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In the American Civil War the opposing armies are desperate for arms. A London trader selling weapons to the South faces a moral dilemma when his daughter, in love with a Confederate, insists he change sides. When he is brutally murdered, her lover is the immediate suspect. William and Hester Monk must bring the pair back from the front line in America to face justice in an English court.
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Chapter One
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‘We are invited to dine with Mr and Mrs Alberton,’ Hester said in reply to Monk’s questioning gaze across the breakfast table. ‘They are friends of Callandra’s. She was to go as well, but has been called to Scotland unexpectedly.’

‘I suppose you would like to accept anyway,’ he deduced, watching her face.

He usually read her emotions quickly, sometimes with startling accuracy, at others misunderstanding entirely. On this occasion he was correct.

‘Yes, I would. Callandra said they are charming and interesting and have a very beautiful home. Mrs Alberton is half Italian, and both have travelled quite a lot.’

‘Then I suppose we had better go. Short notice, isn’t it?’ he said less than graciously.

It was short notice indeed, but Hester was not disposed to find unnecessary fault with something which promised to be interesting, and possibly even the beginning of a new friendship. She did not have many. The nature of her work as a nurse had meant they were frequently of a fleeting nature. She had not been involved with any gripping cause for quite some little time. Even Monk’s cases, while financially rewarding, had over the last four months of spring and early summer been most uninteresting, and he had not sought her assistance, or in most of them her opinion. She did not mind that; robberies were tedious, largely motivated by greed, and she did not know the people concerned.

‘Good,’ she said with a smile, folding up the letter. ‘I shall write back immediately saying that we shall be delighted.’

His answering look was wry, only very slightly sarcastic.

They arrived at the Alberton house in Tavistock Square just before half-past seven. It was, as Callandra had said, handsome, although Hester would not have thought it worth remarking on. However she changed her mind as soon as they were in the hallway which was dominated by a curving staircase, at the half-turn of which was an enormous stained-glass window with the evening sun behind it. It was truly beautiful, and Hester found herself staring at it when she should have been paying attention to the butler who had admitted them, and watching where she was going.

The withdrawing room also was unusual. There was less furniture in it than was customary, and the colours were paler and warmer, giving an illusion of light even though in fact the long windows which overlooked the garden faced towards the eastern sky. The shadows were already lengthening, although it would not be dark yet until after ten o’clock at this time so shortly after midsummer.

Hester’s first impression of Judith Alberton was that she was an extraordinarily beautiful woman. She was taller than average, but with a slender neck and shoulders which made more apparent the lush curves of her figure, and lent it a delicacy it might otherwise not have possessed. Her face, when looked at more closely, was totally wrong for conventional fashion. Her nose was straight and quite prominent, her cheekbones very high, her mouth too large and her chin definitely short. Her eyes were slanted and of a golden autumn shade. The whole impression was both generous and passionate. The longer one looked at her the lovelier she seemed. Hester liked her immediately.

‘How do you do?’ Judith said warmly. ‘I am so pleased you have come. It was kind of you on so hasty an invitation. But Lady Callandra spoke of you with such affection I did not wish to wait.’ She smiled at Monk. Her eyes lit with a flare of interest as she regarded his dark face with its lean bones and broad-bridged nose, but it was Hester to whom she addressed her attention. ‘May I introduce my husband?’

The man who came forward was pleasing rather than handsome, far more ordinary than she was, but his features were regular and there was both strength and charm in them.

‘How do you do, Mrs Monk?’ he said with a smile, but when courtesy was met he turned immediately to Monk behind her, searching his countenance steadily for a moment before holding out his hand in welcome, and then turning aside so the rest of the company could be introduced.

There were three other people in the room. One was a man in his mid-forties, his dark hair thinning a little. Hester noticed first his wide smile and spontaneous handshake. He had a natural confidence, as if he were sure enough of himself and his beliefs he had no need to thrust them upon anyone else. He was happy to listen to others. It was a quality she could not help but like. His name was Robert Casbolt, and he was introduced not only as Alberton’s business partner and friend since youth, but also Judith’s cousin.

The other man present was American. As one could hardly help being aware, that country had in the last few months slipped tragically into a state of civil conflict. There had not as yet been anything more serious than a few ugly skirmishes, but open violence seemed increasingly probable with every fresh bulletin that arrived across the Atlantic. All-out war seemed more and more likely.

‘Mr Breeland is from the Union,’ Alberton said courteously, but there was no warmth in his voice.

Hester looked at Breeland as she acknowledged the introduction. He appeared to be in his early thirties, tall and very straight, with square shoulders and the upright stance of a soldier. His features were regular, his expression polite but severely controlled, as if he felt he must be constantly on guard against any slip or relaxation of awareness.

The last person was the Albertons’ daughter, Merrit. She was about sixteen, with all the charm, the passion and vulnerability of her years. She was fairer than her mother, and had not the beauty, but she had a similar strength of will in her face, and less ability to hide her emotions. She allowed herself to be introduced politely enough, but she did not make any attempt to pretend more than courtesy.

The preliminary conversation was on matters as simple as the weather, the increase in traffic on the streets and the crowds drawn by a nearby exhibition.

Hester wondered why Callandra had thought she and Monk might find these people congenial, but perhaps she was merely fond of them, and had discovered in them a kindness.

Breeland and Merrit moved a little apart, talking earnestly. Monk, Casbolt and Judith Alberton discussed the latest play, and Hester fell into conversation with Daniel Alberton.

‘Lady Callandra told me you spent nearly two years out in the Crimea,’ he said with great interest. He smiled apologetically. ‘I am not going to ask you the usual questions about Miss Nightingale. You must find that tedious by now.’

‘She was a very remarkable person,’ Hester said diplomatically. ‘I could not criticise anyone for seeking to know more about her.’

His smile widened. ‘You must have said that so many times! You were prepared for it!’

She found herself relaxing. He was unexpectedly pleasant to converse with; frankness was always so much easier than continued courtesy. ‘Yes, I admit I was. It is—’

‘Unoriginal,’ he finished for her.

‘Yes.’

‘Perhaps what I wanted to say was unoriginal also, but I shall say it anyway, because I do want to know.’ He frowned very slightly, drawing his brows together. His eyes were clear blue. ‘You must have exercised a great deal of courage out there, both physical and moral, especially when you were actually close to the battlefield. You must have made decisions which altered other people’s lives, perhaps saved them, or lost them.’

