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Anne Perry was a New York Times bestselling author noted for her memorable characters, historical accuracy and exploration of social and ethical issues. During her career, which spanned over forty years, she wrote a series of Christmas novellas as well as a multitude of bestselling novels including her highly acclaimed Monk mysteries, Thomas Pitt and Daniel Pitt novels and a spy thriller series featuring Elena Standish. Anne Perry was selected by The Times as one of the twentieth century’s ‘100 Masters of Crime’.
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Praise for Anne Perry’s Christmas novellas:


‘A bite-sized mystery that could be fitted in after your Christmas lunch’ Daily Telegraph


‘If Christmas puts you in the mood for a good Agatha Christie, try Perry’ Glasgow Evening Times


‘Delightful . . . The perfect gift for a whodunit addict’ Oxford Times


‘With its powerful message of responsibility and redemption – "We need both to forgive and to be forgiven" – it conveys a moral force in keeping with the season’ Wall Street Journal


‘A Christmas cracker full of rich storytelling, classic conundrums, timeless life lessons and the gift of forgiveness’ Lancashire Evening Post


‘The tale is redolent with Victorian atmosphere, from the hypocritical snobbishness to the rigid social conventions of the time’ Tangled Web
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When Mariah Ellison arrives in the picturesque village of St Helen’s to spend the festive season with her old friend Sadie Alsop, she is shocked to discover that Sadie has vanished. Her husband has no idea where she has gone or when she will return but, thankfully, Mariah has other friends in the village who offer their hospitality.


Once settled, she begins a rigorous search for Sadie that is fuelled by malicious gossip as harsh as the winter snow. Has Sadie run away? Has she been kidnapped? Has someone harmed her? And how long can she survive if she has no shelter from the bitterly cold weather? As Christmas Day approaches, Mariah is increasingly determined to solve the mystery of Sadie’s disappearance and bring her home in time to celebrate Yuletide together . . .









To Alice Romano –
for her friendship.









Mariah Ellison was very comfortable in her window seat on the train, watching the countryside pass by. Winter in London was miserable. Everything was cold and grey. The ice-laden east wind scoured the pavements and funnelled down the open streets. People hurried by, heads down against the icy, stinging sleet. Most of the time Mariah stayed at home and built up the fire in the sitting room of her small house in Kensington.


Out here in the countryside it was different. There was a wide sky with huge patches of blue. The air sparkled. The train passed villages where the trails of smoke were almost instantly blown away from chimneys and dissolved into the air. Here and there, the wind-facing slopes of the hills were white with the first snow. Lower down lay dark, ploughed earth, like giant lengths of corduroy draped over the land, all ridges precisely even. They would soon be misted over with a veil of green, when the winter wheat first showed. It was one of the few good certainties of life.


The future was an unknown land ahead, a new century, and certainly a new king. Victoria was old, and she looked as tired as she must feel. It could not be long now. Would things change slowly? Mariah thought not. Everyone had been waiting too long. The new ideas that had been on the horizon all this time would burst forth. She recognised that inventions such as automobiles were useful. So were a dozen other things. It was the ideas, the casting away of old values, that troubled her. But what frightened her was that, now in her eighties, she felt increasingly old and fragile . . . and vulnerable.


And now she was revisiting the past, a thing she very rarely did, for many reasons. In truth, there was little in her past that she wished to remember. But Sadie Alsop had written to her from the village of St Helens in Dorset, inviting her to spend Christmas with Sadie and her husband, Barton Alsop.


Sadie and Mariah had been friends for decades. Mariah had even lived in St Helens for a short while. She liked the place, but, for other reasons, it was a time she did not remember with any clarity, nor did she wish to. However, Sadie’s friendship stood out, and at one time or another Mariah had gone back to visit. In all these years of her widowhood, she had been free to go wherever she pleased. And now, it was time to see Sadie again.


It was a surprise, this invitation from Sadie. The last time they had parted, about twenty years previously, it had not been with good feelings. Mariah could no longer remember the precise details of the quarrel, but she assumed it was due to her own ill temper. She had changed since then. She had at last faced her own demons, memories of her unhappy marriage and the person she had become because of it that had caused her pain and such a crushing self-loathing that it still hurt. Probably, it always would. But she had discovered that it was better to face the pain than to look away. If she denied it, every dark memory would become monstrous.


