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PROLOGUE



Little Bourke Street was silent. A few yellow lamplit windows showed where midnight oil was being burned in the interests of commerce, but the street was generally as black as a coal pit. Uniformed police flitted into position like wraiths in the darkness. Above the sloping pagoda-like roofs of Chinatown a waxing moon shone down upon them. Then came the sound of a wooden crate being dropped inside a warehouse, and a muffled exclamation in an Oriental tongue. In the brick alley, the uniforms exchanged looks. Detective Sergeant Fraser blew his whistle. The door burst inwards under the blows of a sledgehammer, and the police moved in. Fraser, standing outside in the alley, heard the frightened screams and grinned. He did not follow his men inside. The contraband would be there; he had no doubt of it. There was no need to sully his hands with the actual search.


The moon disappeared behind a cloud, and still he waited. What was taking them so long? They knew where to look: the stuff would be in the silk bales. They must have found it by now, surely. He cursed under his breath. If you want a job done properly, he grumbled to himself, then do it yourself. He raised his truncheon and entered the warehouse. Stabbing beams of torchlight crisscrossed in the darkness.


‘Well?’ he demanded. ‘What are you all waiting for? Christmas?’


There was a breathless pause, and then an electric light was switched on. The warehouse smelled overpoweringly of raw silk and heathen cooking. His men stared at him, unmoving. And standing in the rear, the detective sergeant saw a sight that thrilled his racing senses. This must be the criminal mastermind! The Fu Manchu of Little Bourke Street! The man, dressed in some foreign silk nightrobe in light blue, with a dark blue cap on his head, was speaking in a low, soothing voice to his three pigtailed cronies. They looked terrified, as well they might; but Fraser was perplexed to realise that their leader looked affronted rather than frightened.


‘Hey, you! Chop Suey! You speak English?’


‘Rather better than you do, officer.’


To Fraser’s further astonishment, the man not only spoke English; he spoke it with a posh accent. And he was young for a criminal mastermind. Probably no more than thirty, if that.


Having calmed his associates, the robed man folded his arms in his sleeves and glared at Fraser. ‘Perhaps you can explain the reason for this unwelcome intrusion?’


‘Are these your premises?’ Fraser barked, attempting to seize the upper hand, which he seemed unaccountably to have lost.


‘They are,’ the man agreed.


‘Well, what do you have to say for yourself, Chop Suey? Looks like you’ve got yourself in a spot of bother.’


‘My name is not Chop Suey,’ the man replied with a hint of distaste. ‘It is Lin Chung. And I think you’ll find, officer, that you are in a great deal of trouble.’










CHAPTER 1



The Honourable Phryne Fisher sat at her Bechstein grand piano, a frown marring her Dutch-doll features.


Around her, all was as it should be. Green, purple and white walls formed the backdrop to her piano, its ebony polished to a high sheen. A sage-green sofa and two matching lounge chairs were arranged in a semicircle nearby. A tea table stood ready to bear champagne and canapés at a moment’s notice. A generous wood-panelled fireplace held court beneath its capacious chimney. The floor was covered in a new sculptured carpet (supplied by the Lin family) in blue, grey and crimson. Vases of red roses stood here and there in shapely arts décoratifs vases in improbable shades of blue, green and purple, filling the parlour with their fragrance. From outside the window, a warm afternoon sun shed its radiant beams on her score: a copy of Cole Porter’s ‘Let’s Misbehave’, which she had purchased in a music shop the previous week. She considered the sentiments apposite. It might well be that good girls went to heaven, but they had a dull enough time of it on earth.


She moved smoothly through the opening chords—G7, F9, G7, Cmaj7, C and Gaug5—and the furrows on her brow deepened. She paused, her fingers resting on the ivory keys. The fifth was by no means as augmented as it ought to be. The D sharp was as blunt as a butterknife, without the common courtesy to backslide to D natural; it had instead vanished into the tiny crack between the keys. And the bass notes seemed oddly unsure of themselves. For the present, there was nothing doing with the piano.


She closed the lid gently then rose from the stool and moved to recline on the sofa.


Mr Butler appeared without the necessity for Phryne to ring, and enquired if madam would be wanting anything.


‘A gin and tonic, if you would, Mr B.’


Mr B inclined his head very slightly, and melted away into the corridor, to be replaced by Dot, dressed in her customary shades of brown and with an expression of similarly glum hue.


Phryne waved her companion to a vacant chair. ‘Dot, you look as if you’ve lost a winning lottery ticket in the wash. What’s wrong?’