That was true. She remembered with a jolt just how desperate it had been. It was as remote from this quiet summer evening in an elegant London withdrawing room, where the shade of a gown mattered, the cut of a sleeve. War, disease, shattered bodies, the heat and flies, or the terrible cold could all have been on another planet with no connection with this world at all except a common language, and yet no words that could ever explain one to the other.

She nodded.

‘Do you not find it extraordinarily difficult to adjust from that life to this?’ he asked, his voice soft, but edged with a surprising intensity.

How much had Callandra told Judith Alberton, or her husband? Would Hester embarrass her friend with the Albertons in future if she were to be honest? Probably not. Callandra had never been a woman to run from the truth.

‘Well, I came back burning with determination to reform all our hospitals here at home,’ she said ruefully. ‘As you can see, I did not succeed, for several reasons. The chief among them was that no one would believe I had the faintest idea what I was talking about. Women don’t understand medicine at all, and nurses in particular are for rolling bandages, sweeping and mopping floors, carrying coal and slops, and generally doing as they are told.’ She allowed her bitterness to show. ‘It did not take me long to be dismissed, and earn my way by caring for private patients.’

There was admiration in his eyes as well as laughter. ‘Was that not very hard for you?’ he asked.

‘Very,’ she agreed. ‘But I met my husband shortly after I came home. We were … I was going to say friends, but that is not true. Adversaries in a common cause, would describe it far better. Did Lady Callandra tell you that he is a private agent of inquiry?’

There was no surprise on his face, certainly nothing like alarm. In high society, gentlemen owned land or were in the army or politics. They did not work, in the sense of being employed. Trade was equally unacceptable. But whatever family background Judith Alberton came from, her husband showed no dismay that his guest should be little better than a policeman, an occupation fit only for the least desirable element.

‘Yes,’ he admitted readily. ‘She told me she found some of his adventures quite fascinating, but she did not give me any details. I presumed they might be confidential.’

‘They are,’ she agreed. ‘I would not discuss them either, only to say that they have prevented me from missing any sense of excitement or decision that I felt in the Crimea. And for the most part my share in them has not required the physical privation or the personal danger of nursing in wartime.’

‘And the horror, or the pity?’ he asked quietly.

‘It has not sheltered me from those,’ she admitted. ‘Except for a matter of numbers. And I am not sure one feels any less for one person, if they are in desperate trouble, than one does for many.’

‘Quite.’ It was Robert Casbolt who spoke. He came up just behind Alberton, putting a companionable hand on his shoulder and regarding Hester with interest. ‘There is just so much the emotions can take, and one gives all one has, I imagine. From what I have just overheard, you are a remarkable woman, Mrs Monk. I am delighted Daniel thought to invite you and your husband to dine. You will enliven our usual conversation greatly, and I for one am looking forward to it.’ He lowered his voice conspiratorially. ‘No doubt we shall hear more of it over dinner – it is totally inescapable these days – but I have had more than sufficient of the war in America and its issues.’

Alberton’s face lightened. ‘So have I, but I would wager you a good carriage and pair that Breeland will regale us again with the virtues of the Union before the third course has been served.’

‘Second!’ Casbolt amended. He grinned at Hester, a broad, shining expression. ‘He is a very earnest young man, Mrs Monk, and fanatically convinced of the moral rightness of his cause. To him the Union of the United States is a divine entity, and the Confederate desire to secede the work of the devil.’

Any further comment was cut short by the necessity of removing to the dining room where dinner was ready to be served.

Monk found the house pleasing although he was not certain why. It was something to do with warmth of colour and simplicity of proportion. He had spent the earlier part of the evening talking with Casbolt and Judith Alberton, with the occasional comment from Lyman Breeland, who seemed to find light conversation tedious. He was too well-mannered to show it overtly, but Monk at least knew that he was bored. He wondered why Breeland had come at all. It excited Monk’s curiosity. Looking around the room, including himself and Hester, it seemed an oddly disparate group of people. Breeland appeared to be in his early thirties, a year or two younger than Hester. The rest of them must have been in their mid- to late-forties, apart from Merrit Alberton. Why had she chosen to attend this dinner when she could surely have been in the company of other young girls, if not at a party?

Yet he saw in her no sign of tedium or impatience. Was she remarkably well-mannered, or was there something which drew her here by choice?

The answer came at the end of the soup course and as the fish was served.

‘Where do you live in America, Mr Breeland?’ Hester asked innocently.

‘Our home is in Connecticut, ma’am,’ he replied, ignoring his food and gazing at her steadily. ‘But at present we are in Washington, of course. People are coming in from all over the northern part of the Union to gather to the cause, as no doubt you know.’ He raised his level eyebrows very slightly.

Casbolt and Alberton glanced at each other, and away again.

‘We are fighting for the survival of an ideal of freedom and liberty for all men,’ Breeland continued emphatically. ‘Volunteers are pouring in from every town and city and from the farms even far inland and to the west.’

Merrit’s face was suddenly alight. She looked for a moment at Breeland, her eyes shining, then back to Hester. ‘When they win, there will be no more slavery,’ she proclaimed. ‘All men will be free to come and go as they choose, to call no man master. It will be one of the greatest and noblest steps mankind has taken, and they will do it even at the cost of their lives, their homes, whatever it takes.’

‘War is usually at that cost, Miss Alberton,’ Hester answered quietly, ‘whatever the cause of it.’

‘But this is different!’ Merrit’s voice rose urgently. She leaned forward a little over the exquisite china and silver, the light from the chandeliers gleaming on her pale shoulders. ‘This is true nobility and sacrifice for a great ideal. It is a struggle to preserve those liberties for which America was founded. If you really understood it all, Mrs Monk, you would be as passionate in its defence as the Union supporters are … unless, of course, you believe in slavery!’ There was no anger in her, just bewilderment that anyone would do such a thing.

‘No, I don’t believe in slavery!’ Hester said fiercely. She looked neither to right nor left to see what other people’s feelings might be. ‘I find the whole idea abhorrent.’

Merrit relaxed and her face flooded with a beautiful smile. An instant warmth radiated from her. ‘Then you will understand completely. Don’t you agree we should do all we can to help such a cause, when other men are willing to give their lives?’ Again her eyes flickered momentarily to Breeland, and he smiled back at her, a faint flush of pleasure in his cheeks, then he looked away again, perhaps self-consciously, as if guarding his emotion.

Hester was even more guarded. ‘I certainly agree we should fight against slavery, but I am not sure that this is the way to do it. I confess, I don’t know sufficient about the issue to make a judgement.’