At this moment, if she were being honest, she had to accept that she had nowhere else to go, which was entirely her own doing. Her daughter-in-law and grandchildren all had their own seasonal arrangements, and she had not been included.


But that was not the reason why she was sitting here, rattling through the countryside, less than a week before Christmas. It was because she had sensed that Sadie’s letter was a plea for Mariah’s help. She did not know why, or with what, exactly. They had been friends half a lifetime ago, and kept in touch now and then. Only recently had their communication diminished to no more than an exchange of cards once or twice a year. Sadie must be well into her seventies by now. For heaven’s sake, Mariah was over eighty! Exactly how much over she preferred to recall only vaguely.


A little while ago, Mariah would have declined this invitation. Too much trouble for no good reason. And why rake over the details of old grudges, their causes long forgotten? Mariah had been self-righteous, she now acknowledged. It was time to forget it, wipe it out. Her remaining life was too short to be squandered that way. She tired easily, she ached in all sorts of places, and sometimes she lost her balance – she had enough to contend with, and yet she was making an effort.


Mariah had been forced to see herself as others saw her, and it was painful. Not only had she been ill-tempered, but she had been self-absorbed and had frequently seen only the worst in people. She realised now that she had been a coward, too fearful to change – until recently.


She thought back to Sadie’s letter. At first, it had read like a simple invitation to an old friend to visit for Christmas. But when she had read on, she had sensed fear. Even more than that, an undercurrent of despair.


She brought back to mind all she could remember of Sadie. They had liked each other, although they were different in so many ways, physically as well as in character. Mariah was short, and in later years, undeniably heavy. Her hair was thick, even though now it was white, but she was still handsome. Her eyes were dark, as was her complexion. Sadie was taller, slender, fair-haired, and always graceful. Mariah remembered that Sadie smiled a lot, making light of troubles. She was often amused by things that bothered other people.


There was little of that humour in her current letter. In fact, reading it the third time, Mariah could not escape the fact that it was a cry for help. Of course, Sadie did not say so outright. She would never do that, because it would betray the fact that something important had slipped out of her control. In spite of herself, Mariah smiled as memories rushed in, pleasant memories. The two of them had catered parties together, with Sadie never mentioning how many people were coming. She acted as if she were always in command. She baked the lightest sponge cakes, and had an infinite variety of ways to decorate them, or alter the flavour with fruit, cream, nuts or icing. She knew how to bake flaky pastry. ‘Cold hands,’ she would say, when asked. ‘Cold hands, warm heart for light pastry.’


Recalling this, Mariah found herself smiling.


She glanced up and saw that the woman seated opposite her, travelling backwards, was watching Mariah as she sat there smiling to herself, apparently at nothing.


There were more memories going back to the 1860s and longer, and now here she was, looking at the end of the century. Why did she feel as if they were all sitting in a boat without an engine and racing along the river, driven by wind and current, towards a giant waterfall dropping off the cliff into – what? No one knew.


She asked herself: What did you do with your life? but then quickly forced the question and its answers out of her mind. Surely it was a good thing that in Sadie’s time of . . . what, trouble? difficulties? indecision? whatever it was, she had turned to Mariah again, giving her the opportunity to heal some old wounds.


But why had Sadie asked her to come? Because she was an outsider to the village? Because, for all her faults, which were many, she was brave and stood up to people? Was that true? Yes, at times it was. Perhaps it wasn’t courage so much as it was anger, even outrage, if she saw injustice, but even that was courage of a sort. Generosity could call it that. To those less inclined, it was a quick, hot temper and very little tolerance for people who prevaricated because they did not want to commit themselves to an opinion. Or worse, they did not have one.


The train was slowing down. Not only could she see it, she could hear it in the rhythmic clanking every time they passed a joint in the rails. They must be pulling into St Helens. Heaven knew, they had stopped at every other village since London! But that was the only way to get to the small places. And St Helens was certainly small. One high street and half a dozen others with shops of all sorts, necessary and unnecessary, and then a wider web of roads out into the countryside. Two churches: St Helens, which was of course Anglican, and another of some sort of nonconformist religion. And one school.


She recalled that there had been no duck pond on the village green, and still thought this was a mistake. She remembered how she and Sadie had argued about it. Looking back, she realised that the disagreement was not about a duck pond, but about who was right.


