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October 8, 1903


We should not have come here!” I shouted over the howl of the wind. Rain swept in great squalls off the ocean, snatching the words from my mouth. It was not a night to be standing on a clifftop in complete darkness. Our umbrella had given up the unequal struggle with the storm on the way from the station and now lay in a rubbish bin, its ribs sticking out like a large dead spider. Daniel had deposited it there despite my protests, stating that it was past all hope of repair.


It was a long walk from the station and not one that should have been attempted on a stormy night. But we had little choice. The directions we had been given were for a delightful afternoon stroll along a cliff path, with blue ocean below us. We had not anticipated that Daniel would be delayed with a last minute problem at headquarters and that what the locals called a nor’easter would arrive at the same time as ourselves.


After changing trains in Providence, then again to a branch line in Kingston, we finally pulled into Newport station, at almost ten o’clock. There was not a hansom cab or any kind of conveyance to be found. The town appeared to be battened down in anticipation of the coming storm. We’d set off bravely enough under Daniel’s big umbrella but once out of the town center, heading toward the cliff-top footpath the full force of the wind had turned the umbrella inside out and ripped it to shreds in minutes.


“Damn and blast it,” Daniel had muttered, no longer apologizing if he swore in my presence now that I was married to him. “We should have waited for the morning. I should not have listened to you.”


“What, and missed a whole day of our honeymoon?” I demanded as I struggled to take off my new hat. It was a jaunty little concoction piled high with ribbons and lace and I certainly didn’t want to lose it over the cliff. I stuffed it into my carpetbag, probably not doing it much good in the process but at least preventing it from sailing off into the ocean. “Cheer up. I’m sure it can’t be far. Newport is only a small seaside town, isn’t it? Just a few cottages, I was told.”


Daniel had to chuckle at this and put an arm around my shoulders. “You wait until daylight and then you’ll see the extent of the cottages.”


In my mind’s eye I pictured a long road like the one leading into Westport in Ireland, with simple whitewashed cottages stretching along the side of the road facing the sea. It would be nice to be spending my honeymoon in a place that reminded me of home, I had thought when Daniel told me of this opportunity.


The walk turned from an annoyance into a frightening experience. We tried to follow a dark little street called Cliff Avenue, but it ended in a pair of high, locked gates, forcing us back to our original route along the cliff—not what we would have chosen on a dark night. No lights shone out through the storm and we could hear the pounding waves crashing onto rocks below us. That cliff path seemed to go on forever and even I began to doubt the sense of wanting to reach our cottage tonight. Luckily the wind was blowing in from the ocean or I should have worried about being swept over that unseen cliff edge to our deaths.


“Are you sure this is the right way?” I shouted, grabbing on to Daniel’s arm. “Are there no roads in this place? Is this cottage not on a proper street?”


“Obviously,” Daniel said tersely. “But it never occurred to me to ask for foul weather directions. I assumed there would be a cab if we needed one.”


I peered into the blackness. “There are no lights. We can’t be near any cottages. Surely the whole population of Newport doesn’t go to bed by nine o’clock?”


“It’s October. None of the cottages are likely to be inhabited at this time of year,” Daniel shouted back. “They are only used in the summer.”


The thought of being the only people in a remote seaside village had seemed desirable when Daniel had presented it to me, our original honeymoon plans having fallen through when Daniel was summoned back to work two days after our wedding. I had borne this with remarkable patience for once, understanding that this was to be the lot of a policeman’s wife. I think Daniel had been impressed by my stoicism and had promised me that we would escape from the city as soon as his work permitted. So when the offer of a seaside cottage had come up, he’d jumped at it. Of course October was a little late in the year for beaches and bathing, but we had other activities in mind anyway. And this part of the country often experienced what they called an Indian summer, with glorious sunny days and glowing fall colors. Just not this year, it appeared.


“Nearly there, I think.” Daniel propelled me forward, his arm still around my waist. “Then a bath and a hot drink will soon bring us to rights. Ah, this way. I believe we follow this wall and it will lead us to the gate.”


As Daniel took my hand and guided me away from the cliff path, there was an ominous rumble of thunder overhead. A few moments later a flash of lightning lit up towering wrought-iron gates. Daniel felt for a latch but the gates refused to open.


“Blast and damnation!” he shouted. “These infernal gates must open somehow.” He shook them in frustration but they refused to budge.


“They knew we were expected today, didn’t they?” I asked. “I don’t see any lights.” I was soaked to the skin, my teeth chattering now, my hair plastered to my face, and my clothes clinging to me. All I wanted was to get indoors to a fire and a cup of tea.


“I don’t understand it. I know the family is not usually here at this time of year, but there has to be a caretaker on the property,” Daniel snapped out the words. “But we have no way of alerting anyone, unless we walk back into town and see if we can reach the place by telephone.”


This suggestion didn’t seem too appealing. “Everything seemed to be closed for the night in town. Besides we can’t walk all the way back,” I said. “We’re already soaked to the skin. I don’t suppose it’s any good shouting.”


“No one would hear us with this infernal racket going on.”


Thunder growled again and once again the scene was illuminated with a lighting flash. It revealed a long driveway behind those gates and in the distance the great black shape of what seemed to be an enormous castle. I stared in amazement.


“I thought you said it was a cottage.”


“I wanted to surprise you,” Daniel replied in an annoyed voice. “The wealthy who own summer homes in Newport call them cottages but they are actually mansions. This one is called Connemara.”