‘It is simple enough,’ Merrit replied, ‘when you cut away the political quarrels and the matters of land and money, and are left with nothing but the morality.’ She waved her hand, and without realising it, blocked the way of the footman trying to serve the main course. ‘It is a matter of being honest.’ Again the lovely smile transformed her face. ‘If you were to ask Mr Breeland, he would explain the matter to you so you would be able to see it with such clarity you would bum to fight the cause with all your heart.’

Monk looked across to see how Daniel Alberton felt about this intense loyalty in his daughter to a war five thousand miles away. There was a weariness in his face which told of many such discussions, and no resolution.

Newspapers in London carried many stories of Mr Lincoln, the new president, and of Jefferson Davis, who had been elected President of the Provisional Government of the Confederate States of America that had broken away from the Union one by one over the last several months. For a long time many had hoped to avoid outright war, while others actively encouraged it. But with the bombardment of Fort Sumter by the Confederates, and its subsequent surrender on 14 April, President Lincoln had asked for seventy-five thousand volunteers to serve for a period of three months, and proposed a blockade of all Confederate ports.

Newspapers suggested that the South had called for a hundred and fifty thousand volunteers. America was now at war.

What was far less obvious was the nature of the issues at stake. To some, like Merrit, a young English girl, it was simply about slavery. In reality it appeared to Monk to have at least as much to do with land, economics and the right of the South to secede from a Union it no longer wished to be part of.

Indeed, much sympathy in Britain lay with the South, although the motives for that were also mixed, and perhaps suspect.

Alberton’s patient tones came with an effort which for an instant was naked in his face.

‘There are many causes, my dear, and some of them conflict with each other. There are no ends I know of which justify dishonourable means. One must consider—’

‘There is nothing which justifies slavery!’ she said hotly, cutting across him with no thought for the respect she owed him, especially in company. ‘Too many people use sophistries to defend not risking themselves or what they own in a fight.’

Judith’s hand tightened on her silver fork, and she glanced at her husband. Breeland smiled. A flush of irritation crossed Casbolt’s face.

‘And too many people rush in to espouse one cause,’ Alberton replied, ‘without taking a moment to weigh what their partisanship might cost another cause, equally just and equally in need of their help, and perhaps as deserving of their loyalty.’

It was apparent it was no philosophical argument. Something of immediate and highly personal importance was at stake. One had only to glance at Lyman Breeland’s stiff shoulders and unsmiling face, at the high colour in Merrit’s cheeks, at Daniel Alberton’s very evident impatience, to know that. Thoughts teemed in Monk’s imagination, but no answer seemed clear.

This time Merrit did not reply, but her temper flared very visibly. She was in many ways still not much more than a child, but the emotion ran so deep that Monk found the situation on the verge of embarrassment.

The plates were removed, and cherry pie and cream were served. The company ate in silence.

To ease the atmosphere Judith Alberton made some pleasant remark about a musical recital she had been to. Hester expressed an interest Monk knew she did not feel. She did not care for sentimental ballads, and he wondered, looking at Judith’s remarkable face, if she really did. It seemed a taste at odds with the strength of her features.

Casbolt caught Monk’s eye, and smiled as if secretly amused.

Gradually the conversation began again, gentle and well-mannered, with an occasional shaft of wit. The pie was succeeded by fresh grapes, apricots and pears, then by cheese. Light gleamed on silver, crystal and white linen. Now and then there was laughter.

Monk found himself wondering why Breeland had been invited. Discreetly he studied the man, his expression, the tensions in his body, the way he listened to the conversation as if intent upon interpreting from it some deeper meaning, and waiting his chance to intercede with something of his own. Yet it never came. Half a dozen times Monk saw him draw breath, and then fail to speak. He looked at Merrit, when she was speaking, and there was a momentary softness in his eyes, but he scrupulously avoided leaning close to her or any other gesture which might appear intimate, whether to guard her feelings, or his own.

He was polite with Judith Alberton, but there was no warmth in him, as if he were not at ease with her. Considering her remarkable beauty, Monk did not find that difficult to understand. Men could be intimidated by such a woman, become self-conscious and prefer to remain silent rather than to speak, and risk sounding less than as clever or as amusing as they would have desired. He was probably ten years younger than she, and Monk had begun to suspect he was in love with her daughter, without her approval.

Casbolt showed no such lack of ease. His affection for Judith was apparent, but then as cousins they had probably known each other all their lives. Indeed, he made several references, often in jest, to events in the past they had shared, some which had seemed disasters at the time but which had now receded into memory and no longer hurt. The pain or laughter shared made a unique bond between them.

They spoke of summer visits to Italy when the three of them – Judith, Casbolt, and her brother, Cesare – had walked the golden hills of Tuscany, found gentle and idiosyncratic pieces of statuary that predated the rise of Rome, and speculated on the people who might have made them. Judith laughed with pleasure, but Monk thought he saw a shadow of pain as well. He glanced at Hester, and knew she had seen it also.

Casbolt’s voice held it too: the knowledge of something too deep ever to be forgotten, and yet which could be shared because they had endured together, he, she and Daniel Alberton.

Nothing overt was said during the entire course of the meal, and certainly nothing remotely offensive. But Monk formed the opinion that Casbolt did not much like Breeland. Perhaps it was no more than a dissimilarity in temperament. Casbolt was a sophisticated man of wide experience and charm. He was at ease with people, and conversation came naturally to him.

Breeland was an idealist who could not relax from his beliefs even for the space of a dinner, or allow himself to laugh while he knew others were suffering. Perhaps it was a certain strangeness, being far away from his home at a time of such trial, and among strangers. And obviously he could not help responding to Merrit’s youth and her charm.

Monk had some sympathy with him. He had once been as passionate about great causes, or brimming with zeal over injustices that affected thousands, perhaps millions. Now he only felt such heat over individuals. He had tried too often to affect the course of law or nature, and tasted failure, learning the strength of the opposition. He still tried hard, and grieved bitterly. The anger seized up inside him. But he could also lay it aside for a space, and fill his heart and mind with the sweet and the beautiful as well. He had learned how to pace his battles – at least sometimes – and to savour the moments of respite.

The last course was almost completed when the butler came to speak to Daniel Alberton.

‘Excuse me, sir,’ he said in little above a whisper. ‘Mr Philo Trace has called. Shall I tell him you are engaged, or do you wish to see him?’

Breeland swivelled around, his body stiff, his expression so tightly controlled as to be almost frozen.

