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Chapter One




July 8, 1939




“Why on earth did you agree to that?” We’d been married less than twelve hours, and already I was sounding shrewish. I didn’t mean to, but my dreams were being shattered before my honeymoon had truly begun.

Adam shrugged. “Livvy, remember, Sir John has been very good to us. When he asked me to drive him around to check his territory for our first mass blackout practice, I couldn’t very well say no.” He grinned at me, that warm, funny smile I loved. “He said it’s for king and country.”

My cousin, Lady Abby, and her husband, Sir John Summersby, had been kind. They had hosted our wedding, the wedding breakfast, and now our honeymoon. Even with my dreams coming true, I still wanted a wedding night that was a little more traditional.

The wedding had been magnificent. That morning, my friends in London, as well as colleagues from the Daily Premier newspaper and my now-husband’s fellow army officers, had traveled to the local village. St. Athanasius was within a short walking distance of the train station, and those who had driven had plenty of room around the green to park.

Friends and family attended our wedding in the medieval stone church with its stained-glass windows and eight bells in the tower to ring out when we left as husband and wife.

As my father walked me down the aisle, he said my pale blue gown was a bad choice because it made my face look ruddy and asked what idiot had fixed my hair. Nothing else. Just another day in our relationship.

I considered all the faces turned toward us and decided now was not a good moment to tell my father what I thought of his opinions. I reached the altar red-faced with anger. No one can do anything with my auburn curls, but I thought my choice of wedding gown was inspired.

Adam took one look at me seething with indignation, took my hand, and turned us both toward the vicar.

Sir John and Abby put on a magnificent wedding breakfast for our guests before we saw everyone off to return to London. My father, unfortunately, stayed on at Summersby House.

It was glorious. The sun had shone. And no one present commented on the fact this wasn’t really my home parish. It was Sir John and Lady Abby Summersby’s, and I was just a frequent visitor.

We’d chosen this date for our wedding since it was the first weekend available when we’d tried to book St. Athanasius. At that time, the government had not yet announced the date for the first air-raid practice drill over the southern third of England.

I wished now that we’d changed the date when we heard. I wanted a wedding night spent with my husband, not one deferred while my husband and Sir John checked if the neighbors’ blackout curtains were in place. We all knew it would soon be vitally important. But not tonight of all nights.

I straightened my shoulders and said, “If you insist on driving for Sir John down dark country lanes, I’m coming, too.”

“You’ll be bored. And there will be no cuddling in the back seat of Sir John’s auto.” He sat next to me on the bed and kissed my neck. “You’ll have to wait until I return for that, Mrs. Redmond.”

I smiled. “It won’t be ten-thirty p.m. for an hour, Captain Redmond.” It had taken him the better part of a year to convince me to agree to wed. The final nudge to marry my soldier came from Hitler’s saber rattling.

Less than an hour later, I was trying to pull a brush through my tangled auburn curls while Adam was sticking his head and arms into a dark sweater. The blare of a car horn, I assumed Sir John’s, urged us to hurry, which caused my hands to fumble on buttons and laces.

Five minutes later, we clattered down the grand main staircase to the front hall of Summersby House, Sir John and Lady Abby’s sizable Georgian home. The front door was open, and I could see our hosts standing with my father on the front porch facing the drive.

There was a man standing by the driver’s door of a sleek convertible parked in front announcing, “I’ll have it annulled, that’s what I’ll do, Sir John.”

“Too late,” Adam whispered, leading me to cough and Abby to press her lips together to hide her smile.

My father glared at us.

“She’s not of age, and even if she were, the family would never approve,” the man continued.

I looked at the man in the light falling from the doors and windows in the front of the house. He was well into his forties, with a small mustache, and dressed in a tweed jacket and cap. Every inch the country gentleman.

“Look here, Glenfell, I haven’t seen either of them,” Sir John said.

“What about your boy? The oldest one.”

“Matthew?” Sir John asked in a dry tone.

“Yes, him. Ask him. He should know what’s going on.” Glenfell waved Sir John away as if he were a servant.

