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  For blood and wine are red




  And blood and wine were on his hands




  When they found him with the dead.
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  Chapter One




  Along each side of the great hall of the Château Perdrix banners hung down from the raftered roof, some bearing the coats of arms of the oldest families of Burgundy,

  others painted with the heraldic devices adopted by the wine-growing châteaux. Below on the long oak refectory tables which had been set out in rows over the full length of the hall, stood

  silver goblets, jugs and platters, each with some historical significance in the viticulture of the region. On a stage that had been erected at one end of the hall six empty velvet thrones had been

  placed in a semicircle, waiting for those who were that evening to be invested with the order of La Confrérie des Chevaliers du Tastevin de Bourgogne. Behind the thrones hung more

  banners, each representing the principal châteaux of the region which had joined forces to create the new order.




  The three hundred guests invited to this, the inaugural meeting of the Confrérie, had just finished a banquet of eleven courses. With each course one of the best known wines of

  the region had been served. As the guests tasted the wines, the Grand Sommelier of the new order, speaking from the stage, had explained the merits and particular attributes of them. Now the dinner

  and the dégustation were over and presently the intronisation of the new Chevaliers was to begin.




  The chair to Gautier’s left was vacant. He had been invited to attend the banquet and induction ceremony that evening by Duthrey, whom he had known for many years. A journalist on the

  staff of Le Figaro in Paris, Duthrey had been selected as one of the six men who were to be admitted to the Confrérie that evening. It was a great honour, he had assured

  Gautier, for the other initiates were well-known figures in the wine trade, all proprietors of vineyards producing internationally recognized grand cru wines. Duthrey had been chosen on

  account of a book which he had recently written on the wines of Burgundy and which was selling well all over France.




  In spite of his often testy manner and dogmatic opinions, Duthrey was by nature shy and he had felt he would need the support of a friend at the ordeal he would have to endure that evening at a

  ceremony to be held before more than three hundred people. So he had persuaded Gautier to accompany him. They had travelled down from Paris that morning and would spend the night at a hotel in

  Dijon before returning home the following day. Now he had left his seat at the banquet to join the other initiates at the back of the hall, from where they would be led in procession up on to the

  stage.




  Gautier knew little about the new Confrérie, which he was inclined to see as no more than another example of the French passion for decorations. Best known of the honours which

  could be bestowed on French men and women was of course the Légion d’honneur, which had been created by Napoleon a little more than a century previously. Since that time more than

  fifty thousand people in all had been invested with one or other of the Légion’s ranks: chevaliers, officiers, commandeurs, grand officiers – and more were being accorded the

  honour every year for their services to the country. There were several other similar though lesser awards, reserved for people in different occupations: agriculture, schoolteaching, municipal

  police, customs and excise and the postal services. Even porters in Les Halles, the markets of Paris, had their own decoration.




  The Confrérie was a new and relatively minor order, but even so that evening Gautier was impressed with the trouble that its sponsors had taken to invest its inaugural meeting

  with dignity and style. The man sitting on his right, with whom he had exchanged a few words during the banquet and whose name was Pascal, obviously agreed for he suddenly remarked, ‘You are

  fortunate to be here, my friend. This evening may well mark the beginning of a new age for the wines of Burgundy.’




  ‘In what way?’




  ‘Time will show that the founding of the Confrérie was a great step forward.’




  ‘What is the purpose behind it, may I ask?’




  ‘It will have two main objectives,’ Pascal replied. ‘One will be to maintain and improve the quality of the wines produced in the region.’




  ‘How will this be done?’




  ‘By controlling the yield from every hectare of grapes in a vineyard and laying down the minimum and maximum limits of alcoholic strength for the wine. The details are being worked out and

  in due course they will be embodied in a charter.’




  ‘And the second objective?’




  ‘To enhance and spread the reputation of wines from Burgundy until they carry the same prestige as Bordeaux wines.’