“Holy mother of God,” I muttered. “We’re not getting a whole mansion to ourselves are we?”


“No, we’ve been offered the guest cottage on the property. If only we can find a way in.” He rattled the gates again angrily.


I had been experiencing a growing sense of anxiety. It wasn’t just the howl of the storm and the flashes of lightning. God knows I’d seen enough storms on the West Coast of Ireland. It was something more. “Daniel, don’t let’s stay here,” I blurted out suddenly. “Perhaps we should go back into town after all. There is bound to be a hotel or inn of some sort where we can spend the night. The house clearly doesn’t want us.”


Daniel gave me a quizzical smile. “The house doesn’t want us?”


“I’m getting this overwhelming feeling that we shouldn’t be here, that we’re not wanted.”


“You and your sixth sense,” Daniel said. He was still prowling, staring up at the gates and the high stone wall. “You’ll feel differently when we’re safely inside. I am determined to find a way in, even if I have to scale that wall.”


A great clap of thunder right overhead drowned out his last words and simultaneously the world was bathed in electric blue light. I was staring up at the house and I saw a face quite clearly framed in an upstairs window. It was a child’s face and it was laughing with maniacal glee.


I let go of the bars of the gate as if burned. “Come away!” I shouted. “We shouldn’t be here.”
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Easy now.” Daniel grabbed me as if he sensed I was about to bolt like a spooked horse. “I didn’t think a wild Irish girl like you would be frightened of a little storm.”


“Didn’t you see it?” I asked.


“I can’t see a blasted thing,” Daniel said. “It’s pitch dark.”


“The face at the window. I saw a face at that window in the turret, Daniel.”


“Then at least the place is occupied,” Daniel said. “Let’s hope the person saw us and is sending down someone to unlock the gates.”


“It was a child and it was laughing. A rather alarming face, actually.”


We waited. No lights shone out. The storm raged on, the wind howling through the trees and making them dance crazily. I kept staring up at that turret, waiting to see the face again.


“I’m damned well going to scale that wall if I have to.” Daniel eyed the solid eight-foot stone speculatively.


“And what good would that do? If the gates are locked, you won’t be able to let me in and I certainly can’t scale a wall like that.”


“I thought lady detectives could do anything a man could do. Didn’t you tell me that once?”


I was in no mood to be teased. “I’m going back to town,” I said. “If we stay out in this much longer we’ll catch our death of cold.”


“Give me a boost up,” Daniel said, ignoring me. “I think I could climb it right here.”


“And if you can’t open the gate or get back over? You propose to spend the night on one side of the wall with me on the other?”


“Don’t worry. I’ll rouse someone in the main house.”


He started to climb the rough stone of the wall.


“Come on, give me a push.”


“Don’t tempt me,” I snapped. He laughed. I relented and pushed. It seemed strange to have my hands on a gentleman’s person, even if we were alone in the darkness. He heaved himself higher with a grunt then swung a leg over the top of the wall. A moment later he disappeared and I heard a yell.


“What happened? Are you all right?”


“Holly bush,” came the faint words. Then he appeared on the other side of the gate.


“Ah, I see!” he shouted. He bent to raise some kind of pin from the ground and miraculously the gate swung open with a loud groaning sound.


“Let’s just hope they don’t have watchdogs patrolling the grounds,” I said as Daniel retrieved our bags and helped me through.


“They’d have shown up by now. Besides, we are expected. They would have locked up the watchdogs.”


“Not exactly what I’d call putting out the welcome mat,” I said. “Who exactly was it who said we could stay here? One of the servants?”


“Alderman Hannan himself,” Daniel said. “It’s his house.”


“Alderman? I didn’t realize you hobnobbed with aldermen.”


“Ah. There’s still a lot you don’t know about me,” he replied with a hint of that typical Daniel Sullivan swagger that I had found in turn attractive and annoying.


We made our way cautiously up the gravel drive toward the dark looming shape of that castle. Not a single light was visible and I hesitated to go up the steps toward that imposing front door.


“You said we’re supposed to be in the guest cottage.” I grabbed Daniel’s arm and held him back. “Shouldn’t we try to locate it?”


“Amid acres of woodland?” Daniel replied and I could hear the tension rising in his voice. “We’re likely to blunder over the cliffs.”


“Then what do you propose we do?”


“This,” Daniel said. He went up the steps, lifted the knocker, and hammered insistently. We heard the sound echoing inside but there was no response.


“Now what?” I said. A thought struck me. “Are you sure we’ve got the right place? It wouldn’t be hard to take a wrong turning in all this darkness.”


“Yes I’m sure,” Daniel said, not actually sounding very sure. He stepped back from the door and peered up at the house. “Yes I’m sure this is it. I’ve seen pictures. I’ll try knocking again.”


“Someone must be with that child in the turret,” I said. “I suppose a nursemaid could have gone to sleep by now and the child wouldn’t realize that we wanted to get in.”


“We can’t stand on the doorstep all night,” Daniel said irritably. “Really, this is too bad of old Hannan.”


“Maybe he forgot to inform the servants,” I said.


Daniel started prowling around again, glancing first up at the house and then out into the blackness of the night. If anything it was raining even harder now—a solid sheet of rain bounced off the gravel of the driveway. Thunder still grumbled overhead.