Sir John turned to Abby, his eyebrows raised. She stepped inside the doorway and said to the maid, Mary, “Would you ask the boys to turn off the wireless and come here?”

The maid left, and we stood waiting. In the silence, Sir John introduced Adam and me to Philip Glenfell as his houseguests.

“Come on, Summersby,” the man grumbled after a minute.

“You wanted to ask them. They’ll be here.” Sir John sounded unruffled. He put a match to his pipe and drew on it to get it started. I guessed he knew the boys were unlikely to know any useful information and he suspected Glenfell was to blame for his own predicament.

We heard the boys before we saw them, eight feet sounding as if forty, and four voices talking at once. The two Summersby boys and their new foster brothers screeched to a clump in front of Sir John, silent and looking innocent.

I was an only child. I found their behavior fascinating.

“Mr. Glenfell wants to know if any of you have seen Sally or know what her plans were for today,” Sir John said.

“I haven’t seen Sally since Thursday after cricket practice,” Matthew said.

“Who was she with?” Glenfell demanded with such ferocity that the youngest, six-year-old Henry, slid behind Lady Abby.

It took sixteen-year-old Matthew a moment to find his voice. “A whole bunch of us, sir. Several girls were watching us and cheering us on. The junior village team was there, along with younger lads who wanted some batting practice.”

“Sounds as if all the youngsters in the area were there.” Sir John sent up a cloud of smoke from the pipe he’d finally lighted.

“Was Hal Ames there?” came next in Glenfell’s belligerent tone.

“No. None of the farm workers were there,” Matthew told him. “They were too busy with work. It wasn’t an official practice, just some fun.”

“Would you care to come inside?” Abby asked. I guessed she really wanted him to leave. That day, she’d hosted our wedding breakfast as well as directed preparations for blackout curtains in every window of the manor, and now I was certain she wanted to put her feet up. But Abby was unfailingly polite.

“No, thank you, Lady Summersby. I’m supposed to be off the road by eleven, although how I can possibly find her in complete darkness is beyond me. Be glad you’ve got boys, Summersby. They’re easier to deal with.” The man climbed back into his roadster and roared off.

At a nod from Sir John, the boys ran back inside to their radio program. My father ignored me as he returned to the drawing room and to the book he had been reading.

Adam and Sir John went off with a map, no doubt checking the route they would follow in their hunt to find houses giving off light that could be seen by German bombers. Tonight, fortunately, it would be our planes checking the landscape.

Adam and Sir John were treating this as a military exercise, addressing each other with their proper ranks of “Captain” and “Colonel.”

I came in with Abby and we began shaking out the curtains to be certain no light escaped outside. “What was all that about?”

“Sally Glenfell and Hal Ames apparently fancy they’re in love.” Abby tugged on a curtain that wouldn’t cover the window. “I blame it on Shakespeare. Romeo and Juliet. Sonnets. Apparently, the families haven’t seen either one all day.”

“And they won’t see them until tomorrow morning with this blackout going on,” I added.

“I hope you and Adam and John find Sally. Her parents are terribly worried, but this romance would have blown over before now if they hadn’t carried on.”

“How are his parents taking it?”

“It’s just his mother. His father died in a harvesting accident when Hal was a baby. At least that’s what people say. It was about the time John and I were married.”

“Was there some question about the cause of death?”

“There were rumors, even after the inquest ruled the death an accident. Anyway, Mrs. Ames doesn’t want Hal spending time around any of the Mannings.”

“The Mannings?”

“Sally Glenfell is Sir Rupert Manning’s granddaughter.”

“Not Sir Rupert Manning again. I thought I’d heard the last of him.” The man had insisted I wasn’t a member of St. Athanasius church and shouldn’t be married there because I lived and worked in London. Never mind that I came down on many weekends and attended services with Sir John and Abby. Anyone else would say “Congratulations” and consider me a member by family affiliation.

Not Sir Rupert Manning, former Arctic explorer and local celebrity.

Sir Rupert only showed up for Christmas and Easter services. I barely recognized him, and I didn’t want to.