  Gautier was aware that for centuries wines from Bordeaux had possessed a special cachet outside France, not only the grands crus classés wines from Paulliac and Margaux, the

  ‘clarets’ as the English called them, but also Graves, Sauternes and other sweet wines. Shippers of Bordeaux wines had a thriving export business with England which dated back to the

  middle ages, when the south-west of France belonged to the English crown.




  ‘And you believe that these objectives can be achieved?’ Gautier asked Pascal.




  ‘I am convinced of it, although there are some in the wine business who believe that the sponsors of the Confrérie have acted too hastily. They say we are trying to run

  before we can walk and that in ten, maybe twenty years, we will be ready for a Confrérie.’




  Pascal, who was a talkative fellow, was clearly ready to expand on his reasons for supporting the creation of the Confrérie. He was prevented from doing so, for at that moment

  they heard the sound of horns coming from the back of the hall, a signal that the ritual of the intronisation was about to begin.




  They looked round and saw that two trumpeters were leading a procession up the centre of the hall. Behind them came three men dressed in scarlet robes not unlike those worn a century or two ago

  by doctors of law, with gold sashes over their shoulders. The scarlet hats they were wearing also had a vaguely academic look. Gautier supposed that they must be officers of the new

  Confrérie, the Grand Officier perhaps and his two deputies. They were followed by the six men who were to be made Chevaliers that evening, walking in couples, also wearing similar

  robes, but without sashes and bareheaded. As the procession passed Gautier, Duthrey, who was one of the six, did not look round at him, but stared straight ahead to conceal his

  self-consciousness.




  The procession filed up the stairs leading to the stage, where the trumpeters separated to take up their positions, one on each side. The six neophytes were then led in turn to one of the

  thrones where they were left standing, facing the spectators, waiting for their initiation into the Confrérie. Returning to the front of the stage, the Grand Officier of the

  Confrérie then gave an address in Latin, reading from a vellum scroll which was handed to him by one of his aides.




  Gautier had only a rudimentary knowledge of Latin, but he gathered that the theme of the address was to remind all those present of the traditions of winemaking in Burgundy and of the

  determination of the Confrérie that these should be maintained. When the Grand Officier had finished his address, he and the other two officers began going round in turn to all the

  six neophytes standing in front of their thrones. Each of them was asked three questions, also in Latin, to which they responded. Gautier guessed they were being asked to confirm their loyalty to

  the Confrérie and its code of conduct. Then each of them was tapped by the Grand Officier on both shoulders with a wooden staff made from the stalk of a vine. Finally each man sat

  down in his throne and the Grand Officier placed around his shoulders a golden ribbon at the end of which hung a silver medal. As this was being done the trumpeters played a clarion call.




  Only three of the six neophytes had been admitted as Chevaliers of the Confrérie, when the ceremony was interrupted by a commotion and shouting from the far end of the hall.

  Looking round Gautier saw a man in a grey suit wearing a clerical collar, shrugging off two attendants who were trying to stop him entering. He came striding up the aisle between the tables,

  heading for the stage.




  ‘Stop this!’ he was shouting in English. ‘In the name of the Lord and of Christianity I order you to stop this!’




  Everyone in the hall stared at the man, astonished by his behaviour and by the aggression in his language. No one attempted to stop him as he strode towards the stage and climbed the steps

  leading up to it. Gautier saw that he was carrying what looked like a stick, but as soon as he was on the stage, he released the thong, showing that it was a whip. He turned to face the

  spectators.




  ‘You who sell drink sell sin,’ he shouted. ‘Alcohol is the fount of sin, of fornication and adultery, of impiety and deceit and every abomination. Just as Christ cleared the

  temple, I shall clear this house and drive out the peddlers of sin.’




  He began cracking his whip, aiming not at anyone in particular but in the general direction of the hall and the spectators. The two attendants who had followed him were standing at the foot of

  the steps leading up to the stage, listening to the man and not knowing what they should do. The Grand Officier went to the edge of the stage and beckoned to them.