“There has to be a coach house somewhere,” he said. “A place for their automobiles.”


He disappeared into the storm and then called to me. “Over here! There is a coach house. Let me see if . . .” I heard him rattle a door. “The stable appears to be open. Do you mind spending the night with the horses?”


“Anything is better than this.” I ran through the curtain of rain toward him, although I don’t know why I bothered to run as there was no way I could be any wetter. My skirts, now heavy and sodden, wrapped themselves around my legs as I tried to move and I almost stumbled. Daniel reached out to take my hand and then ushered me inside. There was a faint smell of horse but the stalls proved to be empty. No horses in residence. Rain drummed on the roof and thunder still growled, but farther off now.


“Ah, this will do nicely,” Daniel said. “Clean straw. What more do you want?”


“A hot meal, a bath, and a fire would be lovely,” I muttered through chattering teeth. “But anything is better than being out in that rain. I don’t ever remember feeling so drenched.”


It was pitch dark in the stable and we felt our way forward until we came to an empty stall lined with straw.


“You better take off those wet clothes,” Daniel said. “Let’s hope some of the things in our valises have remained dry.”


My hands were freezing. I fumbled with the clasp of my valise and found what I hoped was my nightgown. It felt damp, but that might just have been my cold wet hands. I was now shivering uncontrollably and felt near to tears. I swallowed them back. There was no way I wanted to expose a weakness to my new husband. I tried to undo the ribbon that tied my cape at my chin. My fingers refused to obey me and the knot had become sodden and immovable.


“It’s no use. I can’t do it!” I shouted angrily.


“Do what?” Daniel asked gently.


“Take off my cape. I can’t undo the knot.” I must have sounded like a small helpless child because he put his arms around me.


“It’s all right,” he said. “We’re safe now. And you have a husband who is happy to undress you.” I felt his hands at my throat. “Blasted knot,” he muttered after a struggle. “I’ll just have to break the ribbon.”


I started to protest. It was my new traveling outfit, part of my trousseau. But then I didn’t want to wear it all night either. Daniel yanked and pulled and I heard fabric ripping as the sodden garment fell away from me. “That’s taken care of that,” he said, throwing it to one side. “Turn around.” Then his hands moved from my cape to my dress, patiently undoing all the hooks. “Thank God you don’t wear a corset,” he muttered. “I think that would be beyond me.” His hands lingered on my body. “My God, you’re cold,” he said. “Get something dry on you quickly.”


“My nightdress is completely damp,” I said. “I don’t know what else to wear.”


I heard the click of his valise. “Here, take my nightshirt.”


“Then what will you wear?”


“I’ll be all right. I expect my underwear is dry enough.”


I heard him struggling to take off his own clothes, then he said, “Come here,” and enveloped me in his arms.


“You’re as cold as I am,” I said, feeling his half-naked body pressing against me.


“We’ll soon get warm now.” He pulled me down with him into the straw. I lay against him, resting my head against his chest.


“Now this reminds me of another time,” he added. “Do you remember?”


“Of course.” It had been long ago now. A similar storm, a lonely barn, and the first and only time I had let down my guard enough to give in to Daniel’s lovemaking. A lot of water had passed under the bridge since that night. Then I wasn’t sure he would ever marry me. And now I was his wife, lying in his arms quite legally. I snuggled up to him, feeling better already.


“I’m glad this isn’t our actual honeymoon,” Daniel muttered. “It would be one hell of a way to start our marriage, wouldn’t it?”


“Oh, I don’t know,” I whispered. “Rather romantic, if you ask me.”


“If you don’t mind this dratted straw scratching and tickling and the wind whistling through the cracks in the door.”


“I know a way to take your mind off it.” I nuzzled against him. Daniel needed no second invitation.


I awoke to a shaft of bright sunlight falling on me and to a vast figure standing over me.


“Holy mother of God!” a voice muttered. “What have we here? Gypsies? How in heaven’s name did you get onto the property? Go on, be off with you immediately before I call the police.”


Daniel sat up, eyeing the figure blearily. “Good morning,” he said. “I take it that you’re the housekeeper, and I also take it that you’re either deaf or a sound sleeper.”


“What for the love of Mike are you blathering about?” She spoke with a thick Irish brogue, sounding almost like a vaudeville stage Irishwoman.


I was now awake enough to notice that she was a large elderly woman dressed entirely in black, and she was standing with her hands on her hips.


“Only that we stood hammering at the front door last night and nobody let us in,” Daniel said. “So we had to resort to sleeping in the barn.”


The woman removed her hands from her hips and raised them in a gesture of horror. “Jesus, Mary, and Joseph! Don’t tell me that you’re Mr. and Mrs. Sullivan.”


“We are indeed,” Daniel said. “So you were expecting us. And yet the gate was locked and nobody answered our knocking on the front door. A fine welcome if you don’t mind my saying so.”


“God forgive me,” she said. “I waited for you until past nine o’clock and then I didn’t think you would possibly come so late and in that storm. I’d been told to expect you early afternoon, so I assumed you’d been delayed and would be arriving today. So I locked up as usual. I don’t sleep on the premises while the family is not here, you see. I go back to my own little house in town. And the master is very particular about everything being locked safely for the night.”


I sat up too, aware that I probably looked somewhat immodest with my legs showing below Daniel’s nightshirt. “So you’re telling us that that there was nobody in the house last night? But I saw a face at the window—a child’s face.”