The train was slowing even more. In another minute they would reach the station. Then it would be too late to change her mind and turn back. Stuff and nonsense! It was too late when she had said she would come. She had frequently expressed her utter contempt for those who made promises and broke them. She could not afford to be one of them.


The train came to a stop. It was time to ask the porter to lift down her bags from the rack, thank him, and go very carefully down the steps to the platform.


She was here. The sign on the platform said ‘St Helens’. There was no more daydreaming about it, recalling memories and evading the present.


About a half-dozen people got off the train. There was only one porter, and Mariah had two cases she could not lift, let alone carry. She should have brought less. Too late now.


She told the porter she required a cab, and he disappeared to find one for her. The train had actually pulled out of the station when he arrived back. He had been gone perhaps less than five minutes, but the bitter cold made it seem longer. As she stood there, she wondered if they chose windy places to build these stations on purpose. Or perhaps it was cheaper to buy land for the railway where nobody wanted to live.


The porter picked up both of Mariah’s cases and set off down the platform towards the exit. Mariah followed him briskly, her heels clacking on the stone.


A horse-drawn buggy, open to the elements, was waiting by the verge. Thank heaven she had not far to go. She would be a solid block of ice if it were more than a mile or two.


‘Thank you,’ she said to the porter, and gave him sixpence. It was quite a good tip.


The ride down the road brought memories crowding back. The bare trees by the sides seemed smaller than she remembered. They should have been wider, and taller. They were twenty years older, at least! But then the past was often smaller than one recalled. The hedge alongside the road was the same tangle of bushes. She hoped it still had wild roses growing in it, but she would not be here to find out. Perhaps that was just as well. Leave the past where it was! She shivered, and pulled her coat more tightly round her. At least it was not raining.


They were into the village now. The houses looked just as they had always been. Neat gardens, all of them ready for awakening, eager for the spring. Hedges were clipped. Only the laurel leaves were green, and the pine trees, of course. Rose bushes were bare thorny sticks in the ground, but pruned, well cared for. In the summer they would reappear, stronger than before.


They went past the village green, then the driver pulled the horse to a stop. ‘Here yer are, ma’am,’ he announced cheerfully. ‘I’ll get them cases for yer.’


She watched him as he climbed down, and then came to help her. She was glad of his assistance, and thanked him. She paid the fare and then walked up the path. Her throat was tight. What was Sadie going to ask of her? Would she measure up to the task? Had Sadie already asked all her friends in the neighbourhood, and had come to Mariah only as a last resort?


She continued up the well-kept path and rang the doorbell, giving the rope a sharp pull. She could hear it ringing somewhere in the house.


There was no answer.


She waited. It was surprisingly cold on the step. The wind felt as if it were directed at her personally. She pulled the rope again, but harder. This was absurd. Sadie must be expecting her. After all, she had invited her, and had taken the trouble to look up the times of the trains and recommend which one would be best.


She was reaching to pull the bell a third time when the door opened. Barton Alsop stood just inside, staring at her. Mariah remembered him being bigger than he looked now, but he was still imposing, and still handsome. He had not lost much of his hair, although it was greying, as were his eyebrows. He was clean shaven. He used to wear a moustache. This was an improvement.


‘Yes?’ he said sharply. It was a question that suggested not only what do you want? but also who the hell are you?


Mariah was not pleased to have to explain herself. Had Sadie not told him that she was coming? How should she address him? She had forgotten. Was he Barton, or was he Mr Alsop?


It was apparent that he did not recognise her. The driver standing behind her with her cases must surely indicate to him that she expected to stay here. Or, perhaps, somewhere near here. But Sadie had quite definitely said, ‘Stay with us.’


Barton Alsop took a deep breath.


‘Mariah Ellison,’ Mariah said. ‘We have known each other on and off for fifty years. Sadie invited me to stay over Christmas. And she sent me the train timetables, so she knows when I should arrive.’ She stopped. The look on his face would stop anyone.


They stared at each other in freezing silence. There was no sound but that of the wind chasing dry leaves along the pavement.


‘Mr Alsop!’ Mariah’s voice was sharp.


‘You can’t stay here,’ he said abruptly. ‘Sadie isn’t here.’


‘When will she be back?’ Mariah demanded. ‘I can’t stand here on the doorstep all afternoon!’