We weren’t certain we’d be able to hold our wedding in St. Athanasius until after the wedding banns had been read three times, necessary for a church wedding, and everyone had become thoroughly sick of Sir Rupert and his complaints.

“Hal’s father worked on Sir Rupert’s farm. Hal’s mother still blames Sir Rupert for her husband’s death,” Abby told me.

I could picture the two families feuding while the youngsters carried on behind the barn. “So, the Mannings and the Glenfells are snobs and Mrs. Ames nurses her hatred. But would the children run off? Where would they go?”

“That’s what I’m going to ask Matthew. He might know something and not think anything of it.” All the curtains on the ground floor checked, Abby headed upstairs.

Before I could follow her, Adam called me to join him.

I shouted up the stairs, “I’m off, Abby. I’ll see you when we return. Or in the morning if you’re smart and don’t wait up for us.” I hurried outside, not waiting for her reply.

I was eager to begin our ride around the countryside, checking that no light showed from any window, door, or lamppost. Only when Sir John was satisfied could Adam and I return and enjoy our wedding night.








Chapter Two




I climbed into the back seat of the car behind Sir John. Adam had to drive slowly since he couldn’t use his headlights. It was after eleven, and there was no light visible from Sir John’s home or barns. The moon was half-full, giving us a little light to show our way on the country lanes.

We drove past several farmhouses, dark silhouettes on the landscape, as Sir John mentioned who lived in each one. A few were tenants of Sir John’s, while others were freehold. No lights shone from any of them. I suspected that being farmers, some of them had already gone to bed and we might learn more about whether they’d truly prepared for the blackout at some predawn hour.

Then we reached the village. All appeared to be in darkness. We were almost on top of the village constable when we saw a figure move and Sir John called out, “Stop.”

Adam did, braking hard, and then he let the car roll forward to where the man stood.

“Is all well here, Constable Wiggins?” Sir John asked.

“I haven’t seen any lights. No people, come to that, since the pub closed.”

“Glad to hear all is as it should be. We’re off to check our route. Good night, Constable.”

We drove slowly on, a cool breeze coming in the front windows of the auto and blowing back on me. The withering heat of the day was gone, leaving a pleasant chill to the air.

More darkened village houses. The doctor’s house was a large black shape looming on the side of the road beyond his dark gateposts. We were nearly past Jones’s Garage before I realized where we were, since I was used to seeing the petrol pump globes lit up.

I felt my eyelids starting to droop. I blinked them repeatedly and looked up, leaning sideways to catch more of the breeze as we moved along. The sky was full of a million twinkling stars I never saw in London.

As we passed a field, I caught a glimpse of a bright light and thought I dreamed it. “Adam, stop.” As soon as he did, I said, “Back up.”

“What is it, Livvy?” Sir John asked.

“I thought I saw a light on the far side of the field.”

As Adam continued to reverse, I kept a sharp lookout, hoping I hadn’t imagined it. I’d only spotted it for a moment. “There it is,” I said with relief in my voice.

“Well spotted,” Sir John said. “That’s at quite a distance, probably on the Ratherminster Road. Continue on about a half-mile and then we’ll take the left,” he directed Adam.

We rode on, not seeing any more lights. “Where do you think it is?” I finally asked Sir John.

“I think it might be the Manning place. If that idiot Glenfell is leaving a light burning for his daughter, he’ll end up with a fine. Some people are not taking the danger of German bombers or invasion forces in our area seriously enough.”

“Because this area is rural?” Adam asked.

“Exactly. But they don’t seem to realize that, depending on where the invasion and the bombers are coming from, we’re what stands between the Nazis and London.”

When Sir John put it that way, I shivered. I didn’t want him and Abby and the boys in danger any more than I wanted London destroyed. Suddenly, I found myself in one of those moments where I was overcome by dread of the imminent war. I wanted to shout and scream and cry that I wanted the threat to go away.

Adam and Sir John would think I had gone crazy. I had to take a couple of deep breaths to calm down.

“There. I think I caught a glimpse of the light up ahead on the right,” Adam said.

I strained my eyes to find the bright light in the darkness. Suddenly it appeared to the right, just beyond a rise in the land.