“A child’s face?” I saw the color drain from her cheeks as she gave me a momentary look of alarm. Then she forced a smile. “It must have been a trick of the light, my dear. There’s nobody in the house. Certainly no children. But where are my manners?” She became spritely again. “I’m Mrs. McCreedy. And it’s a terrible welcome to Connemara you’ve had. Let me take you to your quarters and I’ll cook you a nice hot breakfast.”


She stepped outside discreetly while we tried to locate enough items of dry clothing to dress ourselves, then we followed her past the looming rough stone walls of the castle and down a path to a small cottage nestled among trees. What’s more it looked like my definition of a cottage this time, whitewashed and thatch roofed, just as one would find in Ireland. The trees that surrounded it were already turning gold and red so that it made a charming picture with the blue ocean beyond. I gave a little gasp of pleasure.


“Reminds you of home does it?” the woman said. “I know. I get quite homesick myself every time I look at it. I’m from Galway myself, and I can hear that you’re from that part of Ireland too.”


“A village near Westport,” I agreed. “And Alderman Hannan must be from the region himself if he called his home Connemara.”


“He is indeed,” the woman said. “The family fled from Galway in the great potato famine. He came to America as a young child. Both his parents died when he was twelve years old and he’s been supporting the family ever since. I wouldn’t say he’d done badly for someone who came with nothing, would you?”


I turned back to look at the castle. In daylight it was not quite so foreboding, but it had been definitely built to look like an old bastion, such as one would see in the Irish countryside. The walls were of rough-hewn stone, partly covered with ivy and Virginia creeper that had turned to a delightful shade of red. The windows were arched and recessed, there were crenellated battlements along the roof and in the corner a turret rose—with a window in it. A window at which I could swear a child’s face had appeared last night. All around it were perfectly manicured grounds, with stands of trees, flower beds, a tennis court, an ornamental fountain. The whole scene was framed by blue ocean beyond.


“The grounds are beautiful,” I said. “I’m not sure it would be my choice of house.”


“Nor mine,” she said. “I’d go for comfort myself and the way the wind whistles down those high hallways in winter makes the place impossible to heat.”


Daniel, I noticed, had not been contributing to the conversation. I suspected he did not like being caught out in such a disheveled state. His pride and dignity had been hurt and they were important to him. The housekeeper seemed to realize at the same moment that she and I had been ignoring Daniel. She turned back to him. “So you’re a friend of the alderman are you, sir?”


“Not a friend but the alderman and I are acquainted. And when he heard that our honeymoon had been ruined, he was kind enough to offer me the use of this place.”


The woman’s face broke into a smile. “Oh, yes, he’s a kind and generous man. As softhearted as they come when he wants to be, although I hear that in business he’s as ruthless as a tiger.”


“Is he now?” Daniel said.


We had reached the front door of the cottage.


“And it is your honeymoon too. Fancy that,” Mrs. McCreedy said. “Well, that nasty old storm has passed now. You can set about enjoying yourselves.” She opened the front door and stood aside for us to step into the hallway. The house certainly didn’t smell like a cottage from home. For one thing there was no lingering smell of peat fire, nor that combination of damp and furniture polish that one equates with old houses. This was a new house made to look old, which was confirmed when Mrs. McCreedy said, “You’ll no doubt be wanting a bath. There’s a lovely bathroom upstairs with the bedrooms. And plenty of hot water too.”


We needed no second urging. Half an hour later we came downstairs looking civilized to find eggs and bacon waiting for us. The horrors of the night before were forgotten.


“Well, I’ll leave you to it then,” she said, wiping down her apron and giving a satisfied nod. “The larder should be well stocked, but if you need anything I’ll be up at the big house. They’ll all be coming this weekend so there’s plenty to be done with bedrooms to be aired out and supplies to be brought.”


“ ‘They’ll all be coming’?” I asked. “The alderman’s family, you mean?”


“The whole lot of them.” Mrs. McCreedy gave us a look of complete vexation.


I looked enquiringly at Daniel. “I thought you said the cottages were not used at this time of year.”


“Nor are they normally,” Mrs. McCreedy answered for him. “Everything is usually shut up for the winter by now, but I gather Mr. Archie is taking part in some kind of boat race this weekend and the alderman has invited the whole family down. But it’s not mine to reason why. He gives the orders and I carry them out. And I’d best get moving if I’m to have everything ready by the time they get here.”


“Are there no other servants?” Daniel asked. “It’s a big establishment for only one woman to run.”


She nodded agreement. “Of course they bring their personal maids and valets, and the alderman always brings his personal chef. Very particular about his food, the alderman is.”


“I could come up and give you a hand if you like,” I suggested.


She looked horrified. “A friend of the alderman giving me a hand? That would never do. But you’ve married yourself a warm and generous young lady, sir.”


“Definitely.” Daniel smiled at me. “Always likes to keep herself busy, this one.” I took in his double meaning. We had debated for months about my abandoning my career when we married. I’d had to agree to give up my detective business—understanding, somewhat grudgingly, that it might compromise Daniel’s position in the New York Police Department. But I’d also made it quite clear that I was not prepared to sit idly and devote myself to housewifely pursuits.


“We do bring in local girls to help out with the cleaning when the family is here,” Mrs. McCreedy paused in the doorway. “Do you need me to arrange for one of them to do your cooking and cleaning while you’re here?”