Dot blinked, sat herself down on the chair’s edge and placed her hands in her lap. She opened her mouth to speak, closed it again, and clasped her hands together. ‘It’s nothing, Miss,’ she murmured.


Dorothy Williams had been Phryne’s lady’s maid, companion and assistant since Phryne’s arrival in Melbourne a year before. And what a year it had been! Dot had been kidnapped, terrorised and driven much too fast in her employer’s Hispano-Suiza. She did not regard herself as courageous, but she had bravely endured all these perils for the sake of Miss Fisher. She looked at her now with devotion. Phryne wore a stunningly beautiful emerald silk dress embroidered with a spray of multicoloured orchids, and Dot’s downcast demeanour brightened momentarily at the sight before lapsing once again into gloom.


Phryne fixed her with a look of unusual severity. ‘Come on, Dot, out with it. Something has upset you.’


Dot gazed at her employer solemnly. She reached into her reticule, drew out a piece of plain cardboard and handed it to Phryne without comment. The uppermost side was blank. Phryne turned it over to find a single word in block letters clearly cut from a newspaper had been glued onto the card with mucilage. Phryne sniffed at the offending object. The glue was not quite dry, indicating that it had been assembled that very day. The message was brief and to the point. REPENT!


‘Where did you find this, Dot?’


‘It was left in the letterbox today. I went to check the mail because I’m expecting a letter from my aunt. And . . .’ Dot gave an unhappy sigh and gestured to the card. Then she sat up. ‘Though it wasn’t addressed, Miss, so perhaps it was meant for a different house?’ She looked at her employer hopefully.


Phryne laughed lightly. ‘I’m sure it wasn’t. It is no doubt directed at me and my immoral habits. But never mind, Dot. Sticks and stones, you know.’ She leaned forward and patted Dot’s hand in what she hoped was a soothing manner. ‘If someone wants me to repent, with an exclamation mark thrown into the bargain, then they’ll just have to wait along with everybody else, for I have no intention of doing so.’ She put the card on the tea table, took the gin and tonic Mr B had deposited there wordlessly, and reclined once more. ‘If any more of them arrive, you just give them straight to me. If they become a nuisance, we can always ask Hugh Collins to look into it now that he’s been made a detective sergeant.’


‘Oh, Miss, please don’t tell Hugh!’


Phryne tilted her head. ‘Why on earth not, Dot?’


Dot gave another heavy sigh. ‘I think . . .’ Her voice dropped to a whisper. ‘I think Hugh might be going cold on the whole idea.’


Phryne looked at her in astonishment. ‘He doesn’t want to be a detective sergeant?’


‘Not that, Miss.’ Dot blushed with what looked like excruciating embarrassment. ‘The marriage.’


‘I remember the two of you had agreed that he should wait for a promotion before you married, Dot, but that was months ago now. Has something changed in the meantime?’


‘Well, Miss, at first he was talking about setting a date later this year. But lately . . .’ The corners of her mouth turned downwards. ‘Lately I’ve hardly seen him. Just last week we had tickets to the theatre but at the last moment he said he was busy with work and couldn’t come.’ Her brown eyes gleamed with a moistening dolour. ‘I’m wondering if perhaps I’m not good enough for him now that he’s a detective sergeant.’


‘Dot, look at me,’ Phryne commanded. Her companion raised her head to meet her employer’s green gaze with her glistening brown. ‘You are quite certainly good enough for Hugh Collins,’ she said firmly. ‘You must dismiss any thought to the contrary immediately.’


‘Yes, Miss,’ Dot replied obediently.


Phryne took a thoughtful sip from her glass. ‘But now that you mention it, Hugh has been making himself scarce lately. You haven’t argued, have you?’ An unwelcome thought suddenly struck Phryne between the eyes. ‘Dot, is he still insisting that you should give up working for me after your marriage?’


Dot nodded, but far from encouraging further waterworks her face was now registering resolute determination, with a side serving of mulish obstinacy. ‘He tried, Miss, but I’ve told him that I’m going to keep on with you. At least until . . .’ Dot coloured, as she generally did when corporeal matters obtruded into the conversation.


‘Even when you are Expecting, Dot, there’s no reason for you to give up working if you don’t want to,’ Phryne said briskly. ‘You are my right-hand woman. Hugh will have to learn to live with it. And I’m sure he will respect you more for sticking to your guns.’


‘That’s what I thought, Miss. Or rather, that’s what I hoped, because I will be—sticking to my guns, I mean.’


Phryne nodded approvingly. ‘Good for you, Dot! Now, don’t you worry any more about Hugh. He’s an honest and transparent young man, and I think you can safely assume that he is telling you the unvarnished truth when he says he’s busy with work. Anything else in the letterbox?’