Merrit was far less careful to hide her feelings. The colour rose hot in her cheeks and she glared at her father as if she believed he were about to do something monstrous.

Casbolt glanced at the others in apology, but his face was alive with interest. Monk had the fleeting impression that Casbolt actually cared what he thought, then he dismissed it as ridiculous. Why should he?

From Alberton’s expression it was plain that he had not expected the caller. For a moment he was taken aback. He looked at Judith questioningly.

‘By all means,’ she said with a faint smile.

‘I suppose you had better ask him to come in,’ Alberton instructed the butler. ‘Explain to him that we are at dinner, and if he cares to join us for fruit, then he is very welcome.’

There was an uncomfortable silence while the butler retreated, and then returned, ushering in a slender, dark-haired man with a sensitive, mercurial face, the type whose expression conveyed emotion, and yet perhaps hid his true feelings. He was handsome, as if charm came easily, and yet there was something elusive about him, and private. Monk judged him to be perhaps ten years older than Breeland, and the moment he spoke it was apparent he came from one of those Southern States which had recently seceded from the Union, and with whom they were now at war.

‘How do you do?’ Monk replied when they were introduced, and the butler had brought another chair and discreetly set an additional place at the table.

‘I’m truly sorry,’ Trace said with some embarrassment. ‘I seem to have the wrong evening. I certainly did not intend to intrude.’ He looked for a moment at Breeland, and it was clear they already knew each other. The animosity between them crackled in the air.

‘That’s quite all right, Mr Trace,’ Judith said with a smile. ‘Would you care for a little fruit? Or a pastry?’

His eyes lingered on her with pleasure, and a certain earnestness.

‘Thank you, ma’am. That is most generous of you.’

‘Mr and Mrs Monk are friends of Lady Callandra Daviot. I cannot remember whether you met her or not,’ Judith continued.

‘No, I didn’t, but you told me something of her. A most interesting lady.’ He sat down on the chair which had been drawn up for him. He regarded Hester with pleasant curiosity. ‘Are you connected with the army also, ma’am?’

‘Indeed she is,’ Casbolt said enthusiastically. ‘She has had a remarkable career … with Florence Nightingale. I am sure you must have heard of her?’

‘Naturally.’ Trace smiled at Hester. ‘I’m afraid in America these days we are obliged to concern ourselves with all aspects of war, as I dare say you know. But I am sure it is not what you wish to discuss over dinner.’

‘Isn’t that what you have come about, Mr Trace?’ Merrit asked, her voice cold. ‘You did not call by socially. You admitted as much when you said you had mistaken the evening.’

Trace blushed. ‘I don’t know how I came to do that. I have already apologised, Miss Alberton.’

‘I’m sure I don’t know either!’ Merrit returned. ‘I can only think you were worried in case Mr Breeland might at last persuade my father of the justice of his cause, and you should find yourself without the purchase you expected.’ It was a challenge and she made no concession to courtesy. Her passionate conviction rang in her voice so sincerely it almost robbed it of rudeness.

Casbolt shook his head. He looked at Merrit patiently. ‘You know better than that, my dear. However profound your convictions, you understand your father better than to think he would go back on his word for anyone. I hope Mr Trace knows that also. If he doesn’t, he soon will.’ He looked across at Monk. ‘We must apologise to you, sir, and to you,’ he included Hester for an instant. ‘This must all seem inexplicably heated to you. I dare say no one explained to you, Daniel and I are dealers and shippers among other things. Guns of good quality are in great demand, with the United States at war, as it regrettably is. Men from both the Union and the Confederacy are scouring Europe and buying up everything they can. Most of it is quite possibly inferior, as likely to blow up in the faces of the men who use them as do any damage to the enemy. Some of them have aims so bad you would be lucky to hit the broad side of a barn at twenty paces. Do you know anything about guns, sir?’

‘Nothing at all,’ Monk said truthfully. If he ever had known, it had gone with the coach accident five years ago which had robbed him of all memory before that time. He could not recall ever having fired a gun. However, Casbolt’s explanation made clear the turbulence of emotions he had felt in the room, and the presence of both Breeland and Trace, and the bitter emotion between them. It had nothing to do with Merrit Alberton, or any of the family.

Casbolt’s face lit with enthusiasm. ‘The best modern gun, say for example the P1853, last year’s model, is built of a total of sixty-one parts, including screws and so on. It weighs only eight pounds and fourteen and a half ounces, without bayonet, and the barrel is rifled, of course, and thirty-nine inches long. It is accurate over at least nine hundred yards – well over half a mile!’

Judith looked at him with a slightly reproving smile.

‘Of course!’ he apologised, glancing at Hester, then at Monk again. ‘I’m sorry. Please tell us something of your business, if it is not all confidential?’ His expression held an interest so sharp it was difficult to imagine it was affected purely for politeness’ sake.

Monk had never been asked such a question in the society of a dinner party. Normally it was the last thing people wished to speak of, because he was present to investigate something which had caused them recent pain, and in all likelihood was still doing so. Crime not only brought fear, bereavement, and inevitably suspicion, it ripped from quiet lives the decent masks of secrecy everyone put over all manner of smaller sins and weaknesses.

‘Robert!’ Judith said urgently. ‘I think you are asking Mr Monk to tell us about people’s tragedies!’

Casbolt looked wide-eyed, and not in the least put out. ‘Am I? What a shame. How can I circumvent that? I really would like to hear something of Mr Monk’s fascinating occupation.’ He was still smiling, but there was a determination in his voice. He sat back from the table a little, picking up a small bunch of a dozen or so green grapes in his fingers. ‘Tell me, do you spend a lot of time on robberies, missing jewels, and so on?’

It was a far safer subject than guns or slavery. Monk saw the interest flicker in Judith’s face, in spite of her awareness that the subject was possibly not one a polite society would pursue.

Daniel Alberton also seemed relieved. His fingers stopped twisting the fruit knife he held.

‘Mrs Monk says that her involvement in your cases has replaced the exhilaration, the horror, and the responsibility she felt on the battlefield,’ Casbolt prompted. ‘They can hardly be affairs of finding the lost silver saltcellar, or the missing greatniece of Lady So-and-so.’

They were all waiting for Monk to tell them something dramatic and entertaining, which had nothing whatever to do with their own lives, or the tensions which lay between them. Even Hester was looking at him, smiling.

‘No,’ he agreed, taking a peach off the dish. ‘There are a few of that order, but every so often there is a murder which falls to me, rather than to the police—’

‘Good heavens!’ Judith said involuntarily. ‘Why?’