  ‘Take this gentleman away,’ he told them. ‘Use as much force as you need.’




  The attendants climbed up on to the stage, nervously it seemed to Gautier, afraid that the man might lash out at them with his whip. Instead he stopped his whipping and dropped his arms to his

  sides, as though ready to be taken prisoner. The attendants seized him, hustled him down the steps and began marching him towards the exit of the hall. As they went the man continued shouting,

  calling on God to destroy all who sold drink, then urging the makers of wine to repent, to stop their evil trade and seek salvation.




  ‘Who is that man?’ Gautier asked Pascal. ‘Have you ever seen him before?’




  ‘As it happens I have. He is a Methodist bishop, the leader of a political movement in America. He was speaking at a public meeting in Dijon only this morning.’




  ‘What have American politics to do with France?’




  Pascal shrugged. ‘If you ask me he is a little mad.’




  ‘Is he violent?’




  ‘He could easily be.’




  Gautier decided that he must act. Although as an Inspector of the Sûreté in Paris he had no standing in local matters of law and order, he felt that the two attendants might welcome

  the assistance of authority and as far as he knew there were no policemen present at the Château Perdrix that evening. He also felt he had a duty to make sure that his friend Duthrey’s

  intronisation should not suffer any further disruptions. Leaving the table he walked down towards the end of the hall. There by the entrance to the building he found the bishop still held

  prisoner by the attendants. He was no longer shouting, but still protesting.




  ‘You have no right to do this!’ he told the two men, speaking French now, although badly and with an atrocious accent.




  ‘Monsieur le Curé,’ one of the men said persuasively. ‘You have had your fun. Why don’t you go away now, there’s a good fellow?’




  Learning that he had been mistaken for a mere parish priest did not displease the bishop as much as one might have expected. Gautier had formed the impression that he would not be deflected from

  his purpose that evening by any trifling discourtesies.




  ‘I insist that you release me and allow me to go back and address the people in the hall,’ he told the two men. ‘I have a right to be heard.’




  ‘Monsieur,’ Gautier asked him firmly, ‘do you have an invitation to this meeting? If so, show it to us.’




  ‘I need no invitation. I am speaking in the name of the Lord.’




  ‘If you persist in this behaviour, you will be arrested, taken to Dijon and thrown into jail.’




  ‘And who are you, Monsieur? What authority do you have, may I ask?’




  ‘I am an inspector with the Sûreté in Paris.’




  One could sense a change in the bishop’s attitude. He had been ready to bully the two attendants, but was not prepared to challenge the police.




  ‘I have broken no law,’ he said.




  ‘How did you come to this hall?’ Gautier asked him.




  ‘I was driven here from Dijon by automobile.’ The bishop pointed towards where a small number of automobiles were parked among the carriages, which had brought most of the guests to

  the château that evening. Automobiles were commonplace in Paris now and there were increasing complaints in the city that they were disrupting the traffic in the streets, as well as

  threatening the lives of pedestrians. One might have supposed, though, that few would be found in Dijon.




  ‘In that case I will escort you to your auto,’ Gautier said firmly ‘and you will return to Dijon.’




  The bishop did not protest or argue. It may have been that he believed he had achieved his purpose in coming to the meeting that evening and was ready to leave. He led Gautier to the parked

  automobiles, in one of which a young man was sitting at the steering wheel.




  The bishop pointed towards the man. ‘This is Monsieur Fallière, who was kind enough to drive me out here from Dijon.’




  Fallière was not dressed in any uniform, which suggested he was not a professional chauffeur, nor was he wearing the leather jacket, helmet or other accoutrements popular with amateur

  drivers. He had a notebook on his lap in which he had been writing.




  Gautier introduced himself and then added, ‘I understand, Monsieur, that you brought this gentleman here from Dijon.’




  Fallière grinned insolently. ‘Bishop Arkwright put on quite a show in there, did he not?’ He inclined his head in the direction of the hall.




  ‘How do you know?’




  ‘I was watching from the back.’