“Oh, no. I’m sure we can manage,” I said. “I’m used to doing my own cooking.”


“Well, let me know if you need anything. And I’d make use of the solitude now if I were you because things are going to be pretty lively come Friday.”


With that she departed, leaving us alone.
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I waited until the door closed behind her, then I turned to glare at Daniel.


“Did you know that a whole lot of people were going to be here with us?” I asked.


Daniel shifted uncomfortably under my questioning stare. “No, I didn’t.”


“Then why exactly did this alderman invite us here at the same time as his family? Surely it wasn’t the best of times. And a man like that must have had a reason, other than the goodness of his heart.”


Daniel chuckled. “You’re too sharp for your own good. All right, I suppose there must have been a motive, other than the goodness of his heart.”


“I knew it!” I said angrily. “I knew there was something fishy about this. Important men don’t do things out of the goodness of their hearts—not unless they want something. So what does this alderman want you to do for him? You’re not here to work on a case, are you?”


Daniel put his hands on my shoulders. “Calm down, firebrand. I’m not here to work. He wanted to speak to me about something—something that was troubling him, he said. He thought he might have got it wrong.”


“Got what wrong?”


“He didn’t say. He just said he valued my judgment and he’d like me to see for myself. That’s all I know.”


“So you’ve worked with him before? You know all about his affairs?”


Daniel smiled. “I doubt that anyone knows all about his affairs. If anyone could be said to have a finger in every pie, it would be Brian Hannan. He and his brother own a big construction company, as you probably know. They only take on important jobs now—bridges, tunnels, that kind of thing. You might have heard that they’re currently building the subway under the streets of New York. And you know that he’s also involved in politics—he’s been a big noise at Tammany Hall for years and recently got himself elected alderman. And now he’s after even bigger things, so we hear. I think he’s got his eye on a state senate seat, but he doesn’t want to give up his control of Tammany Hall, to make sure he has all those votes in his pocket.”


“Goodness,” I said. “A busy man indeed.”


“Maybe he’s finally bitten off more than he can chew,” Daniel said. “He’s handed over the day-to-day running of Hannan Construction to his brother. And to tell you the truth, we’ve had our eyes on Hannan Contruction for quite a while. They sail close to the wind, but we’ve never managed to nab them yet.”


“What kind of sailing close to the wind?”


“Contract fixing, that kind of thing. With the help of Tammany, of course. But Tammany elections are coming up soon. Brian Hannan wants to make sure his candidate wins. But the rank and file seem to favor a guy called Murphy. So Hannan’s political ambitions may have lost him his influence here. City alderman means that he’s now part of the establishment. That doesn’t always go down well with Tammany. Should be interesting.”


“Do you think he’s invited you here to bribe you?” I asked.


“We’ll just have to see, won’t we?” Daniel smiled again. “And in the meantime we’ll make the most of his hospitality. Let’s see if he’s left us a well-stocked wine cellar.”


“Daniel!” I gave a nervous laugh. I was only just understanding the ramifications of being a New York policeman’s wife. There were rules, but those rules could be successfully bent at the right time and place, so it seemed. At least I didn’t have to worry about Daniel being crooked like some of his fellow officers.


We conducted a quick tour of our little guest cottage. It was simple but adequate—the downstairs consisted of a living room, dining room and kitchen, and two bedrooms upstairs with the bathroom between them. The larder was well stocked and to Daniel’s satisfaction there was a barrel of beer and some bottles of wine. “Let’s go for a walk. The sun is shining,” Daniel said.


“We need to clear away the breakfast things first,” I said.


“I wonder if they have a newspaper delivered up at the big house?” Daniel looked around.


“Don’t think you’re going to get out of doing your share of the housekeeping while we’re here, Daniel Sullivan,” I said. “You didn’t marry a drudge. Here, stack up those plates while I go and run some hot water.”


Daniel sighed but didn’t protest. Half an hour later we were walking through the lovely grounds, enjoying the warm sun on our faces. The occasional downed tree limb and drifts of fallen leaves were the only signs of last night’s fury. Today the air was balmy enough to allow us to walk with no overcoats and the breeze from the ocean was gentle and tinged with just enough saltiness to be delightful. I slipped my hand through Daniel’s arm, still enjoying the new feeling of being a couple. Marriage wasn’t so bad after all. I don’t know why I had protested for so long.


Our route took us away from the big house, through a stand of Scotch pine trees and rhododendron bushes. Suddenly we came out to find ourselves at the top of the cliff with wicked-looking rocks on the shoreline below. There was no fence or wall and Daniel grabbed my arm, dragging me back. “Don’t take another step,” he said. “We don’t know if the edge is overhanging.”


“I’m glad we didn’t blunder too far last night,” I commented. “We might have wound up on those rocks.”


We stepped back as a particularly big wave crashed onto the rocks and the sheet of white spray came up toward us. But the cliff was too high and it didn’t reach us.


“Do you fancy a swim?” Daniel asked wickedly.


“I swam in wilder seas than that when I was a child,” I replied, meeting his gaze. “But that was a long time ago now. I think I’ll stick to more sedate occupations. And I’d like to take a look inside the big house while we still have the place to ourselves, wouldn’t you?”


“It might be interesting to see if Hannan has acquired taste along with money,” Daniel agreed.


We completed the circle by walking past the tennis court, a croquet lawn, and then the fountain. There was even a pretty little gazebo, hidden among trees.