‘Usually because the police suspect the wrong person,’ Monk replied.

‘In your opinion?’ Casbolt said quickly.

Monk met his eyes. There was banter in Casbolt’s voice, but his look was level, unflickering and highly intelligent. Monk was certain this remark at least was not made idly, to relieve the previous embarrassment between Breeland and Trace.

‘Yes, in my belief,’ he answered with the weight he thought it deserved. ‘I have been seriously wrong at times, but only for a while. I was once convinced a famous man was innocent, and worked very hard to prove him so, only to find in the end that he was horribly and cold-bloodedly guilty.’

Merrit did not wish to be interested, but in spite of herself she was. ‘Did you manage to put right your mistake? What happened to him?’ she asked, ignoring the grapes on her plate.

‘He was hanged,’ Monk said without pleasure.

She stared at him, a shadow flickering in her eyes. There was something in his manner she did not understand, not the words but the emotion.

‘Weren’t you pleased?’

How could he explain to her the anger he had felt at the loss of the woman who had been killed, and that revenge, which was all that it was, brought nothing back. Justice, as the law contained it, was necessary, but there was no joy in it. He looked at the soft lines of her face, she had barely outgrown the roundness of childhood, and she was so certain she was right about the American war, so burning with indignation, love and consuming idealism.

‘No,’ he said, needing to be honest to himself whether she understood or not. ‘I am pleased the truth was known. I am pleased he had to answer for his crime, but I regretted his destruction. He was a clever man, greatly gifted, but his arrogance was monstrous. In the end he thought everyone else should serve his talents. It consumed his compassion and his judgement, even his honour.’

‘How tragic,’ Judith said softly. ‘I’m glad Robert asked you; your answer is better than I had expected.’ She glanced at her husband, whose expression confirmed her own.

‘Thank you, my dear.’ Casbolt flashed her a sudden smile, then turned back to Monk. ‘Tell us, how did you catch him? If he was clever, then you must have been even cleverer!’

Monk answered a trifle smugly. ‘He made mistakes – old cases, old enemies. I uncovered them. It is a matter of understanding loyalties and betrayals, of watching everything, and never giving up.’

‘Hounding him?’ Breeland asked with distaste.

‘No!’ Monk replied sharply. ‘Of seeking the truth, whether it is what you want it to be, or not. Even if it is what you dread most and cuts deepest at what you want to believe, never lie, never twist it, never run away, and never give up.’ He was surprised at the vehemence with which he meant what he said. He heard it in his voice and it startled him.

He saw the agreement in Hester’s face, and felt himself colour. He had not realised her respect still mattered so much to him. He had never intended to be so vulnerable.

Merrit was staring at him with a sudden interest, as if in a space of moments he had metamorphosed into a man she could like, and she did not know how to deal with the change.

‘There you are!’ Casbolt declared with evident pleasure. ‘I knew you had invited a most interesting man, my dear,’ he said to Judith. ‘Are you ever defeated, Mr Monk? Do you ever retire from the fray and concede to the villain?’

Monk smiled back, a trifle wolfishly. Now the passion was gone, they were fencing to entertain.

‘Not yet. I’ve come close a few times. I’ve feared my own client was guilty, or that the person I was employed to protect might be, and I have wanted to let go, just walk away and pretend I did not know the truth.’

‘And did you?’ Alberton asked curiously. He was leaning forward a little across the table, his plate ignored, his eyes intent upon Monk’s face.

‘No. But sometimes I liked the villain better than the victim,’ Monk answered honestly.

Judith was surprised. ‘Really? When you understood the crime you had more sympathy with the murderer than the person he killed?’

‘Once or twice. There was a woman whose child was systematically molested. I liked her far better than the man she killed for it.’

‘Oh!’ She sucked in her breath sharply, her face blanched with pain. ‘Poor creature!’

Trace looked at her, his eyes wide, then at Merrit. ‘Was he guilty?’

‘Oh yes. And a victim himself.’

‘A …’ Judith started, then understanding, her eyes filled with pity. ‘Oh … I see.’

Breeland pushed his chair back from the table and rose slowly to his feet.

‘I am sure Mr Monk’s adventures are fascinating, and I regret having to excuse myself so early, but since Mr Trace has called on what is apparently business, I feel I should either stay and argue my cause over his, or withdraw, and retain your goodwill by not allowing this most agreeable evening to descend into acrimony.’ He lifted his chin a little higher. He was angry and self-conscious, but would yield his convictions to no one. ‘And since you already know every reason why the Union is fighting to preserve the nation we have founded in freedom, against a Confederacy which would encircle us in slavery, and I have argued it with every reason and emotion in my power, I shall thank you for your hospitality and wish you good night.’ He inclined his head stiffly in something less than a bow. ‘Mrs Alberton, Miss Alberton.’ He looked at Daniel coldly. ‘Sir. Ladies and gentlemen,’ he included everyone else. Then he turned on his heel and left.

‘I’m so sorry,’ Trace repeated. ‘That was the last thing I meant to have happened.’ He turned from Judith to Daniel Alberton. ‘Please believe me, sir, I never doubted your word. I did not know Breeland was here.’

‘Of course you didn’t,’ Alberton agreed, rising to his feet also. ‘Perhaps if the rest of you will excuse us, we shall be able to conclude our business quite quickly. It seems unfortunate, and unnecessary, now that Mr Trace is here, for me to require him to come again tomorrow.’ He looked apologetically to Hester and Monk.

‘I dare say it is my fault.’ Casbolt looked at Trace and shrugged very slightly. ‘It was I who last spoke to you about it. I may have given the wrong date. If I did, I am sorry. It was most careless of me.’ He turned to Judith, then to Monk and Hester.

‘It is quite all right,’ Monk said quickly, and he meant it. The friction between Trace and Breeland was more interesting than a blander party might have been, but of course he could not say so.

‘Thank you,’ Casbolt said warmly. ‘Shall you and I remain here while the ladies retire to the withdrawing room, and Daniel and Mr Trace conduct their business?’

‘By all means,’ Monk accepted.

Casbolt looked at the port bottle nestling in its basket, and the sparkling glasses waiting for it, and grinned broadly.

Judith led Hester and Merrit through to the withdrawing room again. The curtains were still open and the last of the evening light bathed the tops of the trees in a warm apricot glow. An aspen shimmered as the sunset breeze turned its leaves, glittering one moment, smooth the next.