His face was pale, his skin tight, as if it were stretched over his bones. ‘You can stand here as long as you like,’ he said. ‘Sadie isn’t here. She’s gone. I don’t know if she’s ever coming back. You’ll freeze out there, but you can’t come in. It isn’t decent, apart from anything else. The pub has a room above the bar, if you don’t know anyone else. But I can’t help you.’ And with that he stepped backwards into the hall and slammed the door.


Mariah stumbled along the path, back to the gate and the waiting cab. The driver followed behind with her bags. After he had assisted her into the seat, he climbed down and stowed her bags again. His face told her that he was troubled.


‘You all right, ma’am?’ he asked. ‘He didn’t—’ He stopped. Clearly, he did not know what to say next.


‘Thank you.’ She swallowed, momentarily stuck for words.


‘I know Mrs Alsop,’ the driver said. ‘She’s a nice lady. Is she all right?’


‘I don’t know,’ Mariah admitted. ‘It was . . . it doesn’t make any sense. She invited me.’ Why was she explaining to a driver? Because he was the only one listening. ‘I have to find . . .’ And then she stopped. Find someone to make sense of what had happened? Someone to put her up for the night, at least?


‘Somewhere to sit down and have a hot cup o’ tea?’ the driver suggested. ‘You have friends here, in St Helens, I reckon, as I’ve seen you before a while back.’


That at least made sense. ‘Yes. I’ve been here. Quite a long time ago now.’ She had no idea where else to go, but she could not stay here in the street, in front of a house where she was clearly not welcome. ‘Thank you,’ she accepted. ‘I think if you take me to Mrs Spears’ house, she might know what’s happened. And where Mrs Alsop is.’ She gave a tiny shrug, no more than a gesture. She felt exhausted. And bruised. She had done nothing except walk along platforms and sit in trains all day. The more Mariah thought about Sadie’s absence, the more concerned she became.


‘Right, ma’am,’ the driver nodded, and he drove away. He did not need to be told where the Spearses lived, which was a good thing, because Mariah could remember that it was Bedford Street, but had forgotten what number.


The village was peaceful, just as she remembered it. Hardly any sound other than the horse’s hoofs, and the hiss of wheels in the slush from earlier snowfalls. A boy went by on a bicycle, ringing its bell cheerfully.


Along the high street Mariah recognised the same shop fronts she had always known, and a few new ones. The towering oak on the main road junction was ancient, its gnarled roots like snakes breaking the acorn-strewn ground in its shade. An old man was roasting chestnuts over a brazier beneath it. Was he one of the men who had been doing that, and in the same place, fifty years ago, when Mariah first came here? He looked the same, but perhaps memory painted him that way.


They passed the village green. It was neatly mown around the paths that crossed it. The few trees looked, from the way the branches grew, like flowering cherry. There used to be swathes of daffodils in March and April, but there was still no village pond. They should have made one, to have ducks in it and to give children the joy of feeding them.


The carriage turned from the meandering Main Street into the best residential area, a matter of four or five streets, with the church of St Helens in the centre.


‘They have a forsythia bush in the front garden,’ Mariah said to the driver. ‘Or at least they used to have.’ She listened to herself and decided that she sounded idiotic. This was awful. If she were not so thrown off balance and worried about Sadie, she would have felt profoundly ridiculous. And here she was, dependent on this cab driver. It meant she had lost control of events.


‘I remember that, ma’am.’ The driver’s voice broke through her thoughts. ‘I know just where the house is. Take you straight there, don’t you worry.’


There was only one safe and suitable answer. ‘Thank you.’ She meant it sincerely.


The driver was as good as his word. Five minutes later they drew up in front of the house, with the lawn before it and a seven-foot-high bare forsythia bush, which was now a small tree that would be ablaze with flowers in the early spring.


‘Thank you,’ Mariah said again, for a moment almost choked with relief. ‘Yes, thank you.’ She relaxed as she watched him climb down onto the pavement and walk up the pathway to the front door. He knocked. The door opened at once and a man stood just inside. He was slender and his hair flopped loosely over his brow. It was light grey, as if it had once been light brown. The lines on his face were deep, but they spoke of an easy smile.


Mariah recognised John Spears. She felt the years slip away, and wished those years had been different. Her years, that is, filled as they were with humiliation, anger and regret. Did she really win against it? Or was she trying now to convince herself that it was all dealt with?