“It’s Manning Hall,” Sir John said. “That fool Glenfell.”

Aided by the light streaming out of the front door and one upstairs window, Adam easily found the long drive and followed it between fields, watching out for livestock or wild animals. In a moment, we were pulling up out front.

A woman in a twin sweater set and straight skirt rushed out the front door, hurrying to a stop next to Sir John’s car. “Oh,” she said, putting a hand to her mouth, “I thought…”

“Mrs. Glenfell,” Sir John began, “we’re having the air raid practice tonight and your lights would be evident to any German bombers flying overhead.”

“That’s right. Oh, dear. You’re here to check. We’re quite frantic with worry about Sally. She’s gone missing. Philip has gone out looking for her. I thought perhaps you’d found her and brought her home.”

“I’m sure she’s fine,” Sir John said. “But I must insist you shut the door to keep the light from showing. And close the curtains upstairs.”

“Oh.” She looked up. “That’s Father’s room. We made sure those curtains were closed earlier.” She paused and added, “That doesn’t look right.”

I rolled down the back window and stuck my head out to get a better look. It appeared that the curtain rod was hanging by one end, the fabric mostly below the level of the window. “It definitely doesn’t look right.”

“Is Sir Rupert all right?” Sir John said.

“I…don’t know. I haven’t seen him…”

“I’m going in,” Sir John said.

Adam cut off the engine. “I’m coming with you.”

They weren’t going to leave me out here in the dark all alone. I climbed out of the car in time to follow them into the house, knowing if nothing was wrong, we’d look ridiculous.

I shut the door behind me as Sir John was asking Mrs. Glenfell if anyone else was in the house.

“Just Father and me. I think. Everyone else is looking for Sally…” Her voice drifted away.

In the light in the hallway, I could tell Mrs. Glenfell was pale under any conditions, with blonde hair and light blue eyes. Worried as she was about her daughter, she looked as though all color had been washed out of her.

Sir John shot Adam and me a look. “We’ll go up and check to make sure all is well and see if we can’t right the curtains so you don’t get a fine.” Sir John headed up the stairs, Adam next, then me, and finally Mrs. Glenfell. She hung back as if frightened of something.

Sir John knocked on the door. “Sir Rupert. Sir Rupert. Is everything all right?”

When he got no reply, he turned the doorknob and opened the door.

Sir John and Adam rushed in and knelt, allowing me to see over their heads. The blackout curtains were pulled down, with the rod yanked out of the wall on one side. Sir Rupert Manning, an older man with a neatly trimmed beard, lay on his back in front of the window. He had a strange-looking spear sticking out of his chest and one hand wrapped around the blackout curtain.

Mrs. Glenfell pushed past me, dropped into a chair by the door, and started to whine. I moved to block her view of the body while I leaned toward her, patting her shoulder and murmuring as I would to a small child.

“I knew somebody would get him one day,” came a woman’s cheerful voice from the room’s doorway.

“Louisa, please,” Mrs. Glenfell said, no longer sobbing as she glared at the other woman.

“Oh, come on, Joan. He’s certainly bumped off enough Arctic animals to annoy the wildlife at the very least.” Louisa had all the color Joan Glenfell lacked. Black hair cut in a bob, dark eyes, lips painted bloodred.

The look and the voice were familiar from my distant past. “Louisa Porter from St. Agnes?” I asked the woman.

“It’s Louisa Manning now.” She dragged her gaze away from the body. “Olivia? Olivia Harper?” Her voice rose in surprise.

“Olivia Redmond as of yesterday.”

“Congratulations. Oh!” she said as her eyes widened. “I’m Lady Louisa Manning now. I’m the wife of the new Sir Douglas Manning.”

“Congratulations. Although, under the circumstances, that feels insensitive,” I corrected myself.

“Don’t worry about it.” Louisa leaned in to take another long glance. “He has a whole hall of horrors downstairs we can get rid of now. Stuffed polar bears. Stuffed birds. Looks as if a narwhal got him in the end.”

Mrs. Glenfell let out a wail.

