in a London medical school. I’ll work on finding him until my wedding, but it would be helpful if I brought in the Archivist Society. With several of us looking for him, we’ll find him faster. And you said speed was imperative.”

She seemed to consider this for a moment before she stepped back, reluctance in her expression. At Mrs. Allen’s suggestion, she led me into the drawing room.

I decided to try to put her at ease. “How did you end up staying with Mrs. Allen? Her home seems nice.”

“Her sister is a parishioner of my father’s in Little Chipwith Bridge.”

“Have you traveled to London before?”

“Just in passing through.”

“You mentioned you studied in Oxford. Do you still see any of your friends from that time?”

“I was a charity student. I didn’t have any real friends.”

She continued to stand there with her arms folded, unwilling to do more than just answer my questions as briefly as possible. I gave up. “Your attacker thinks you know something. Did you see anything out of the ordinary on the Southampton docks?”

“Not on the docks, exactly. The odd thing was the shipping labels for Mr. Hathaway’s statues. They were changed after his death. He had twenty crates, each with a large statue of Bastet or Anubis that Mr. Hathaway had wrapped and packed to ship to his relatives in Gloucestershire.” She remained standing, as if she couldn’t decide how cooperative she wanted to be.

“Statues? Anubis? Is this a gift one normally brings back from Egypt?” I couldn’t picture them, and now I was even more confused.

“Maybe one or two, but not as many as Mr. Hathaway bought. I’ve mentioned Bastet is an ancient cat god. Anubis is an ancient god in the form of a jackal or dog. The statues were hollow and sold in the markets in Cairo for next to nothing. There was nothing special about them except their size. They were about three feet tall and bulky.”

“Did you check to see if the gold was hidden inside the statues?” It seemed obvious.

Miss Munroe must have decided on cooperation because she walked over to sit on a stuffed chair. “Yes. Grayson opened the crates while we were on the ship. All the statues seemed empty. Completely empty. That’s when I saw the tags on the crates said to ship on to Gloucestershire. Once Mr. Hathaway was murdered, the tags had been changed. I saw them in the left luggage room at Waterloo Station marked to await pickup. Only Mr. Hathaway’s fellow thief would have changed the labels.”

I walked to the open window. “Why not Mr. Hathaway himself?”

“I saw the labels shortly before he died. They hadn’t been changed then.”

I left the window where I was enjoying the breeze and sat across from her on a small sofa, nodding for her to continue. When she didn’t, I said, “Perhaps the police did that.”

“When I picked up my sea trunk in Waterloo Station, the crates were sitting nearby. They’d been changed.” She leaned toward me. “I asked a porter and he said someone had rewritten them with pen and ink. They didn’t carry any official seal or mark, so it wasn’t done by the railway people or the police. But the porter didn’t seem concerned about the change. He said people change their minds all the time.”

She sat facing me with her hands kneading her silk scarf. “I’ve never known a dead man to change his mind,” she added.

I couldn’t argue with her logic about dead men, but I didn’t understand where her thoughts were headed. “Why are the statues important?”

“I thought it had something to do with the gold. The gold wasn’t hidden inside them, but maybe they’re a clue to where the gold is hidden.”

“What sort of clue? Where would it lead you?”

She looked at me with wide brown eyes. “I don’t know.”

Statues of cats and dogs seemed like a strange clue to me. I decided to leave that for the time being. “What did you do after you found the tags changed?”

“I sent a telegram to Lord Salisbury and went home to Yorkshire. I hoped—”

“Wait. Why Lord Salisbury?” Prime minister for the third time, he was a busy and influential man. I couldn’t see him getting directly involved with the details of an investigation, even one this potentially dangerous to Britain’s interests.

And why would a vicar’s daughter be presumptuous enough to send a telegram to the prime minister?

“Mr. Burke said he was his employer. If I wanted to get in touch with him, I should contact Lord Salisbury. And I wanted both of them to know about the change to the shipping tags. I thought it was important. Don’t you?”

Burke certainly worked for the highest levels of our government. If this were true. All I said aloud was, “It could be important. Go on.”

“I hoped Mr. Burke would get in touch with me to say they’d recovered the gold or found my uncle’s killer, or maybe found the statues with one of Mr. Hathaway’s relatives, but all I’ve heard is silence. Finally, I convinced my father I was going to visit a college friend and traveled to London.”

Her expression said she’d just confessed a sin. “Lord Salisbury’s private secretary told me the crates had been misplaced from the left luggage room, and Mr. Burke was unavailable. There was nothing they could do to help me, so I should go back to Yorkshire. I didn’t believe him.”

“Why not?”

“He didn’t look me in the eye.”

I understood her disbelief. I’d faced that style of lying often enough before. “I know you want me to get in contact with Mr. Burke, but how exactly do you think I can proceed without the help of the Archivist Society?”

“I want you to find Mr. Burke without alerting anyone. I think if you can find him, he and I should be able to find my uncle’s murderer. If you can’t, then the killer has probably killed him, too.”

Considering the number of corpses already in Miss Munroe’s story, and now the attack on her, it seemed possible Mr. Burke had met the same fate. I needed to check with the Metropolitan Police for men who’d died by violence in the past month. “Do you have a photograph of Mr. Burke?”

OEBPS/Images/cover.png
i —

DETECT!NG
DUCHESS