‘I am so sorry for the intrusion of this miserable war in America,’ Judith said ruefully. ‘It seems we can’t escape from it at the moment.’

Merrit stood very straight, her shoulders squared, staring out of the long windows at the roses across the lawn.

‘I don’t think it is morally right that we should try to. I’m sorry if you feel that is bad manners to say so, but I honestly don’t believe Mrs Monk is someone who would use manners as an excuse to run away from the truth.’ She turned her head to stare at Hester. ‘She went to the Crimea to care for our soldiers who were sick and injured when she could have stayed here at home and been comfortable, and said it was none of her business. If you had been alive at the time, wouldn’t you have campaigned with Wilberforce to end the slave trade through Britain, and on the high seas?’ There was a challenge directed at Hester, but in spite of the ring in her voice, her eyes were bright as if she knew the answer.

‘Please heaven, I hope so!’ Hester said vehemently. ‘That we even entered into it was one of the blackest pages in all our history. To buy and sell human beings is inexcusable.’

Merrit gave her a beautiful smile, then turned to her mother. ‘I knew it! Why can’t Papa see that? How can he be through there in his study actually proposing to sell guns to the Confederacy? The Slave States!’

‘Because he gave his word to Mr Trace before Mr Breeland came here,’ Judith replied. ‘Now please sit down and don’t place Mrs Monk in the middle of our difficulties. It is quite unfair.’ Taking Merrit’s obedience for granted, she turned to Hester. ‘Sometimes I wish my husband were in a different business. I am not sure if there is anything entirely without contention. Even if you were to sell tin baths or turnips, I dare say there would be someone on your doorstep declaring your demands were unrighteous or prejudicial to somebody else’s livelihood. But armaments arouse more emotions than most other things, and seem to depend upon so many reverses of fortune that cannot be foreseen.’

‘Do they?’ Hester was surprised. ‘I would have thought governments at least could see the probability of war long before it became inevitable.’

‘Oh, usually, but there are times when it comes right out of nowhere at all,’ Judith replied. ‘Naturally my husband, and Mr Casbolt as well, study the affairs of the world very closely. But there are events that take everyone by surprise. The Third Chinese War just last year was a perfect example.’

Hester had no knowledge of it, and it must have been clear in her face.

Judith laughed. ‘It was all part of the Opium Wars we have with the Chinese every so often, but this one took everybody by surprise. Although how the Second Chinese War began was the most absurd. Apparently there was a schooner called Arrow, built and owned by the Chinese, although it had once been registered in British Hong Kong. Anyway, the Chinese authorities boarded the Arrow and arrested some of the crew, who were also Chinese. We decided that we had been insulted—’

‘What?’ Hester said in amazement. ‘I mean … I beg your pardon?’

‘Precisely,’ Judith agreed wryly. ‘We took offence, and used it as a pretext to start a minor war. The French discovered that a French missionary had been executed by the Chinese a few months before that, so they joined in as well. When the war finished various treaties were signed and we felt it safe to resume business with the Chinese as usual.’ She grimaced. ‘Then quite unexpectedly the Third Chinese War broke out.’

‘Does it affect armament sales?’ Hester asked. ‘Surely only to the advantage, at least for the British?’

Judith shook her head very slightly. ‘Depends upon who you were selling to! In this instance, not if you were selling to the Chinese, with whom we were going through a period of good relations.’

‘Oh … I see.’

‘Then perhaps we should be more careful to whom we sell guns,’ Merrit said fiercely, ‘instead of just to the highest bidder!’

Judith looked for a moment as if she were about to argue, then changed her mind. Hester formed the opinion she had had some variation of this conversation several times before, and on each of them failed to make any difference. It was eminently none of Hester’s business, and better left alone, yet the impulse in her which so often Monk told her was arbitrary and opinionated, formed the words on her lips.

‘To whom should we sell guns?’ she asked with outward candour. ‘Apart from the Unionists in America, of course.’

Merrit was impervious to sarcasm. She was too idealistic to see any moderation to a cause.

‘Where there is no oppression involved,’ she said without hesitation. ‘Where people are fighting for their freedom.’

‘Who would you have sold them to in the Indian Mutiny?’

Merrit stared at her.

‘The Indians,’ Hester answered for her. ‘But perhaps if you had seen what they had done with them, the massacres of women and children, you might have felt … confused, at the least. I know I am.’

Merrit looked suddenly very young. The gaslight on her cheeks emphasised the soft curve, almost childlike, and the fair hair where it curled on her neck.

Hester felt a surge of tenderness towards her, remembering how ardent she had been at that age, how full of fire to better the world, and sure that she knew how, without the faintest idea of the multitudinous layers of passion and pain intertwined with one another, and the conflicting beliefs, all so reasonable, if taken alone. If innocence were not reborn with each generation, what hope was there that wrongs would ever be fought against?

‘I am not happy about the morality of it either,’ she said contritely. ‘I would rather have something relatively uncomplicated, like medicine. People’s lives are still in your hands, you can still make mistakes, terrible ones, but you have no doubt as to what you are trying to do, even if you don’t know how to do it.’

Merrit smiled tentatively. She recognised an olive branch and took it. ‘Aren’t you afraid sometimes?’ she asked softly.

‘Often. And of all sorts of things.’

Merrit stood still in the fading light. Only the very top of the aspen beyond her still caught the sun. She was fingering a rather heavy watch which had been tucked down her bosom, and now she had taken it out. She caught Hester’s eyes on it and the colour deepened in her cheeks.

‘Lyman gave it to me … Mr Breeland,’ she explained, avoiding her mother’s gaze. ‘I know it doesn’t really compliment this dress, but I intend to keep it with me always, to the devil with fashion!’ She lifted her chin a little, ready to defy any criticism.

Judith opened her mouth, then changed her mind.

‘Perhaps you could wear it on your skirt?’ Hester suggested. ‘It looks like a watch for use as much as ornament.’

Merrit’s face lightened. ‘That’s a good idea. I should have thought of that.’

‘I tend to wear a useful watch rather than a pretty one,’ Hester said. ‘One I cannot really see defeats the purpose.’

Merrit walked over to the chair opposite Hester and sat down. ‘I have the most tremendous admiration for people who dedicate themselves to the care of others,’ she said earnestly. ‘Would it be intrusive or troublesome of me to ask you to tell us a little more about your experiences?’

Actually it was something Hester was very willing to leave behind her when there was nothing she could accomplish, and no one to persuade. However it would have been ungracious to refuse, so she spent the next hour answering Merrit’s eager questions, and waiting for Judith to lead the conversation in another path, but she seemed to be just as interested, and her silence was one of deep attention.