‘Just this.’


It was a postcard from Phryne’s friend and fellow pilot Bunji Ross, who, it seemed, had flown her biplane to Bendigo. Phryne read the scrawled message with a smile.




Dear Phryne,


Jolly little place they have here. Not so little, actually. A spiffing ride up, though I ran into some rough weather around the hills. For a good minute I couldn’t see anything except rain, and rather too much of that. Did you know they have their own Chinatown here? Might be worth a visit, considering your interest. Anyway, pip-pip. Come for a spin with me some time?


Love,


Bunji





She turned the card over. The picture showed what was presumably the main street of Bendigo. A gigantic municipal edifice frowned in the centre, surrounded by gently rolling hills. Motor cars meandered along streets, and over all loomed a threatening sky. As a selling point for their township it seemed somewhat outré, but they were clearly very pleased with it. Phryne had never been to Bendigo, and it might well repay a visit.


‘And there was this,’ Dot continued, proffering a thick, creamy envelope that exuded expensive good taste. ‘I haven’t opened it, Miss, because it’s for Ruth and Jane.’


Phryne took it from her and saw that Misses Ruth and Jane Fisher, 221B The Esplanade, St Kilda was inscribed on the front in matchless black copperplate calligraphy. She turned it over, and revealed the sender to be Mrs M. Reynolds of 47 Banool Avenue, Kew. ‘I have a strong suspicion this is a party invitation, Dot—I can feel the crinkled edge of a card inside. It looks as though Ruth and Jane have been accepted into high society.’ She grinned at her companion. ‘Well, that is a turn-up, is it not? Whether they will want to sally forth into said society is another question, but it is pleasing to know they will have the choice.’ Phryne was exceedingly proud of her adoptive daughters, and the dazzling transformation they had undergone since she had extricated them from lives of dismal poverty and domestic servitude.


‘Just as you say, Miss.’


At that moment, the girls in question could be heard approaching the front door. They appeared to be arguing at a steady mezzo-forte, which was unusual enough to cause Phryne to raise an eyebrow, relations between the girls being generally harmonious. The door opened, and was slammed shut with unnecessary force.


‘Ruth? Jane?’ she called. ‘Come and say hello, if you would.’


The parlour door opened with commendable tranquillity and the girls stood on the carpet before her. Phryne regarded their immaculate school uniforms: box-pleated navy skirts, navy jackets, the finest silk stockings money could buy, gleaming black leather shoes and straw boater hats with silk ribbons around the brim. Not for the first time, Phryne wondered how many more children with miraculous talents laboured unseen and unappreciated in the slums. There was no doubt the girls had blossomed like rare orchids at Presbyterian Ladies’ College.


‘So how was school today, ladies? And what bone of contention has caused you to imperil the very fabric of my front portal?’


‘Sorry, Miss Phryne.’ Ruth was generally more forward in speech, and she took up the running at once. ‘But it’s our school! They’re sending us to the Blind Institute!’


Phryne regarded her daughters with some surprise. ‘So far as I am aware, you both possess excellent eyesight.’


Jane, standing a little to the rear, proceeded to expound further. ‘It’s the Good Works program, Miss Phryne. Ruth and I are being sent to the school for the blind. I think it will be most illuminating, if that isn’t a contradiction, but Ruth doesn’t agree.’


‘Neither of us can read braille,’ Ruth grumbled. ‘I just don’t see how we can be of any use there.’


‘You really won’t know until you go, Ruth,’ Phryne interposed.


‘And it’s only for four days over two weeks,’ Jane added.


‘Then it will soon be over,’ Phryne said consolingly. She patted the sofa. ‘Now, come sit down, girls—something came for you in the post.’


The girls sat, and Phryne held out the envelope.


Jane opened it, and then she and Ruth stared at the contents in mystified silence.


‘So?’ Phryne prompted.


‘It’s a party invitation. To Frances Reynolds’ sixteenth birthday.’ Ruth and Jane exchanged a meaningful look. ‘It’s in two weeks’ time.’


‘And who is Frances Reynolds?’ Phryne enquired. ‘Am I right in thinking that she is one of the fashionable girls at school?’


‘Yes, she is,’ Jane answered. ‘But I’m not sure we want anything to do with her. Ruthie? What do you think?’


Ruth coloured. ‘Miss Phryne, she was the girl who bullied Claire! She pretended to like her and then insulted her in front of all her friends!’ She shook her head. ‘If Claire hadn’t felt so isolated at school, she might never have got herself embroiled with Tom.’