  ‘What is your interest in the proceedings?’




  ‘I work on the staff of Le Bien Public in Dijon. I am a newspaper reporter.’




  ‘Well, Monsieur, now perhaps you would be good enough to drive the bishop back to Dijon. He is not welcome here.’




  ‘The evening – my evening – was ruined!’ Duthrey said angrily.




  ‘Let us not exaggerate, old friend. Apart from that childish display by the American bishop, the evening was a great success; an impressive ceremony conducted with style and

  taste.’




  ‘It was a disaster!’ Duthrey replied morosely.




  ‘In no way. Most of the people in the hall would not have even heard what the man was saying. Others would have treated his intervention with scorn.’




  Duthrey would not be consoled. ‘The man should be arrested. Thrown in jail!’




  The two of them were being driven back in a carriage provided by the Confrérie to the hotel where they were to spend the night. Gautier could understand Duthrey’s

  indignation, but what he had said was true. The behaviour of Bishop Arkwright at the intronisation ceremony had been no more than an irritating diversion, a piece of comic relief in the

  evening which would soon be forgotten.




  ‘What was the man trying to achieve?’ Gautier asked. ‘What were his motives for that extraordinary outburst?’




  ‘Bishop Arkwright is one of the leaders of the Anti-Saloon League, a temperance movement in America. His arrival in France a few days ago was reported in my paper. The objective of the

  League is to promote total abstinence, to stop people drinking.’




  ‘Stop drinking? How?’




  ‘The temperance movement has a great deal of influence in the United States. Its leaders are confident that within a short time Congress will pass a law prohibiting the sale of all

  alcoholic drinks. Now they hope to spread their pernicious creed in our country.’




  Gautier laughed. ‘Stop Frenchmen drinking? They cannot be serious! Are they not aware that wine is a part of life for us? Essential for the enjoyment of food, for appetite, for

  health?’




  ‘They are fanatics, religious fanatics. The temperance movement was spawned in the Middle West of America, the so-called bible belt. It is dominated by the Nonconformist sects; Baptists,

  Methodists, Quakers.’




  ‘You seem very well informed on the subject.’




  ‘Some weeks ago Figaro asked me to write a series of articles on present-day comparative religions.’




  They started talking about the religions of the world and their various sects. Thinking it would distract Duthrey and lessen his sense of grievance, Gautier led him on with questions. They were

  spending the night in Dijon at a small, elegant hotel called L’Hostellerie du Chapeau Rouge, which could trace its origins back to the fourteenth century and took its name from a

  cardinal’s red hat. When they arrived there they went into a salon adjoining the vestibule and found a waiter who brought them a bottle of cognac.




  While they were enjoying their digestif Duthrey showed Gautier what had been hung round his neck at the ceremony that evening to confirm his election as a Chevalier of the

  Confrérie. It was not, as Gautier had believed, a medal but a tastevin, the traditional cup of the wine-taster or sommelier. Beautifully fashioned in silver, its

  shape was not unlike that of a scallop-shell, flared to allow anyone examining a wine to nose it before tasting. Now Duthrey’s lay in a small red presentation box which he had been given

  after the ceremony. The top of the box was engraved with a crest, featuring a knight’s casque and a harp.




  As he closed the box Duthrey pointed to the crest. ‘That is the family coat of arms of Michael O’Flynn, the Grand Officier of the Confrérie.’




  ‘O’Flynn? That is not a French name, surely?’




  ‘No, Irish. Michael is descended from an Irish officer who fought for Napoleon.’




  Gautier remembered reading somewhere that a large number of Irishmen had fought in the French army during the eighteenth century. This had been at a time when English laws against Catholics made

  it impossible for young Irishmen to enter a profession or to have any other worthwhile career in their own country. With no prospects many of those who did not own land went to fight in Europe as

  soldiers of fortune. At the battle of Fonteney in 1745 there had been no fewer than six Irish regiments in the French army.