When Trace had completed his business with Alberton, he took his leave, and Alberton returned to the dining room, glanced at Casbolt, then, seeing a slight nod, invited him and Monk to find more comfortable seats, not in the withdrawing room with the ladies, but in the library.

‘I owe you an apology, Mr Monk,’ Alberton said almost before they had made themselves comfortable. ‘I have certainly enjoyed your company this evening, and that of your wife, who is a most remarkable woman. But I invited you here because we need your help. Well, principally I do, but Casbolt is involved as well. I am sorry for misleading you in such a way, but the matter is very delicate, and in spite of Lady Callandra’s high opinion of you – which, by the way, was given as a friend, not professionally – I preferred to form my own judgement.’

Monk felt a moment’s resentment, mostly on Hester’s behalf, then realised that he might well have done the same thing himself were he in Alberton’s position. He hoped it was nothing to do with guns, or a choice between Philo Trace and Lyman Breeland. He found Trace the more agreeable man, but he believed in Breeland’s cause far more. He did not feel as passionately as Hester, but slavery was a concept that repelled him.

‘I accept your apology,’ he said with a slightly sardonic smile. ‘Now if you can tell me the matter that troubles you, I will make my judgement as to whether I can help you with it – or wish to.’

‘Well taken, Mr Monk,’ Alberton said ruefully. He made light of it, but Monk could see the tension underlying his words. His body was rigid; a tiny muscle ticked in his jaw. His voice was not quite even.

Monk felt a stab of guilt for his levity. The man was neither arrogant nor indifferent. His self-control all evening had been an act of courage.

‘Are you facing some kind of threat?’ he asked quietly. ‘Tell me what it is, and if I can help you, I will do.’

The flicker of a smile crossed Alberton’s face.

‘The problem is very simple to explain, Mr Monk. As you know, Casbolt and I are partners in the business of shipping, sometimes timber, but mostly machinery and armaments. I imagine after the conversation of our other dinner guest, that much is obvious.’ He did not look at Casbolt while he spoke but fixed his gaze unwaveringly on Monk. ‘What you cannot know is that some ten years ago I was introduced to a young man named Alexander Gilmer. He was charming, very beautiful to look at, and a trifle eccentric in his style of living. He was also ill and had been earning his way as an artists’ model. As I said, he was of striking appearance. His employer had abandoned him, Gilmer said because he had refused him sexual favours. At that time he was desperate. I paid his debts, as a matter of compassion.’ He took a deep breath but his eyes did not waver.

Casbolt did not attempt to interrupt. He seemed content that Alberton should tell the story.

‘Nevertheless,’ Alberton went on, his voice even lower, ‘the poor man died … in very tragic circumstances …’ He drew in his breath again and let it out in a sigh. ‘He had tried to get more work as a model, but each time with less respectable people. He was … somewhat naïve, I think. He expected a standard of morality that did not exist in the circles in which he moved. He was misunderstood. Men thought he was offering sexual favours, and when he refused, they became angry and put him out on the street. I suppose rejection very often produces such emotions.’ He stopped, his face filled with pity.

This time it was Casbolt who took up the thread, his voice earnest.

‘You see, Mr Monk, poor Gilmer, whom I also helped financially on one occasion, was eventually found dead in a house known for male prostitution. Whether they merely sheltered him, out of compassion, or if he worked there, is not known. But it made any money passed to him, whether a gift or a payment, fall under suspicion.’

‘Yes, I see that.’ Monk could visualise the picture very clearly. He was not sure precisely how much he believed, but it was probably irrelevant. ‘Someone has discovered proof of this gift of yours, and wishes you to continue it … only to them?’

A flicker crossed Alberton’s face. ‘It is not quite as simple as that, but that is the substance of it. It is not money they wish. If it were, I could be tempted, to protect my family, although I realise that once you have paid, there is no end to it.’

‘It also appears to be an admission that there is something to hide,’ Monk added, hearing the edge of contempt in his own voice. Blackmail was a crime he loathed above any other kind of theft. Far more than a material robbery, it was a form of torture, long drawn out and deliberate. He had known it drive people to their deaths. ‘I’ll do all I can to help,’ he added quickly.

Alberton looked at him. ‘The payment they want is one I cannot give.’

Casbolt nodded very slightly, but there was anger and pain in his face. He watched Monk intently.

Monk waited.

‘They want me to pay them in gun sales,’ Alberton explained. ‘Five hundred guns to a firm which I know is merely a front for another which sells directly to pirates operating in the Mediterranean.’ His hands clenched into fists until his knuckles shone white. ‘What you may not know, Mr Monk, is that my wife is half Italian.’ He glanced momentarily at Casbolt. ‘I think you heard mention of it at dinner. Her brother and his wife and children were murdered while at sea off the coast of Sicily … by pirates. You will understand why it is impossible for me to sell them guns in the circumstances.’

‘Yes … yes, of course I do,’ Monk said with feeling. ‘It is never good to pay blackmail, but this is doubly impossible. If you give me all the information you have, I will do everything I can to find out who is threatening you, and deal with it. I may be able to find proof that your gift was no more than compassion, then they will have no weapon left. Alternatively, there may be the same weapon to use against them. I assume you would be willing for me to do that?’

Alberton drew in his breath.

‘Yes,’ Casbolt said without hesitation. ‘Certainly. Forgive me, but it was to form some judgement of your willingness to pursue a difficult and even dangerous case to the conclusion, to fight for justice when all seemed stacked against you, that I asked you so much about yourself earlier in the evening, before you knew the reason why. I also wished to see if you had the vision to see a cause greater than satisfying the letter of the law.’

Monk smiled a trifle twistedly. He also took few men at their word.

‘Now, if you would tell me how they got in touch with you, and everything you know about Alexander Gilmer, both his life and his death,’ he replied, ‘I will begin tomorrow morning. If they get in touch with you again, delay them. Tell them you need to make arrangements, and are in the process of doing so.’

‘Thank you.’ For the first time since he had mentioned the subject, Alberton relaxed a little. ‘I am deeply obliged. Now we must discuss the financial arrangements.’

Casbolt reached out his hand. ‘Thank you, Monk. I think we now have room to hope.’


Chapter Two

[image: Image Missing]

Monk had described the case to Hester on their way home from the Albertons’ house. She was entirely at one with him about his acceptance. She found blackmail as abhorrent as he did, and apart from that, she had liked Judith Alberton and was distressed to think of the amount of embarrassment and pain that might be caused to the family were scandal to be created over the circumstances of Alberton’s help to Alexander Gilmer.