Claire’s entanglement with Tom—a schoolmate of Tinker, the third of Phryne’s adopted children—had led to her accidental death, the mystery of which had been unravelled by Phryne’s charges.


‘I see,’ said Phryne. ‘So you consider this Frances to bear some responsibility for Claire’s death. Have you made your feelings known to her?’


‘Oh yes,’ Ruth answered. ‘I told her off. I called her a bully and a coward.’


Jane looked at her sister in surprise. ‘I didn’t know that, Ruth. That was very fine of you. Well done!’ Jane frowned. ‘It seems odd that she would then invite us to her party.’


‘I know,’ said Ruth, puzzlement writ large on her face. ‘Frances’s sixteenth is the party of the season. I never dreamed we’d be invited—and I’m not sure we should go. What do you think, Miss Phryne?’


‘Well, you must decide for yourselves what to do, but it seems to me that the invitation is an extension of an olive branch—perhaps even an admission that you were right, Ruth, and she was wrong.’


The girls looked at each other and nodded. ‘All right,’ Ruth conceded. ‘We’ll think it over.’


With that, the girls rose and exited the room in the direction of the kitchen, where Mrs Butler would have a jug of fresh lemonade and scones and jam ready for them.


‘Well, Dot,’ Phryne said, taking up the card urging her to repent, ‘the letterbox was certainly full of surprises today.’
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Dot returned to her room and prayed for Miss Phryne. Early in her employment, Dot had been so troubled by Phryne’s amorous adventures that she had taken herself off to a distant church and confessed that she was labouring in a House of Sin. The anonymous priest had thereupon leaped to the conclusion that Dot was working in a brothel, and asked for further scandalising particulars. On receiving Dot’s exposition—she had taken care not to reveal Phryne’s name, as she had sworn never to reveal her employer’s secrets—the priest had assured her that her employer was clearly a remarkable woman, and doubtless a vessel for Divine Grace regardless of her sins; that the latter were certainly not Dot’s responsibility; and that Dot should pray for the salvation of Phryne’s soul. Dot, whose conscience had been eased by the exchange, had set about this task assiduously.


Phryne, meanwhile, lay on the bed in her luxurious bedroom and considered the anonymous missive again. REPENT! She wondered who could possibly be responsible. Her neighbours? It seemed unlikely. She had lived on the Esplanade for nearly a year and she barely knew them. They seemed to be shy, retiring folks who tended their small gardens and politely discouraged intimacy. They had exhibited no interest whatsoever in Phryne and her household.


She lay back on her pillow and accepted some caresses from Ember, who rubbed his furry black head against her hand and purred like a small, well-satisfied locomotive.


While she had been quick to allay her companion’s concerns, she would nonetheless be on the alert for any subsequent activity on the part of the unknown correspondent. She recalled Hugh Collins’s account of a crime which had begun with anonymous letters and ended up in full-blown assault.


‘I couldn’t get the sergeant to take it seriously!’ he had complained, his pink features alight with outrage. ‘It turned out it was a lonely bloke who was too terrified of the girl down the street to ask her out. So he started leaving notes for her in the letterbox.’


‘And she reported it to the police?’


‘Yes, Miss. She didn’t know who it was, but she was scared. I wanted to investigate, but the sergeant reckoned leaving notes wasn’t a crime and I shouldn’t waste my time on it. Then one day the fellow attacked the poor girl outside her house!’


‘Was she all right?’ Phryne asked, aghast.


‘She fought back, Miss, you’ll be pleased to hear, and her cries attracted some passers-by, who were able to detain him until we arrived. He was fined ten quid and given a stern warning to bring his toothbrush if he ever tried it again.’ Hugh had shaken his head in frustration. ‘If we’d only warned him off earlier, it could have nipped the whole thing in the bud.’


Phryne was only too aware that the police force as a rule took an indulgent view of lovesick young men and their unwanted attentions. Hugh’s outrage was all the more commendable. Hugh at least realised that these matters could escalate if allowed to proceed unchecked. Still, a single message was probably nothing to worry about . . . But even as she had the thought, she felt a distinct pricking in her thumbs. Phryne had learned to trust her thumbs. She stared down at them, and decided that what they really needed to hold was a cocktail. Preferably a sidecar. She rang the bell for Mr Butler.


In accepting her cocktail she had a sudden inspiration. ‘Mr B, have you received any impertinent anonymous messages lately?’


Mr Butler’s eyebrows rose. ‘Yes, Miss. It so happens that there was one in the letterbox yesterday. I didn’t want to trouble you with it.’


‘And do you have it still?’


The butler inclined his head. ‘I kept it, in case it might be needed as evidence.’