The driver was talking to John, who had not given the gig and its passenger more than a glance. Now he looked past the driver and directly at Mariah. He gave the driver a quick pat on the arm, then walked past him and down the path to the pavement. He stopped a few feet from Mariah. ‘How are you?’ he asked. ‘You must be tired, coming all the way from London, and then to find this.’ He smiled very slightly. ‘I didn’t know you were coming, or I’d have tried to warn you.’


Mariah was at first warmed by his pleasantness, but it did not explain anything. ‘Do you know where Sadie has gone to? She invited me and knew I was coming today. She even looked up the trains to save me having to do it. It must have been very urgent for her to go away at this time. You don’t invite someone to stay with you, and then disappear!’ She was aware how sharp her voice sounded, as if she were somehow accusing John of something. She closed her eyes for a moment, and took a deep breath. ‘I’m sorry.’ She was unused to apologising.


‘It’s not your fault,’ John said quickly. ‘Nobody knows where Sadie went, or why, or whether she will be back tonight. At least nobody will admit to it. It is a trifle worrying. Why don’t you ask the driver to carry your cases to our front porch, and you can come in and have a rest, a cup of tea, warm you up, while we consider what is to be done?’


Mariah suddenly realised how tired she was, even though she had been sitting a great deal of the time. But sitting upright in a train seat is not relaxing at all. The best one could say for it was that it was better than standing. She had dared not drift off to sleep lest she end up somewhere on the south coast. ‘Thank you,’ she accepted. ‘I’m not sure what to do, until I . . .’ How should she finish the sentence? There were too many ifs. If Sadie came back? If she sent a message with instructions? If she asked Mariah to join her somewhere else? But why on earth should she do that? Sadie had lived in or around St Helens most of her life.


John gave instructions to the cab driver, although Mariah insisted on paying him herself, and giving him a good tip for his kindness. She told him so, to his surprise, and hers too! She was not used to thanking service people for doing what she considered was their job.


With the suitcases in the house and the driver gone, John led the way across the hall, calling out to his wife. ‘Annabel! Annabel. We have a visitor. How about tea? It’s just the right time.’


Annabel appeared in the sitting-room doorway. She, too, looked exactly as Mariah remembered her, only older, more faded than the striking woman she had been two decades or more ago. She was still tall, but thicker at the waist, which was not surprising, seeing that she was well into her seventies. Mariah knew that those she had been acquainted with here must be mostly into their seventies or, like Mariah herself, their eighties. To pretend the years had not passed was absurd.


Annabel looked Mariah up and down. ‘Well, my dear, how are you?’ she said warmly.


She only ever called Mariah ‘my dear’ when John was around. It had happened so regularly; Mariah should have remembered that. But she could play the same game, and just as well, if she chose. ‘Very well, thank you,’ she said with more pleasure than she felt. ‘And I see that you are too. You look just the same as the last time I was here, which was ages ago.’ That was a lie. All those passing years were somehow written in Annabel’s face and the wispy hair, greyer than before, the slightly rheumatic hands, larger-knuckled than they used to be. Mariah knew exactly what to look for, because age was evident in her own face and hands as well. But unlike Annabel’s hair, her own had lost none of its weight or lustre.


‘Thank you,’ Annabel smiled sweetly. ‘It must be the country air.’


Mariah lived in London, with its dirt, noise and fog, and beneath it, a burning vitality, but not the country, by anyone’s standards. ‘I suppose you trade one thing for another,’ she said. ‘In London, there are so many things to occupy the mind and feed the imagination. It is said that if you stand in Piccadilly Circus long enough you will see everyone in the world who is anyone at all.’ Let her find some answer to that!


John sneezed. It was probably laughter, very quickly smothered.


You know on which side your bread is buttered, Mariah thought.


‘I suppose if you live there, you would agree with them, if only for good manners’ sake.’ Annabel smiled coolly as she looked Mariah up and down. ‘You look totally exhausted. You must have a cup of tea, and something to eat while we think what we can do to help you. I wish we could offer to put you up, but I’m afraid we simply haven’t the room. But do come in and sit down. You must be exhausted, and you are blue with cold!’ She stepped backwards as if to make room for Mariah, who was still standing in the middle of the hall.


John touched Mariah’s shoulder lightly. ‘May I take your coat?’


‘Of course,’ Annabel answered before Mariah could draw breath. ‘Or you won’t feel the benefit of it when you leave.’