  ‘Michael’s ancestor, also Michael O’Flynn, left the army,’ Duthrey explained, ‘married into a French family and acquired a vineyard. Today his Château Perdrix

  produces one of the best red wines in Burgundy.’




  Duthrey went on to say that it had been O’Flynn who was behind the formation of the Confrérie. He had persuaded the owners of the other leading vineyards in the region to

  become involved and had provided the funds needed to launch the new organization and for the initiation ceremony that evening, which had been held in a hall at his château.




  From the room in which they were sitting they could see into the vestibule of the hotel. While they were talking Gautier noticed a man accompanied by a woman come in from the street and cross

  towards the reception desk. He had to look a second time before he realized that the man was Arkwright, the American bishop who had disrupted the intronisation earlier that evening. The

  woman accompanying him would not have been much younger than Arkwright, in her early forties perhaps, but she was handsome and dressed with style. At the desk the bishop was given a key and he and

  the woman began going up the staircase leading to the upper floors of the hotel. Gautier pointed the couple out to Duthrey.




  ‘Are you saying that the man is staying here? In our hotel?’ Duthrey exclaimed. ‘That’s monstrous!’




  ‘Perhaps he has aspirations to becoming a cardinal.’




  The joke was too subtle for Duthrey. ‘Hardly. His Anti-Saloon League blames Catholics and immigrants from Europe for all the evils of life in America, for sin, corruption, prostitution,

  Catholics and of course the demon drink! The man should not have been allowed in this hotel.’




  Gautier could understand Duthrey’s indignation even though he did not share it. He was surprised that Arkwright should be staying at Le Chapeau Rouge, but for a different reason. He had

  always understood that the teachings of the Noncomformist sects of the Christian church were based on self-denial and an austere, parsimonious life. How could it be then, that a Methodist bishop

  was lodging in one of Dijon’s most luxurious hotels?




  ‘This bishop would be well advised to leave Dijon first thing in the morning,’ Duthrey remarked.




  ‘What makes you say that?’




  ‘Although he restrained his anger at the time, O’Flynn was enraged by the man’s behaviour. He thought, as I did, that the evening had been ruined and that he himself had been

  made to look foolish. He swore that he would make this bishop pay for his insolence. I would not rule out violence. One knows what fiery tempers the Irish have.’




  Early next morning Gautier took a stroll through the streets of Dijon. As it was a Sunday there were few people to be seen, apart from four or five old ladies on their way to

  the nearby cathedral of St Bénigne for the first Mass of the day. Evidently all but the most disciplined of the city’s Catholics preferred to leave their devotions to a more civilized

  hour. Gautier himself had found that he could no longer endure the luxury of rising late. At one time on Sunday mornings in Paris he would lie on in bed, enjoying the silence, the absence of early

  morning sounds coming up from the streets, the noise of cartwheels, the cries of tradesmen calling out to offer their produce to cooks and housewives. That had been years previously when he was

  married. Since then he had lost the habit and now, even on the infrequent occasions when one of his mistresses was spending the night at his home, he would rise early, begin tidying the apartment

  and making their petit déjeuner.




  That morning when he had left it to come out into the streets, the hotel had been peaceful with only two cleaners at work downstairs and a night porter dozing in the hall. Duthrey no doubt would

  still have been in bed, for in Gautier’s experience journalists, who frequently spent much of their nights chasing news or simply carousing, seldom enjoyed rising early. He walked for the

  best part of an hour through the narrow winding streets, admiring the sleepy charm of their old buildings. As he walked he found himself wondering what his life would be like if he lived and worked

  in Dijon instead of Paris. One might suppose that there would be relatively few crimes in the district beyond drunkenness, occasional petty fraud in the commercial quarter and domestic violence

  between man and wife or jealous lovers. In Paris he had been given a special responsibility for trying to protect the many thousands of British and American tourists who had been pouring into the

  city for the last few years, since the Exposition Universelle of 1900. Although foreign visitors were seldom involved in major crimes, looking after their welfare was time-consuming if not

  particularly onerous. Even so, he had the feeling that he was contented enough in Paris and might find life in Dijon tedious.