Phryne sipped from the glass and narrowed her eyes. ‘Do please bring it to me, Mr B.’


Mr Butler withdrew, and returned promptly with his gleaming salver, which he presented with eyes slightly averted, as if offering her a deceased rodent.


Phryne accepted the card. WHORE OF BABYLON indeed! ‘Thank you, Mr B. You did rightly.’


‘Have there been other similar communications, Miss?’


Phryne gave him a bright smile. ‘I’m afraid so. But I’m hoping the correspondence will prove fleeting.’


‘Very good, Miss. I will inform you if there are any further such offerings.’


He withdrew once more, leaving Phryne to move from sidecar into slumber.










CHAPTER 2



Frank Hammond was leaning back in his chair and staring out the window across the bay, smirking complacently, when a knock sounded on the door.


‘Come in,’ he called.


The door opened to reveal the expected visitor.


‘Mr Brown—good of you to come.’


‘Well, Hammond, I have your envelope.’


Hammond took it from him and waved his guest into a chair. A quick glance through the envelope’s contents produced a pleased smile. Not a new note among them. Ten one-pound notes, all well worn with constant commerce. He nodded at his visitor. Jet-black hair, regular eyebrows, smooth features. A big player, or so he imagined. Serious tickets on himself. ‘Yes, that’s quite satisfactory,’ Hammond declared. ‘And when will the next consignment be arriving?’


Mr Brown gave a brief, sardonic grin. ‘Not yet. Our clients—or some of their adherents, at least—have been quite troublesome. They have made a report to the police.’


‘I see. And what have you done about that?’


Mr Brown gave an unblinking stare. ‘I have turned it to our mutual advantage.’


‘Oh? Do explain.’


‘I made an anonymous telephone call to a certain detective sergeant of quite exceptional stupidity. I suggested that he should raid certain premises in Little Bourke Street.’


‘And did he?’


Brown smiled. ‘Oh yes. It was a most satisfactory fiasco. Nothing of substance was found; goods were damaged; the proprietor was furious; and the whole affair will be forgotten in a fortnight.’


‘Just one of those embarrassing police blunders we keep hearing about?’


‘Exactly. So we only need to wait a little longer.’


‘Well done, Mr Brown.’ Hammond gave the briefest of grins. ‘I’m sure we’ll meet again.’


‘I expect so.’


Mr Brown departed, and Hammond stared out the window again, musing on the possibilities. If the customer base was causing trouble, they might also feel inclined to take action against Brown. In which case the goods might well be available afterwards, if a man were quick off the mark and spoke to the right people.


He rose, put on his overcoat, and decided to go in search of Wing, with whom—unbeknown to Mr Brown—he, Hammond, already had a secret understanding. It was time this relationship were pursued more closely . . .










CHAPTER 3



Next morning, Phryne awoke early. She opened the window and inhaled the salt and seaweed odours of St Kilda beach. It was a bright day, and the still waters of the bay looked agreeably pleasant. She wrapped her yellow silk robe about her and proceeded down the stairs. The girls were up and about, and Phryne was surprised to see they were not dressed in their usual uniforms. Both wore white blouses with slate-grey skirts, dark blue jackets, stockings, school shoes and their school hats.


‘No school today?’ she enquired.


Ruth shook her head. ‘We’re off to the Blind Institute.’


‘Oh, I hadn’t realised they meant for you to start immediately.


Well, would you like a lift?’


There was taut silence. Jane’s view of Phryne’s driving was akin to Dot’s: a ride in the Hispano-Suiza was an experience to be endured rather than enjoyed. But Ruth dearly loved it, and waved at everyone she passed. ‘Very well,’ Jane conceded with a quick smile. ‘You shall have your ride in Jehu’s chariot, Ruthie.’


‘For she driveth furiously!’ Ruth exclaimed, clapping her hands. Clearly the Second Book of Kings was currently featuring in the school’s Bible study.


Phryne returned to her room to get dressed, casting a glance out the window as she did. It looked a pleasant enough day. And since she was up and about, she might go seeking adventures on her own behalf.


Dot knocked briefly, entered with a cup of coffee on a silver tray, and withdrew discreetly. Someone, probably Mr Butler, had made the coffee thick enough to stand a spoon in, recognising that the lady of the house was unaccustomed to such an early hour. Phryne imbibed it gratefully. Under the influence of industrial-strength caffeine, she felt equal to any task the day might propose. After three cups, you could probably contemplate at least some of the Labours of Herakles.


Dressed in dark blue trousers, a white silk blouse and a light magenta coat, Phryne returned downstairs. Without, the throaty exclamation of the Hispano-Suiza announced that Mr Butler had cranked the mighty engine into uproarious life.