Mariah had to accept, but she sensed that Annabel’s words were intended to sting, and she could not think of an answer to them. She allowed John to take the coat, and turned around to follow Annabel into the large, warm sitting room. It was as if time had stood still. It looked exactly the same as when she had last been here twenty years ago. The armchairs were the same, sagging a little but extremely comfortable, and upholstered with the same rose-patterned chintz fabric as the curtains. She noticed that one chair had been replaced, but upholstered with such a simple design: roses all over, rose shades of pinks and reds. It blended in perfectly. ‘I see you have kept the same chairs!’ she said with pleasure. ‘I am glad. It is such a pretty design.’ She walked over to the one placed beside the fire and sat down. ‘I remember, you always were so clever with patterns.’ That was a lie too, but Annabel could hardly deny it.


John walked in and sat in the chair across from Mariah, on the other side of the fire, but only after drawing up a third for Annabel.


Annabel disappeared from the room, and John sat back, crossing his legs and appearing very comfortable.


‘How is your family?’ he asked. ‘You have a son, and granddaughters, I believe. I hope they’re well?’


Suddenly, the gap in years since she had been here yawned wide. Indeed, even a polite enquiry reminded her how long it was. ‘I’m afraid my son died,’ she said, her voice level and without self-pity. It had never ceased to hurt, but acceptance made it tolerable. ‘My daughter-in-law remarried.’ She remembered this sharply. The scandal had confounded her. Then she had realised how Caroline was liberated, if she could accept it. Edward had been a strict man, but kind. Unimaginative. Was that her fault? Possibly. She had, at one time, thought imagination led to all kinds of time wasted on futile ideas, impractical and self-indulgent. It was a wicked thought. Thank the Lord it had not affected Caroline’s decision one whisker. But it might have hurt all the same.


John Spears was looking at her, waiting for her to continue. Nice manners, or was he really interested? As far as she could recall from previous visits, nothing very much ever happened in St Helens, but an awful lot was imagined, repeated and magnified in the telling. She knew that from Sadie’s infrequent letters.


She glanced at John and gave a little smile. She might as well enjoy herself. Things could hardly get worse! ‘She married an actor,’ she said.


John looked confused. ‘I beg your pardon?’


‘An actor,’ Mariah replied. ‘You no doubt have seen them on the stage?’


‘You mean, in a musical?’ Now he looked nonplussed.


‘I don’t believe so. Rather more Shakespeare. Oscar Wilde, on the lighter side.’ Had she gone too far? Oscar Wilde’s recent disgrace was still spoken of salaciously, or sympathetically. Some people could not help liking the man, and certainly admiring his wit. Others did not like or understand him, and hated him for disturbing their rigid ideas. Mariah wanted to be contrary to both, but ended up siding with Wilde. Wit, real wit, especially of the spiky sort that made one think, always pleased her. It enraged some people terribly when she quoted Wilde, and affected not to know what all the fuss was about when told of his offence. She could tell them that many whom they accepted without question were guilty of far more vile deeds. But that door was locked and bricked up in her mind. She took a deep breath. She might well find herself on the train back to London tomorrow morning. ‘In fact, Joshua reminds me of you. In his manner, that is, his – kindness.’


There was utter silence in the room. The coal settled a little in the fireplace and sent up a bright shower of sparks.


‘Joshua? What an unusual name,’ John remarked. ‘Biblical?’


‘I believe he is Jewish,’ Mariah answered, still meeting his eyes steadily.


‘And you say you like him?’ he asked, as if assuring himself they were still on the same subject.


Mariah burned the final bridge. ‘Yes, I did. I still do. Caroline goes all over the place with him, and is enjoying her life enormously.’


He sat staring at her, as if waiting for the inevitable conclusion.


‘And, of course, my second granddaughter married a policeman,’ she continued. ‘Very happily. And her sister married a Member of Parliament. You could think what you please about that, but I rather like the man.’


‘The policeman, or the Member of Parliament?’ he asked, not quite keeping the sudden amusement out of his voice.


Mariah could imagine him sitting up in bed beside Annabel, she wearing her high-necked pink nightdress, hand to her throat in assumed horror. She would probably be green with envy at the scandal of it all.


Mariah responded, ‘Dreadful cases he’s worked on. You’d be surprised how many of them involve members of the highest society.’


He stared at her for seconds. She knew he was deciding how much of this to believe.


‘I learn from the press,’ Mariah said with a slight smile. ‘I never read newspapers when Edward was alive, but now I do as I please.’
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