“Oh, Joan, get hold of yourself.” Louisa sounded weary.

“What is that?” I asked Louisa, ignoring Joan Glenfell’s sobs. The narrow pole sticking out of the explorer was a spiral that appeared to be made of ivory.

“It’s a narwhal tusk. And I’m sure the narwhal didn’t give it up willingly just to prove Sir Rupert’s manhood.”

“I don’t see how you can be so cruel, after all he’s done for you,” Joan Glenfell sniffed. I noticed she was turning her sobbing on and off at will.

“Done to me, don’t you mean?” Louisa said. “Done to all of us, including you.”








Chapter Three




Louisa looked around then and realized she had a rapt audience. Reddening, she said, “If anyone wants me, I’ll be in my room.”

“Where were you?” Joan asked.

“Out looking for your wretched daughter. Now I’m cold, my feet are wet, and I want to lie down.” She sauntered off around the corner, her stocking feet leaving wet prints on the wood floor. A moment later, I heard a nearby door shut.

“How many people were here this evening?” I asked Mrs. Glenfell.

“Not now, Livvy,” Sir John said. “First, find the telephone and call the police.”

“It’s in the…” Joan Glenfell made small, round gestures toward the stairs and then covered her face with her handkerchief.

I found the telephone in the front hall. Just after I finished talking to a policeman at the nearest station, the front door swung open. I turned around as I hung up the receiver.

No one was there.

I looked out. The drive was empty except for our auto. I quickly shut the door, shaking from the surprise. There was a dead man upstairs and the front door had opened on its own. I didn’t want to be alone downstairs when anyone who could protect me was upstairs.

I ran up to Sir Rupert’s room on trembling legs. “The police are sending out a constable as quickly as they can with this blackout.”

“You won’t tell them about Sally, will you?” Mrs. Glenfell whispered behind me.

“I’ll let you do that.”

“Oh, no. Philip wouldn’t like that.”

I shook my head. “Then you might want to decide how you’re going to explain why the family was outside running around in the blackout while your father was murdered.”

Turning back to Adam and Sir John, I ignored her wail, which now seemed more and more of an act, and said, “Was he robbed?”

“Hard to tell, but not obviously,” Adam responded.

“I don’t,” sniff, “think so,” Joan Glenfell said, sounding more in control of herself.

“Did you hear or see anyone in the house after the others went out looking for Sally?” I asked.

She shook her head.

I couldn’t help asking. “Where do Louisa and her husband live?” Getting Joan Glenfell to talk about ordinary things might help calm her down.

“Here. The whole family lives here. Father wants us within reach.”

“And so, they were available to search for Sally.” I gave her a smile. “How long have they been looking?”

“Part of the afternoon and then again after dinner.”

“You waited here to coordinate their search?” And wring your hands?

“Father said I wouldn’t be of any use, so I might as well see to the curtains and have someone bring him his tea.”

“Who brought him his tea?”

“Our maid, Marjorie Lenard.”

“And he was all right?”

She looked at me as if I’d lost my mind. “Of course he was. Otherwise, she would have said something.”

Or screamed her head off.

I could see a smile in Adam’s eyes when I looked at him. He must have thought it was as silly a question as Mrs. Glenfell did.

They were right.

I tried again. “How many people live in this house on a normal day?”

She sat silent for so long I thought she wouldn’t answer me. “Fourteen.”

“Including the servants?”

“Yes.”

Before I could ask another question, footsteps could be heard pounding up the stairs. Then Mr. Glenfell, who’d been at Sir John’s earlier, came in and said, “What’s going on?”

Sir John stepped back so Mr. Glenfell could see the body.

His jaw worked a few times before he said, “I see.” Then he turned to his wife. “Joan, you should be in your room. This is too much of a strain for you.”

“Sally?”

“Not yet.”

She nodded and slowly rose from the chair, walking hunched over out of the room and down the hall.

“Now,” Philip Glenfell said in a decisive tone, “have you called the police?”

“Yes, they should be here soon if they don’t have trouble driving out here in the blackout,” Sir John said.

“Blasted blackout. Sir Rupert didn’t approve, you know.”