‘Come on, girls.’
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Phryne drove along the wide boulevard of St Kilda Road sedately enough. Ruth’s face was flushed with excitement, and she waved to several pedestrians with her gloved hand as if she were royalty. Jane’s hands were folded in her lap, and she looked down at the leather upholstery on which she was seated in tense contemplation. Phryne pulled up in front of the tall, wrought-iron gates of the Blind Institute precisely at nine.


‘Here we are. I’ll pick you up at three-thirty. Have fun!’


‘Thank you, Miss,’ the girls chorused.


Jane and Ruth alighted to an enraptured audience of purple-clad schoolboys gadarening their way into Wesley College next door. Phryne waved to the schoolboys and accelerated away. Now, whither should she proceed? She had no desire to return home as yet. She pulled over to the side of the road in front of an enormous row of hydrangeas and gazed north. At the end of the straight road she could see the half-built acropolis that was to be the Shrine of Remembrance. Phryne had mixed feelings about this. The less she thought about the Great War, the happier she would be. But Sir John Monash had insisted upon it, and in deference to his wishes Phryne had contributed ten pounds to his public subscription.


She set off towards it, inclining her head as she drove past its mock-Hellenic pillars. The general was not visible today among the toiling labourers; but since he was in charge of the construction there was an excellent chance that, once built, it would stay built. He had been a distinguished civil engineer until the war, but he had volunteered for the army. Phryne was extremely glad that he had. He and Allenby between them had managed to devise methods of waging war, and winning battles, without slaughtering half their own men in the process. She drove onwards and into the city centre. She turned right up the slope of Collins Street, changing gears as she passed Madame Partlett’s boutique. If the girls decided to accept their party invitation, she would take them to Madame for new dresses.


She was momentarily tempted by the prospect of the Windsor, a couple of blocks away on Spring Street, but it was far too early for lunch. And breakfast, though lavish, was only for residents. Turning instead onto Russell Street, she considered the university; she had a friend there, after all. She smiled, remembering how she had helped to recover the Hours of Juana the Mad, a prayer book belonging to the university which had gone missing in mysterious circumstances. The culprit had been Jeoffrey Bisset, lecturer in classics and English. His motives for the book’s removal had been purely altruistic, and thus Phryne had kept his secret. Perhaps she should drop by on the off chance he was about. She remembered, though, that Jeoffrey had complacently let on that his lectures were mostly in the afternoon. Apparently students—and staff—in classical studies liked their beauty sleep, and preferred to start their working day first thing in the afternoon.


She swung down Lonsdale Street to Elizabeth Street, eventually leaving the car in Royal Parade, next to University High School, whose scholars ogled it through the cyclone wire fence with some considerable fascination.


The cloisters at the University of Melbourne might have done justice to Westminster Abbey, save for two things. First, they were built of yellow sandstone rather than the darker hues of that place of serial coronations; and second, the hallowed portals hereabouts lacked the deep indentations caused by a thousand years of devout footsteps. But jolly impressive cloisters they were nevertheless, and Phryne admired them anew. Scholars in academic gowns passed her, and looked with interest at the elegant young woman wearing somewhat shocking blue trousers beneath her white silk blouse and a light magenta coat. She smiled broadly at everyone, following the general principle that she had every right to be anywhere she wished. Thus far it seemed to be working.


The English Department was still where she remembered it, and she presented herself at the front desk, where a middle-aged secretary with her hair in a severe bun seated behind her Underwood typewriter gave her a sharp look. ‘May I help you?’ she enquired.


‘I’m looking for Jeoffrey Bisset, if he’s around.’


As if on cue, the man himself emerged through a nearby doorway. On seeing Phryne, his face lit up. ‘It’s all right, Marjorie—this is the Honourable Phryne Fisher. Lady detective and all that. Very definitely One of Us.’ He held up a sheaf of handwritten notes. ‘Look, Phryne, I have to deliver a lecture on the Lake Poets this morning as a favour to a colleague who’s come down with something. If you’d like to come, I could take you to Naughtons for lunch afterwards.’


Phryne nodded graciously. ‘By all means, let us do that.’


[image: Illustration]


The lecture theatre smelled of well-aged wood and metaphysical boredom. Phryne ascended the wide stairs and took a seat, ignoring the astonished looks from the undergraduates. She was no particular fan of Wordsworth, but the opportunity to see Mr Bisset in action was too good to pass up. She recalled the undeniable attraction she had felt for the man during his madcap escapade. As Jeoffrey proceeded through his notes, Phryne watched the students with an indulgent eye. Some, especially the young women, dutifully filled their notebooks with Jeoffrey’s pearls of wisdom. Several of the younger men seemed to be dozing. One began to snore, and had his elbow jogged by his colleague.