  By the time he arrived back at L’Hostellerie du Chapeau Rouge, the hotel had come to life. Two carriages were drawn up in the street outside, the coachmen waiting, he assumed, for the

  hotel guests they had come to collect, and an automobile – a Panhard Levassor – was parked behind them. A policeman in uniform was standing at the entrance to the hotel and there were

  two more in the lobby. Policemen usually meant trouble. Gautier was curious to know why they were there, so he went up to one of them, and told him who he was and that he was staying at the

  hotel.




  Then he asked him, ‘Has there been some trouble here?’




  ‘Yes, Monsieur l’Inspecteur. Not long ago a dead body was found upstairs in the first floor corridor.’




  ‘A suicide?’




  ‘No. Apparently the man had been stabbed.’ The policeman looked at Gautier, wondering perhaps how much more he should tell him. Then he added, ‘And there’s another

  strange thing. The dead man was wearing a cardinal’s hat.’




  Gautier did not ask the man any more questions. The homicide was no affair of his and policemen were often jealous of anyone who might be seeming to interfere or to usurp their authority. So he

  moved away to the back of the lobby and waited. His first thought had been one of anxiety over Duthrey’s safety, but common sense told him that his concern was needless. There could be no one

  in Dijon who might wish to harm Duthrey and in any case both Duthrey’s room and his own were on the second floor of the hotel.




  He waited in the lobby to see what would happen. Presently a police inspector came down the stairs. Behind him came two more policemen, one holding Bishop Arkwright by the arm and the other

  escorting the woman whom Gautier and Duthrey had seen entering the hotel with Arkwright the previous evening. Clearly they were being taken away by the police for questioning.




  He crossed over to the hotel’s reception desk and asked the concierge who was standing behind it, ‘Is it true that someone was stabbed to death in the hotel last night?’




  ‘Yes, Monsieur. A shocking affair, shocking!’




  ‘Do you know who the dead man was?’




  ‘Yes, Monsieur. He was well known in Dijon, one might say a public figure. Michael O’Flynn owned one of the region’s finest vineyards.’




  





  Chapter Two




  Gautier knocked on the door of Duthrey’s hotel room. He had decided that his friend should be told as soon as possible about the murder of Michael O’Flynn. The

  Dijon police would no doubt follow routine procedures in its investigations and all the guests in the hotel, as well as the staff, were likely to be questioned in the hope that they might have seen

  or heard something which could have a bearing on the murder. That would take time and as a result, it was possible that Duthrey and Gautier might be delayed in returning to Paris.




  He went into the room and found Duthrey sitting up in bed, expecting, no doubt, that the knock on the door had been that of a maid bringing in his petit déjeuner. In addition to

  a long night-shirt to protect him from the chill of the night, he was wearing a nightcap, which, as soon as he saw Gautier, he quickly pulled off and stuffed under his pillow.




  ‘What is it?’ he asked sharply.




  Gautier knew he must not allow himself to smile. Nightcaps had been worn by men in the last century, but times had changed and now they looked faintly ludicrous. Even night-shirts had become

  passée. Those men who wore anything in bed were beginning to favour pyjamas, a novel fashion which had reached England from the British colony of India. People had been suspicious

  of pyjamas at first, believing them to be unhygienic and even dangerous to health, but they were now being given a cautious acceptance. Duthrey was not one for daring experiments, but he might even

  so find it embarrassing were his friends to discover that he still slept as his grandfather had.




  ‘I have bad news for you,’ Gautier told him. ‘Your friend Monsieur O’Flynn is dead.’




  ‘Dead!’ Duthrey stared at him in disbelief. ‘What are you saying?’




  ‘Unfortunately it is true. He was murdered last night.’




  ‘Where?’




  ‘Here in this hotel.’




  Duthrey listened while Gautier told him what he had learned from the policeman. Then he said, ‘That American, the bishop, must be responsible.’