“No, I didn’t know,” Sir John said quietly.

“He found it pointless. He said we don’t stand a chance against the Germans. They’re too organized. Too well equipped. They’ll walk over this area on their way to London and we can’t do a thing about it,” Glenfell said.

“That’s defeatist talk for a man who spent weeks at a time in the Arctic. I can’t believe Sir Rupert would give up so easily,” Adam said.

“Oh, he was certain they’d take us over,” Glenfell said. “He did most of his expeditions with Germans. He admired them.”

Adam glared at the body on the floor.

“No sign of your daughter?” Sir John asked.

Philip Glenfell shook his head. “I didn’t see her or that miserable Ames boy.”

“The last buses ran early tonight. Perhaps they’re stuck somewhere without transportation,” I suggested.

“Where?” Glenfell demanded. “Where would they have gone? And why wouldn’t they have telephoned?”

“I don’t know your daughter. You do. Where would she enjoy going on a summer day?” I asked.

His answer was to walk out of the room and head down the stairs. We heard the crunch of gravel on the drive and then men’s voices at the front door.

The police had arrived.

Adam and I left Sir John to talk to the police while we went out into the cool night air. We leaned on the side of Sir John’s car and murmured to each other, glad to be alone in the dark.

“Not my idea of how our wedding night would go,” Adam said, running a hand through my curls.

“I’m sorry that someone you admired turned out to be so defeatist about the Nazis,” I replied.

“I didn’t admire him after he tried to ruin our wedding. But he’d been so determined, so alive. I guess when people get older, they get grumpy and want to take the safe route.”

I grinned. “Such as Mr. Churchill? He doesn’t seem eager to take the easy road.”

A single chuckle broke through. “No, he doesn’t, and good luck to him.” Then he turned somber. “What do you make of that scene upstairs?”

“That must have been quite a fight, to pull the curtain rod out.”

“I think he grabbed the curtains in an attempt to save himself and his weight pulled the rod out of the wall. It might not have been put up securely. There wasn’t much evidence of a struggle besides the curtain rod.”

“It would be hard to surprise someone while carrying a six-foot-long spear.” I couldn’t imagine it.

“Unless he expected someone to bring the tusk to him,” Adam said.

“We should check the ‘hall of horrors,’ as Louisa Porter, er, Manning called it.” I gave him a smile. “The police should be busy upstairs at the moment.”

Adam nodded and escorted me back inside. My heart sank when we found the police, Sir John, and Philip Glenfell in the trophy room.

In a floor-to-ceiling glass case were two narwhal tusks identical to the one upstairs. One of the policemen swung the door open and shut as he said, “And you say there should be three of them?”

“Yes. Of course, there are two. The third is sticking out of…” Glenfell came to a stop, looking as if he were trying not to choke.

Sir John patted him on the shoulder. “Yes. We saw.”

The police sergeant saw us and said, “And who are you?”

Adam drew himself up with a military bearing I wasn’t used to seeing from him. “Captain and Mrs. Redmond. We rode with Sir John while checking on the blackout. We stopped here when we saw light coming from the window upstairs.”

He could have said “Captain and Mrs. Redmond” a few more times. I hadn’t become tired of hearing my new name yet.

“You’re the couple Sir Rupert tried to prevent getting married at St. Athanasius,” the constable said.

“Oh, I don’t think it was anything personal,” Philip Glenfell said. “He just didn’t think she was a member of the congregation.”

“‘She’ is Olivia Redmond, who has attended a great many more services at St. Athanasius than Sir Rupert ever did,” I snapped at him. The dead man had caused so many headaches for the Reverend Garner that we weren’t completely certain until days before the wedding that we’d be allowed to marry in the church.

“No offense meant,” Mr. Glenfell said in a tone clearly meant to offend.

“I don’t think you can speak for Sir Rupert,” I said, finding Mr. Glenfell as obnoxious as Sir Rupert.

Adam put an arm around my shoulders with a grip that held me in place and said, “But we were married there this morning, so everything turned out fine.”