‘A few pages in to Wordsworth’s Prelude,’ Jeoffrey was saying, ‘you begin to realise that the man expected an awful lot from the humble adjective. And to be honest, I do find the whole thing a bit of an effort. And yet—yes, Mr Jacobs? You have a question?’


A long-haired youth with spectacles who had been sitting to Phryne’s left rose unsteadily to his feet and began to orate. ‘Mr Bisset, do you have any comment to make on how these passionate young poets began all afire with revolutionary zeal, and then—with the single exception of Lord Byron—turned their coats? Wordsworth finished his life as the postmaster of Westmoreland, writing pompous reactionary nonsense. Would you care to express an opinion on this?’


The boy sat down abruptly and an awed hush fell over the assembly. This was apparently strong stuff in an English lecture. All eyes turned to Jeoffrey Bisset, who folded his arms and smiled.


‘I am glad you asked that, Mr Jacobs. Lord Byron was always the odd fellow out, you know. If the others had stayed pro-France, then he would have thrown in with the Tories. Although I would suggest that Byron’s heroic struggles for Greece do place him above criticism. Wordsworth, Shelley, Southey and Coleridge? The ancien régime was Europe’s disgrace. Everyone welcomed their downfall until it dawned on them that Napoleonic France was a great deal worse than anything the Bourbons could have dreamed up. We thought the Great War was bad—well, the war with France lasted twenty-two years, with millions dead and whole countries devastated. Bad as the Tories were, there was simply no alternative. And several times during that titanic struggle, England stood alone against the monstrous genius who held all Europe in his iron grip.’


Jeoffrey paused. ‘When you are all struggling through Wordsworth’s Prelude, I would like you to remember that he might well have been a pompous old fool for most of his long life; but he also wrote this.’ Jeoffrey paused for effect, then began to recite from memory, his voice rising in pitch to fill the cavernous theatre.


‘ It is not to be thought of that the flood


Of British freedom, which, to the open sea


Of the world’s praise, from dark antiquity


Hath flowed, “with pomp of waters, unwithstood,”


Roused though it be full often to a mood


Which spurns the check of salutary bands,


That this most famous Stream in bogs and sands


Should perish; and to evil and to good


Be lost for ever. In our halls is hung


Armoury of the invincible knights of old:


We must be free or die, who speak the tongue


That Shakespeare spoke: the faith and morals hold


Which Milton held.—In everything we are sprung


Of Earth’s first blood, have titles manifold.’


There was another tremendous moment of silence. Then, one by one, the students began to applaud. Even Jacobs joined in, and Phryne herself did too, until the sound became a wall of thunder. Jeoffrey Bisset gave a slow, satisfied nod.


The remainder of the lecture was anticlimactic, but the atmosphere in the theatre had lost its air of torpor. Students scribbled notes furiously, Jeoffrey pointed out intriguing nuances the students had not discovered for themselves, and thus the time passed. When the clock on the wall struck twelve, Jeoffrey gathered up his notes and the students filed out. Phryne walked down the stairs to Jeoffrey, still standing behind the podium.


‘Well, Phryne? What did you think?’


Phryne grinned at him. ‘That was superb, Jeoffrey.’


‘Why, thank you. And now, may I offer you lunch?’


‘No, Jeoffrey—I will offer you lunch. You deserve it. I will never look at Wordsworth in quite the same way again.’


‘My colleague may not forgive me, but I don’t care. There’s no point pretending Wordsworth’s collected works are anything but a Sisyphean struggle. But he really did have his moments.’


‘I take it you know the young rabblerouser Jacobs?’


Jeoffrey led the way through the cloisters. ‘Oh yes. He’s in my Latin class. He’s a fine young man, really. An excellent scholar. I can forgive the Bolshevik opinions of anyone who can write proper Latin poetry. Mind you, it’s a bit too Catullus for my liking.’


‘You don’t admire Catullus?’


Jeoffrey pulled a face, as if tasting a sour lemon. ‘Not really, no. An awful little schoolboy at heart, you know. I rather sympathise with poor Clodia. I doubt she deserved the terrible things he wrote about her.’


And this, Phryne considered, was a most creditable view of that much-wronged woman.


Jeoffrey led Phryne through some rather excellent gardens. There were limes, elms, planes and a number of others which all spoke more of Europe than the Antipodes. ‘They’ve heard about planting local trees but thought better of it,’ he explained. ‘Eucalypts are better suited to the Australian climate, but there’s just one problem with them.’