“This place has everything,” Daniel said. “I wonder if Hannan has ever allowed himself enough time to enjoy it. Men like him devote their lives to making money.”


“We are definitely going to allow enough time to enjoy ourselves, aren’t we?” I tugged on Daniel’s arm.


“If I remain a policeman our life will certainly not be devoted to making a fortune like Brian Hannan, that’s for sure,” he said. “And I’ve warned you that I have to work all hours of the day and night.”


“You make it sound so appealing,” I said dryly, making him laugh. He put an arm around my shoulders and pulled me close to him. “We will make time to enjoy ourselves. I promise.”


We came around to the front of the house and my eyes were drawn again to that corner turret. From which window had I seen the face? Was there even a window facing the main gates?


“Are you coming?” Daniel interrupted my reverie. I followed him up those imposing steps to the front door. This time it stood half-open. Daniel peered around it. “Hello!” he called. “Anyone home?”


Nobody appeared as we stepped inside a towering oak-paneled foyer decorated like an old castle with swords and banners hanging from walls.


“I wonder where he picked those up,” Daniel said, peering up at the walls. “Irish castle or theater prop shop.”


“Hush, Daniel, someone will hear you,” I whispered. I shivered, wishing I had brought my wrap. The entry hall felt cold and unfriendly after the bright sunshine outside and I wondered why anyone would choose to build a house to feel old and uncomfortable.


“I wonder where that housekeeper has disappeared to,” Daniel said, pacing impatiently.


“It’s a big place.” I looked around, my eyes following the broad curved staircase that led to a dark gallery. “She’s probably upstairs making beds. We should go out again and ring the doorbell to let her know we are here.”


“Nonsense,” Daniel said. “We can look around without her. Hannan wouldn’t mind. It’s not as if we’re going to pocket the silver.”


“I’m not sure that’s the right thing to do,” I said. Since I stepped into the entry hall I had been feeling a growing sense of uneasiness. I found I was looking over my shoulder, as if unseen eyes were watching me with disapproval. But Daniel was already walking ahead of me, through an archway and into an impressive salon. This room had quite a different feel to it—spacious, light, and opulent with brocade sofas and ornate gilt tables and mirrors. We had gone from Irish stronghold to French château in a couple of steps. Daniel looked around with amusement.


“I wonder if he had this lot shipped over from Versailles,” he said, voicing my exact thoughts. “These aren’t copies, they are the real thing. And the paintings aren’t shabby either. These look like genuine Italian old masters, I think.”


“That one’s a Raphael, I believe,” I commented.


Daniel looked surprised and impressed. “Now how do you know that?”


“I’m a well-educated young lady.” I gave a smug little smile. “You don’t think you married a peasant girl straight from the bogs, do you?”


My eyes were drawn to a collection of silver-framed photographs, grouped on a glass-topped table. “I suppose these are the family,” I said. “Look, this one is a group picture. They’re a handsome bunch. Which one is the alderman? There seem to be three men who look very similar.”


“Hannan has a brother who runs the business these days, and there may well be another brother besides. Let me see.”


He came to look at the photograph over my shoulder. There was something strange about it. The top and bottom had a white border but the sides of the photograph disappeared under the silver frame, almost as if they had been cut off.


“Look at this,” I said, pointing at the sides of the picture. “Doesn’t it seem that there were more people in the picture when it was taken—look, to the left of that little boy. Isn’t he holding someone’s hand? And the right side has been cut off too. Why would anyone do that?”


As I held out the photograph to Daniel a voice spoke right behind us, making us spin around guiltily. “Captain Sullivan! How on earth did you get in? I didn’t hear the doorbell.”


Mrs. McCreedy was standing there looking almost flustered.


“The front door was ajar,” Daniel said, replacing the photograph on the table. “We called out and nobody came, so we thought you were probably busy elsewhere.”


“Indeed I was,” she said. “And I’ve no idea how that wretched door came to be open. The master wouldn’t be at all happy to hear that folks could walk right in off the street and help themselves to his things.”


“We were interested to see the house before the family arrived,” I said, not liking this insinuation. “I assure you we weren’t about to pocket anything.”


At this she became even more flustered. “Indeed no. I wasn’t insinuating anything of the sort. You’re the alderman’s guests and of course he’d want you to be welcome in his house. Any other time I’d be happy to show you around—it’s just that right now I’m up to my eyes in work, so if you don’t mind . . .”


And she tried to usher us toward the front door, like a large sheepdog.


“We can take a look around by ourselves if you’re busy,” Daniel said.


“Oh, no. That wouldn’t do at all,” she replied hastily. “I’d rather everything was as it should be before you see it.”


It occurred to me that perhaps she had been lax in her cleaning while they were away and was now rushing to make up for her laziness.


“That’s no problem at all,” I said. “We have all the time in the world. We’ll leave you to get on with your work now, and you can let us know when you’ve a minute free for a tour.”


“I will do that. Thank you kindly.” I could see the worry leaving her face.


As we crossed that gloomy entrance hall I felt a sudden cold draft on the back of my neck and that strange feeling of being watched. I couldn’t help glancing up the stairs again. “Tell me, Mrs. McCreedy,” I said. “Is this house haunted?”