I gave him a too-bright smile and said, “Yes.” I didn’t want to mess up our wedding night any more than it had been already. And being held on suspicion of murder would not be a tale I wanted to tell our children about our wedding in twenty or thirty years.

“Congratulations,” the police sergeant said, eyeing me with some doubt in his expression. “Now, who was here earlier?”

“If you don’t need us for anything else,” Sir John said.

“No, you go on your way, Sir John. You have a job to do for the county tonight,” the policeman said.

I turned, about to follow Adam out when I glanced down at the patterned Oriental carpet. There was something wrong with the pattern along one side by a huge stuffed polar bear. “What is that?”

“It’s a shadow from the bear. Come along, Livvy,” Sir John said.

“There’s nothing to cause a shadow there,” I told him. I walked over and bent down to touch the stain. It came off on my fingers. I held out my hand, dark red smeared on my fingers. “Is that blood?”

The police hurried over to my side. “Maybe,” the detective said. “We’ll get it tested tomorrow. The fight was in Sir Rupert’s room. Probably no connection.”

When I opened my mouth to speak, the constable said, “We’ll take care of it.”

“Thank you,” Adam said, hustling me out of there before I could say another word, the smear still on my fingers. We were quickly followed by Sir John.

Once we were on our way, I asked, “Did anyone tell the police about the missing girl?”

“No,” Sir John said. “Glenfell seems determined to keep any knowledge of the girl’s wandering from the neighbors or the police. I just hope there’s a simple explanation to where she’s been.”

“And the blood on the carpet isn’t hers,” I added. “It is blood. I just hope she’s all right.” Given her father’s comments when he had first reached Summersby House, I suspected she might have run off to London with her boyfriend and married there.

Having an unpleasant family such as the one I had just seen, I wished them well in getting very far away from the Mannings.

Otherwise, a young girl on her own in London could be in serious danger. And her father had made sure no one else was looking for her. It seemed odd he didn’t want his daughter found and brought home as quickly as possible, by whatever means necessary.








Chapter Four




We drove around the rest of the district, but we didn’t see any more lights. “It’s past one. Time we went home and I made my report,” Sir John said.

“Sounds good to me,” Adam said. “Which way is home?”

Sir John was able to direct us in the general direction of the village and beyond there to Summersby House.

We’d not gone far before a man waved his arms as he stumbled onto the roadway directly into our path in front of the car. Adam slammed on the brakes.

I saw him at the same time as Adam did. I gasped and braced myself as I flew forward, but Sir John had been looking at Adam. Without time to protect himself, he only managed to put out one arm as he was thrown against the dashboard. With a hiss of pain, he grabbed his wrist.

As soon as we came to a stop, Adam said, “I’m sorry, Sir John. Are you all right?”

“No, I’m not bloody all right,” Sir John snapped. I understood his anger. He was tired and in pain. “Who is that fool and what is he doing out at this hour? Good heavens, it’s Douglas Manning.”

Oh, great, another one of the Manning clan. The man was now leaning on the hood of our car, gasping for breath. While Adam saw to Sir John’s arm, I climbed out of the car.

“Livvy, wait,” Adam said.

In the light of the half-moon on the empty stretch of road, I had an impression of a pale man in his thirties with blood on his torn clothing. “Douglas Manning? What happened? What are you doing here?”

“I was looking for my niece. Foolish child.” He didn’t seem to take offense at my demanding tone. “I couldn’t see where I was going in this blasted blackout when the moon went behind a cloud and I drove down the embankment. My car’s down there.” He straightened up and turned as if he was going to go down after it.

“Wait,” Adam said, blocking his way. “We’ll give you a ride home. You can get the car tomorrow.” I helped Adam get the man into the back seat of Sir John’s auto and we took off.

“Do you want me to take you home first?” Adam asked Sir John.

“No. You’ll never find your way to Manning’s and back again.” Sir John cradled his wrist as he turned to Douglas Manning. “Any sign of your niece?”

“No. Silly girl. As silly as her father.” He leaned back with his eyes closed. “This is nice of you. I don’t think I could have walked the whole way home. The crash shook me up. Lucky you came by.”