‘What’s that?’ Phryne asked.


Jeoffrey grinned. ‘When they feel like dropping the odd branch to conserve water, they’ll drop it anywhere—including on your roof, if it happens to be underneath. So the English trees aren’t such a silly idea after all, as long as they remember to keep them watered. Now this, on our left, is the conservatorium. It’s called Melba Hall, after Dame Nellie. It’s not at all bad, as a concert hall. And the classrooms are in there as well.’


‘Is it a good music school?’ It would want to be, Phryne thought, regarding the square, stone building with disfavour; as architecture went, it lacked a great many things.


‘Actually, it is. I was a cathedral singer, you know, so I can tell good music from bad. They recently had their first blind graduate, George Findlay. He lectures at the Blind Institute now.’ Before Phryne could note the coincidence of having come from depositing her daughters there that very morning, he waved his hand towards Royal Parade, which they were approaching, and said, ‘Naughtons is just across the way. They do a very decent steak.’


They paused, while a red rattler tram trundled down the middle of the road and ground to a halt, decanting a variety of folk, most of whom headed into the university grounds.


The tram trundled northwards, and they completed the crossing.


‘Well, here we are.’


Naughtons turned out to be a rather superior establishment in white-faced stone. An agreeable miasma of beer and roasted meat wafted out to greet them as Jeoffrey escorted Phryne through the door marked Ladies Lounge in gold serif.


As Jeoffrey went to fetch their drinks, a smart waitress in black and white shepherded Phryne to a polished dark wood table, and she sat and looked about her. At the next table, two young men were paying court to a sweet-looking girl. The men wore grey suits, clean shoes, garish ties and unconvincing adulthood, and gulped at odd moments from tankards of beer. The girl was apparently paying close attention to their every utterance, while her lemon squash remained before her, untouched. She caught Phryne’s eye for an instant and winked.


Phryne smiled inwardly. The girl was presentable-looking, though dressed demurely enough to pass muster at a vicarage tea party. Female undergraduates were still in the minority, and this did offer them scarcity value. Phryne put the boys’ ages at around nineteen. The girl was probably seventeen. You weren’t supposed to sell liquor to anyone under the age of twenty-one, but Phryne could see the general sense in the police turning a myopic eye. The undergraduates would be Naughtons’ prime source of custom. As long as they behaved themselves . . . well.


‘I hope you like beer?’ Jeoffrey sat himself down and placed a full glass on a coaster near Phryne’s right hand. His own glass had already experienced an ebbing of the tide.


‘Indeed.’ In pursuit of romance she had imbibed far more venomous drinks than Victoria Bitter.


They ordered steaks, as seemed to be the custom, and chatted of this and that as they ate—until Jeoffrey set down his fork and gave her a nervous look. ‘Phryne, I wondered if I could persuade you to have dinner at my house some time?’


In seeking him out, Phryne had been rather hoping such an offer might be made. Yes, she had Lin Chung, of course. But Lin was a busy man these days. His wife Camellia was expecting, and Lin was hardly the sort of man to delegate care of his beloved wife to his domestic staff. And as head of the family firm he had many responsibilities.


‘By all means, Jeoffrey. When were you thinking?’


Jeoffrey lowered his voice. ‘Well, how about tomorrow night?’


Phryne raised an eyebrow. ‘Midweek?’


‘Well, I have a full dance card most days, but I’ve managed to keep Thursdays free this term, which means that on Wednesday nights I can, er, stay up late.’


Phryne, who rarely had a pressing need to rise early and was not averse to late nights, replied, ‘Tomorrow would be splendid, then.’


Jeoffrey reached into his wallet and handed Phryne a plain card on which was inscribed: Jeoffrey Bisset, 27 Lark Lane, Williamstown W16, Tel. AW 873. ‘Would six thirty suit you?’


‘Certainly.’ Phryne stowed the card in her purse.


She refused his polite offer to view the Book of Hours again and returned to the Hispano-Suiza, which had by now accumulated its customary audience of rapt schoolboys. She waved at them as she drove away up Royal Parade.


She returned home along the waterfront of Port Melbourne, which never ceased to charm her. The bay wore a different colour every time she saw it, and today under skies turned cloudy it was gunmetal grey. Two or three yachts patrolled offshore in the breeze, and she smiled to herself. It had been a good day so far. Pausing at an intersection, she checked her wristwatch and, seeing it was now twenty minutes to three, realised there would not be time to return home. She turned left onto Fitzroy Street and headed for St Kilda Road.
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