“Haunted?” She laughed. “Oh, no, ma’am. This house is much too new to be haunted. Only finished in 1890 it was. That’s too young to have acquired a ghost or two, even if the master might have liked a resident ghost to add a little atmosphere to his castle. Now back in Ireland I’ve seen my share of haunted places and I expect you have too. We had a castle ruin near our village and the local people used to swear that they saw a white figure on the battlements. Well, one night my friends and I went there for a dare. As we got close we heard this unearthly moan and we all ran for our lives. I suspect, looking back on it, that it must have been a cow.” She paused, laughing. “Ah, well, no time for gossiping now. I’ve work to be done. But come back at tea time and you can sample my freshly baked soda bread. I’ll be baking a batch for the master. He’s particularly fond of his soda bread, he is, and he says I’m a dab hand at baking.”


With that she almost pushed us out of the front door and shut it firmly behind us.
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She was certainly in a hurry to get rid of us, wasn’t she?” Daniel looked back at the house.


“I rather suspect she had been slacking on her chores and now has found herself with too much to do,” I said.


“She could always bring in local girls to help her,” Daniel dismissed this. “What was all that about the house being haunted?”


“I was thinking of that face I saw last night,” I said. “I know what I saw, Daniel. I didn’t imagine it. And I felt something today. Standing in that hallway. It was almost as if a presence was watching me.”


“Are you always going to be this fey?” Daniel asked. “I saw no faces last night and felt nothing evil today. The only mysterious thing was where that dratted woman came from. She certainly didn’t come from the hallway and I didn’t notice a door behind us, did you? Perhaps she is your ghost herself and she can appear and vanish at will.” He looked at my worried face and chuckled. “Come on, let’s go and explore Newport while the sun is shining.”


And so off we went. I could hear the click of shears and noticed a gardener at work on the rose bushes, and the big iron gates slid open easily. First we turned away from town and followed the street to our left. One lovely estate followed the next, each one grander than the one before. Through tall gates we glimpsed marble palaces and stately homes that made the Hartley’s manor house that I had always looked up to as the height of elegance look small and ordinary. One of these so-called “cottages” stood on the cliffs like a very posh hotel, one had a marble portico with columns like a Roman temple. I was overawed into silence as we glimpsed one after another. In fact I had never seen anything so grand in my life.


“And these are just summer homes?” I demanded. “Look at them. You’d expect to find a king living in each of them, wouldn’t you?”


“Well, they are owned by Vanderbilts and Astors, which is almost the same thing here in America,” Daniel replied. “They don’t need to count their pennies.”


“But to build such places for just a few weeks in the summer, it seems criminal doesn’t it?”


“They do a lot of entertaining,” Daniel said, “although I understand that most of them are built with few bedrooms. They expect their guests to own their own cottages.” He smiled.


“I wonder what the Vanderbilts and Astors think about having Alderman Hannan as a neighbor.” I paused to stare through ornate gilded gates. “He’s not exactly one of the Four Hundred, is he?”


“No, I don’t suppose he gets invited to dinner very often,” Daniel said. “But I expect they snubbed him in a very polite and well-bred manner. That may be one of his reasons for wanting to get into politics. Becoming an alderman certainly helps. If he becomes their senator he’ll find a lot of doors open to him. Everyone will want to be his friend then.”


The road petered out at the end of a point. We stood for a while looking out at the ocean. There were yachts sailing in the stiff breeze, and a ferry crossing the Bay. Suddenly I found that I was enjoying myself enormously. Several days with nothing to do except making the most of sea and sun and fresh air was not something I’d experienced in my life before although I knew that the wealthy went away for holidays all the time. I was beginning to see that being married to Daniel might have its benefits!


“We should go on a boat trip,” Daniel said, again as if reading my thoughts. “Do you feel up to walking into town and seeing what we can find there?”


“I’m no little delicate flower.” I looked up at him, smiling. “I walk miles every day when I’m following someone in the pursuit of my profession.”


“Walked,” Daniel said. “Past tense, remember. Now you will have no need to wear out your shoe leather, and you can take a pleasant stroll around Washington Square instead.”


“Before I go back to my embroidery?”


My giving up my profession as a detective had been a bone of contention between us for a long time. I had finally come to realize that Daniel not only worried about my safety, but also that it could compromise his own position with the police force. Since he was to be the breadwinner, I had agreed that I would take no more cases. As yet I hadn’t had time to see how I would handle boredom and domesticity. We’d just have to see.


We turned and followed the street back into town, moving from the fantasy world out on the point back to reality. Soon mansions gave way to ordinary older homes, of a more colonial appearance, then to a little seaside town of plain clapboard houses with views beyond of a harbor and fishing boats.


Daniel looked up at the street sign and grunted. “We could have followed this Bellevue Avenue all the way from town last night and saved ourselves an adventure on the cliffs.”


“We’d have ended up just as wet I suspect,” I said. “Anyway it was an adventure and no harm done.”


“I’m not so sure about that,” Daniel said. “My throat feels scratchy. I think I may have caught a chill from that wetting last night.”


“Typical man,” I said scornfully. “I’m feeling hale and hearty myself. Ready for a good lunch at one of these little cafés maybe.”


“I wouldn’t say no to some lunch,” Daniel agreed. “They do say feed a cold, don’t they?”


I grinned and walked on ahead. We chose a place on the waterfront that advertised locally caught lobster, but my enthusiasm waned when I found I had to choose my lobster from those swimming around in a tank on the waterfront.