  ‘Why do you say that?’




  ‘Can you not see?’ Duthrey began to grow excited. ‘Did I not tell you that O’Flynn was enraged by the man’s insolence? He must have come to the hotel last night,

  they quarrelled and the American stabbed him.’




  ‘The bishop and his lady-friend have been taken away by the police for questioning.’




  ‘There you are then!’




  Gautier was not convinced. Michael O’Flynn might well have come to the hotel to confront Arkwright, but he could not imagine that Arkwright would have stabbed him. He had formed the

  impression that the bishop was a political animal, a man consumed by a belief in his own importance, ready to threaten and bully, but not a man of violence. He remembered how, at the

  intronisation ceremony the previous evening, Arkwright had surrendered tamely when the two attendants had begun to remove him from the hall.




  While they had been talking a maid had come into the room with Duthrey’s breakfast. She was full of apologies for her tardiness in arriving and could barely restrain her excitement, the

  fearful excitement always aroused in people when they came into contact with a violent death. Leaving Duthrey to his breakfast, Gautier went to his own room, where he packed his valise, ready for

  the return to Paris. Then he went downstairs.




  By now the hotel lobby was crowded. Guests who had come down from their bedrooms and been told of the murder that had been committed during the night, were talking excitedly among themselves.

  Their excitement was the same as that which Gautier had noticed in the maid who had brought Duthrey’s breakfast to his room. The police had taken over the manager’s office, where they

  were questioning all the hotel staff and the guests one by one to find out whether they knew anything which might be related to the murder. A small crowd of people had gathered in the street

  outside the hotel and one might expect that the crime would soon be a sensation in Dijon.




  Gautier asked the concierge to have his valise brought down from his room and then went to the desk to settle his account. Duthrey had still not appeared, but Gautier was not surprised. A man

  who wore a night-cap was likely to be fastidious and painstaking with his toilet. While he was waiting he noticed a man walking across the lobby towards him. It took him a few seconds to recognize

  him as Armand Pascal, the man who had sat next to him at the intronisation ceremony the previous evening.




  ‘Inspector Gautier,’ Pascal shook him by the hand. ‘What are you doing here?’




  ‘Monsieur Duthrey and I spent last night in the hotel.’




  ‘I thought perhaps that you might be involved in investigating the murder.’




  ‘No. You have heard about it then?’




  ‘The whole town is talking of nothing else. Shocking business is it not? Who on earth would wish to kill O’Flynn?’




  ‘He was a popular man, was he?’




  ‘Certainly. As I told you last evening not everyone supported the Confrérie, but O’Flynn was well liked in Dijon.’




  They chatted for a time. Pascal told Gautier that he himself lived some twenty kilometres to the north, where he owned a vineyard. He had come into Dijon that morning for an appointment with two

  business associates who were arriving by train from Paris. They had arranged to meet at the Hostellerie du Chapeau Rouge.




  ‘The police were reluctant to let me into the hotel when I arrived. They have orders to keep people away.’




  ‘One can understand that. Inquisitive crowds would only hamper their investigation.’




  ‘So they do not know who killed O’Flynn?’




  ‘Evidently not.’




  ‘Surely they must have suspects?’




  Gautier shrugged. He could think of no comment that he could usefully make. All crimes, especially murder, must be treated objectively and their solution was not helped by idle speculation.

  Pascal however was not prepared to let the matter rest. He asked Gautier, ‘Do you suppose that the murder might in some way be connected with that scene at the intronisation ceremony

  last night?’




  ‘Anything is possible. I really do not know.’




  ‘O’Flynn was furious at the American’s behaviour. I have never seen him so angry.’




  When he saw that Gautier would not be drawn, Pascal seemed to grow restless. He pulled out a silver watch from his waistcoat pocket and looked at it.




  ‘I cannot imagine why my friends from Paris are not here yet,’ he said. ‘Their train from Paris must have been delayed.’