Sir John grunted an acknowledgment.

I said, “I’m afraid there’s some bad news.”

“Worse than telling my father I smashed up his car in a ditch trying to find his foolish granddaughter? I don’t think there is anything worse.”

“There is.”

He opened his eyes and focused on me. “What?”

I took a deep breath. “It’s your father.” When he said nothing as he faced me, I continued. “He’s dead. Murdered.”

“What?”

“Your father’s be—”

“No. No. I heard what you said. I just don’t understand.” He shook his head as if to clear it. “Murdered him? Who? Why?”

“We don’t know,” I told him.

“Have the police been called?”

“We called them.”

He stared at me. “You called them?”

“We saw the light shining from his window and stopped at the house. We went up with Mrs. Glenfell and found your father, and then we called the police. They were there when we left.”

“Good. They’ll sort things out.” He shut his eyes again.

Surprised at Manning’s satisfied tone, I glanced in the mirror and made out Adam’s eyes watching me, his eyebrows raised. What kind of a family had we stumbled across?

When I heard that Sir Rupert had created a furor at the parish council meeting over the first mention of our wedding at St. Athanasius, I had thought he was without any family. I don’t know why I’d thought that. Perhaps because he didn’t attend church regularly, and his family didn’t, either. Perhaps I assumed a family would tone down his unbridled nastiness, which was silly, since I’d never had any effect on my father’s behavior.

With Sir John’s grunted directions, Adam drove us back to Manning Hall. We pulled up in front of the house behind a police car. I watched Douglas Manning climb out of the seat with more ease than I expected, considering the blood and rips on his clothing.

A constable who we’d seen here with the first police car now hurried over to us out of the dark. “What is your business here?”

“I live here,” Douglas said. “I wrecked my car on a side road toward the village looking for my niece and these nice people picked me up. I heard my father’s been murdered.”

“Sorry about not recognizing you in the dark. Sir Douglas.” The constable added, “Looking for your niece?” He sounded surprised.

“Sally Glenfell. She’s been missing since this morning. Well, it must be yesterday morning now. Didn’t anyone tell you?” He gave a growl of impatience. “My stupid brother-in-law.” Douglas Manning nudged the constable aside and stormed into the house.

Adam put the car in motion. “I think that’s our cue to leave.”

* * *

Adam and I didn’t get to bed until well after two and then slept in on Sunday morning. By the time we were dressed and in the dining room for coffee, it was nearly eleven.

Six-year-old Henry strolled in and in a very polite voice asked if he could have a glass of juice. He gave Mary a big grin, now missing the teeth to the sides of his top front teeth, as she brought in more coffee.

“Of course, Henry.” She gave him a wink and he sat down at the table across from us.

Once she left the room, Henry whispered, “We don’t have to go to church today. Sir John’s wrist hurts him something awful and you were all out so late that Lady Abby said there was no point in going to church just to sleep through the sermon.”

“You were in church yesterday for our wedding. Maybe that counts,” I whispered back. “Where are the other boys?”

“Matthew and Gerhard are in the barn working on an old bicycle they found in a shed. If they fix it up really well, they think they can sell it. Mark went over to Ray Long’s to kick a ball around.”

Ray was the son of a nearby farmer who’d been in Mark’s class before Mark went away to public school. They’d stayed good friends despite the differences in their status. “Won’t Ray be going to church?” I asked. Most of the local people were regular churchgoers.

“No. His father stopped going to church after living in trenches in the Great War.” Henry thanked Mary for his juice and took a big swallow before a puzzled look crossed his face. “Why did he live in a trench?”

“That’s where the soldiers lived during the war,” Adam said.

“I wouldn’t do that. I’d stay here with Lady Abby and Sir John and feed the animals.” Another sip of juice and then, “I like my bed. I wouldn’t want to sleep in the mud.”

Adam choked on his coffee.

Suspecting Adam’s reaction was because as an army officer he knew what was coming and completely agreed with Henry’s point of view about living outdoors, I was mopping coffee off my husband when Abby came in. “I’d like tea, please, Mary.”
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