“It seems rather brutal to select my food alive and have it killed in front of me.” I stared down at them, feeling pity.


“Most of the food that you eat was alive at some stage,” Daniel pointed out. “Did you not catch crabs and mussels when you were a child?”


“I suppose that I did,” I agreed.


“Well then. Go ahead and select yourself a nice meaty lobster. Or do you want me to do it for you?”


“You do it. I’d rather not look.”


“And this is the woman who has taken on murderers single-handedly.” Daniel chuckled.


I stared down the quayside, watching the fishermen unloading their catch while Daniel made the selection and not long after the lobsters appeared on a plate with crusty bread and a knob of corn beside them. And I have to confess that after the first mouthful I was tearing mine apart with no conscience whatsoever.


After lunch we resumed our walk around town. There were pretty old churches and fine brick colonial buildings. Altogether a charming place and one that made me a little homesick for Ireland, since it felt so old and peaceful.


“This place is really old,” I said, staring up at a house that bore the date 1631. “Even in Ireland that would count as old. I doubt we’ve many buildings of that vintage in Westport.”


“Rhode Island was one of the earliest settlements,” Daniel said. “I find the simple styles of these old houses rather attractive myself. I never was one for extravagance.”


“Which is why you chose a nice simple Irish girl,” I said.


“I don’t know about that.” he laughed.


“Let’s go down this street.” I attempted to steer him. “It has a row of quaint little shops.”


“Women and their shops,” Daniel muttered. “Can they go nowhere and just admire the architecture? Must any outing include shopping?”


“But of course,” I said, pausing outside a leaded glass window crammed full of souvenirs—china lighthouses, wooden fishing boats, and of course salt water taffy. Because of Daniel’s remark I contented myself with looking on this occasion, then moved on to the next shop window. One of the old cottages had been turned into an art gallery and as I peered in through the window a painting on the rear wall caught my attention.


Daniel was already walking on ahead of me, having tired of my gazing in shop windows.


“Wait, Daniel! We have to go in here.” A bell rang as I pushed open the front door then stood staring at the painting. It depicted a lovely little girl with a mass of blonde curls seated amid flowers, holding a lamb in her lap. She was smiling as if she was sharing a huge joke with someone we couldn’t see, standing off to her right.


“What is it?” Daniel came in behind me. “We’re not about to buy paintings.”


A man appeared from a backroom. He was dressed in a blue fishermen’s sweater with smudges of paint on it. “Can I help you?” he asked.


“That painting.” I pointed at it. “Do you know the name of the child in that painting?”


“I didn’t paint it myself,” he said. “It’s one of Ned Turnbull’s. He has a cottage down by the harbor, if he is not out somewhere painting.” He turned to examine the picture. It was small and dainty compared with its neighbors depicting seascapes and storms. “Pretty little thing, isn’t it? Just right for a lady’s boudoir wall. I wonder if Ned used a local child as a model or just created the whole thing from his imagination.” He leaned closer. “Oh, wait. He’s written it here—Miss Colleen Van Horn, May 1895.”


“Thank you.” I turned to go.


“Are you interested in the painting? I could hold it for you,” he called after me.


I shook my head and managed to stammer out a thank you as I stepped out into the sunshine.


“What was that all about?” Daniel asked, noting the expression on my face.


“That child in the painting—there was something about her face. I know I’ve seen her before.”


“Are you suddenly turning fey on me?” Daniel asked with amusement. “Seeing ghosts and children’s faces everywhere we go?”


I grabbed his arm. “That’s it. That’s why it looked familiar, Daniel. I think it was the same face that I saw in that turret window.”


Daniel sighed. “You’ve already been told that there was nobody in the house that night.”


I shrugged. “If it was a ghost that I saw, it couldn’t have been this child. Van Horn obviously belongs in another of the mansions, not an Irishman’s castle.”


“Van Horn.” Daniel repeated the name. “I’ve come across that name somewhere. It will come back to me. So have we taken enough exercise for one day? I’m ready to head back to our little cottage.”


“Very well.” We set off in that direction. I was still looking around with interest, wanting to examine every church and monument we passed. Daniel had grown silent and unenthusiastic and I was about to allow myself to be led home when I spotted something.


“Daniel, that old churchyard. We have to take a look at that before we go home. I find old cemeteries fascinating, don’t you?”


“On occasion,” he said. We pushed open the rusty gate and wandered between moss-covered stones. I read off dates and names, commenting on each one. “Look, Daniel, this man had three wives and they are all buried with him. And this woman had fourteen children. Fourteen—imagine!”


“I seem to remember reading that this was one of the places where they used to put bells above the graves,” Daniel said, now showing interest. “You don’t suppose there are still any to be found?” He started poking around in deep grass.


“Bells—what for?”


“If the person wasn’t really dead and had been buried by mistake he could tug on the string and the bell would alert people that he wanted to come out.”


“Don’t.” I shivered. “That’s horrible. Buried alive by mistake. Surely that didn’t happen?”


“In the old days they couldn’t tell the difference between a coma and death. Maybe sometimes they didn’t want to.”


“Let’s go. I’ve seen enough.” I took his arm to lead him away. Then my eyes were drawn to a lovely marble monument in the classical style with an angel standing guard and cupids frolicking. I read the inscription and stood staring silently: COLLEEN MARY VAN HORN. BORN FEBRUARY 12 1891. TAKEN FROM US JUNE
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