  ‘Perhaps the police would not admit them to the hotel. They could be waiting outside.’




  ‘You may be right. I will go and see.’




  The number of people in the lobby showed no signs of diminishing. Gautier noticed one or two guests coming out of the manager’s office, presumably having been questioned, they then left

  the hotel with their luggage, but progress was slow. Presently the inspector of police whom he had seen earlier leaving the hotel with Bishop Arkwright and his lady companion, returned alone and

  went into the manager’s office. When finally Duthrey did appear, Gautier told him that they would both have to take their turn and be questioned by the police before they returned to

  Paris.




  ‘Quite right too,’ Duthrey said. ‘I can tell them who murdered O’Flynn.’




  ‘I would not be too ready with accusations if I were you.’




  ‘Why not? The American bishop must have killed him.’




  ‘You have no evidence that he was responsible.’




  ‘Like all policemen you are too cautious,’ Duthrey said. ‘There is another reason for believing that the bishop is guilty. Did you not say that O’Flynn was found wearing

  a cardinal’s hat?’




  ‘Yes, but what is the connection?’




  ‘Bishop Arkwright hated Catholics. He denounced the Catholic Church as the mother of superstition, bigotry and vice. After stabbing O’Flynn he must have put the hat on him as a

  gesture of defiance.’




  Gautier could see little logic in Duthrey’s reasoning. ‘Leave matters to the police,’ he advised him. ‘If you start accusing the bishop you will be drawn into the

  investigation. And that may mean that you and I might have to stay on in Dijon. As it is we may well have to take a later train to Paris.’




  The suggestion that they might be delayed in returning home did not disconcert Duthrey as much as Gautier had expected. In Paris after taking his daily apéritif at the Café

  Corneille, Duthrey would return home, where his wife had prepared an excellent lunch for him. The lunch would be accompanied by a bottle of burgundy, after which he would take a short nap before

  returning to the offices of Le Figaro. The daily routine had become a ritual, any breach of which invariably provoked a burst of petulance. Gautier had never met Madame Duthrey and knew

  only that they were an apparently devoted couple who had no children. He had assumed on little evidence that it must be Madame Duthrey who laid down the rules of their marriage and who expected

  punctuality of her husband. Now Duthrey seemed almost to welcome the possibility that he might be delayed in returning to the domestic milieu.




  While they were talking a policeman came up and told them that Inspector Le Harivel would like to speak to them in the manager’s office. When they were shown in, Le Harivel shook their

  hands, a gesture, Gautier supposed, to reassure them that they were not suspected of O’Flynn’s murder.




  ‘As you will understand, Messieurs,’ the inspector told them, ‘we are interviewing everyone who was in the hotel last night. Since I understand that you travelled down from

  Paris together, I assume you will have no objection to my speaking to you at the same time.’




  ‘None whatsoever,’ Gautier said. ‘I hope we can be of help.’




  ‘We certainly can, Inspector,’ Duthrey said. ‘You should have spoken to us sooner.’




  ‘What can you tell me?’




  ‘You may not have heard of the fracas at the Château Perdrix last evening. The man responsible was staying in this hotel last night.’




  The interest in Le Harivel’s eyes subsided. ‘Are you are talking of Bishop Arkwright, Monsieur? We have already interviewed him.’




  ‘Where is he? Under arrest?’




  ‘When he left police headquarters a short time ago he and his companion said they intended to take a stroll in Dijon.’




  ‘Are you saying you released him?’ Duthrey was indignant.




  ‘We had no reason to hold him. He assured us that he spent the whole of last night with the lady he is travelling with in her room.’




  ‘And you believed him.’




  ‘Why not? The lady in question has not denied that he did.’




  In Paris Gautier left Duthrey to make his own way home from the Gare de Lyon, and found a fiacre to drive him to Sûreté headquarters on Quai des Orfèvres.

  He thought it unlikely that on a Sunday any crime would have been committed serious enough to require his immediate attention, but he was curious to know what would be facing him next morning.
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