The following morning Monk set out early to go to Little Sutton Street in Clerkenwell, where Alberton had told him Gilmer had died. It was only eight o’clock as he walked rapidly towards Tottenham Court Road to find a hansom, but the streets were full of all kinds of traffic: cabs, carts, wagons, drays, costermongers’ barrows, pedlars selling everything from matches and bootlaces to ham sandwiches and lemonade. A running patterer stood on the corner with a small crowd around him while he chanted a rough doggerel verse about the latest political scandal, and caused roars of laughter. Someone threw him a coin and it flashed for a moment in the sun before he caught it.

The musical call of a rag-and-bone man sounded above the noise of hoofs and the rumble of wheels over the rough road. Harnesses clinked as a brewer’s dray went by laden with giant barrels. The air was heavy with the smells of dust, horse sweat and manure.

Monk glanced at a newsboy’s headlines, but there was nothing about America. The last he had heard was the rumour that the real invasion of the Confederate states was not to take place until the autumn of the year. Back in mid-April President Lincoln had proclaimed a naval blockade of the Confederate coast right from South Carolina to Texas, then later extended it to include Virginia and North Carolina. Fortifications had been begun to protect Washington.

If anything had happened since then more than the occasional skirmish, news of it had not yet reached England. That took roughly from twelve days to three weeks, depending upon the weather, and how far the tidings had to travel overland first. Today was Wednesday, 26 June.

Monk saw an empty hansom and waved his arm, shouting above the general noise. When the driver pulled the horse up he gave him the address of the Clerkenwell police station. He had already considered how he intended to begin. He did not suppose either Alberton or Casbolt was lying to him, although clients certainly had in the past, and no doubt would again. But even the best intentioned people frequently made mistakes, omitted important facts, or simply saw an incomplete picture and interpreted it through their own hopes and fears.

The cab arrived at the police station; Monk alighted, paid the fare and went in. Even five years after the accident, and with so much of a new life built, he still felt a surge of anxiety, the unknown returning to remind him of those things he had discovered about himself. Right from the beginning he had had flashes of familiarity, moments of recollection which vanished before he could place them. Most of what he knew was from evidence and deduction. He had left his native Northumberland for London, and begun his career as a merchant banker, working for a man who had been his friend and mentor, until his ruin for a crime of which he was innocent, although Monk had been unable to help him prove it. That had been the force which had driven Monk into the police and away from the world of finance.

Too many discoveries had made it evident that he had been a brilliant policeman, but with a ruthless streak, even cruel at times. Juniors had been afraid of his tongue, which had been too quick to criticise, to mock the weaker and the less confident. It was something he disliked, and of which he could at last admit, even if only to himself, that he was ashamed. A quick temper was one thing, to demand high standards of courage and honesty was good, but to ask of a man more than his ability to give was not only pointless, it was cruel, and in the end destructive.

Every time he went into an unfamiliar police station, Monk was aware of the possibility that he would meet another reflection of himself he would not like. He dreaded recognition. But he refused to let it shackle him. Now he went in through the door and up to the desk.

The sergeant was a tall man, middle-aged, with thin hair. There was no expression in his face but polite interest.

Monk breathed a sigh of relief.

‘Mornin’, sir,’ the sergeant said pleasantly. ‘What can I do to help you?’

‘Good morning,’ Monk replied. ‘I need some information about an incident that happened in your area, about eight months ago. A friend of mine is threatened with involvement in a scandal. Before I undertake to protect him, if I can, I should like to be certain of the facts. All I am looking for is what is recorded.’ He smiled. ‘But from an unimpeachable source.’

The sergeant’s polite scepticism was replaced by a certain understanding.

‘I see, sir. And which particular incident would that be?’ A look crossed his eyes as if he might already have a good idea, at least of its nature, if not specifically which occasion.

Monk smiled apologetically. ‘The death of Alexander Gilmer, in Little Sutton Street. I am sure you will have records of it, and someone who knows the truth.’ It was times like these he missed the authority he used to have when he could simply have demanded the papers.

‘Well, sir, the records are here, sure enough, but they won’t be open to the public, like. I’m sure you’ll understand that, Mr …?’

‘I’m sorry. Monk, William Monk.’

‘Monk?’ Interest flared in the sergeant’s eyes. ‘Would you be the Mr Monk as worked on the Carlyon case?’

Monk was startled. ‘Yes. That was a few years ago now.’

‘Terrible thing,’ the sergeant said gravely. ‘Well, I s’pect since you used to be one of us, like, we could tell you all we know. I’ll find Sergeant Walters as was on the case.’ And he disappeared for several minutes, leaving Monk to look around at the various wanted posters on the walls, relieved that the sergeant knew of him only since the accident.

Sergeant Walters was a thin, dark man with an enthusiastic manner. He took Monk to a small, chaotic room with books and papers piled everywhere, and cleared a chair by lifting everything off it and putting it all on the floor. He invited Monk to sit down, then perched on the windowsill, the only other space available.

‘Right!’ he said with a smile. ‘What do you wanter know about Gilmer, poor devil?’

‘Everything you know,’ Monk said. ‘Or as much as you have time and inclination to tell me.’

‘Ah! Well.’ Walters settled himself more comfortably. It seemed he often sat on the sill. This was apparently the normal state of the room. How he found anything was a miracle.

Monk leaned back hopefully.

Walters stared at the ceiling. ‘About twenty-nine when he died. Tubercular. Thin. Haunted sort of look to his face, but good features. Not surprised artists wanted to paint him. That’s what he did, you know? Yes, I suppose you do know.’ He seemed to be waiting for confirmation.

Monk nodded. ‘I was told that.’

‘Only saw him when he was dead,’ Walters went on. He spoke quite casually, but his eyes now fixed on Monk’s face, and Monk formed the very clear impression that he was being measured and nothing about him taken for granted. He could imagine Walters writing notes on him the moment he was gone, and adding them to the file on Gilmer, and the sergeant would know exactly where in this chaos it was.

Monk already knew from Casbolt the name of the artist, but he did not say so.

‘Fellow called FitzAlan,’ Walters went on when Monk did not speak. ‘Quite famous. Found Gilmer in Edinburgh, or somewhere up that way. Brought him down here and took him in. Paid him a lot. Then grew tired of him, for whatever reason, and threw him out.’ He waited to see Monk’s reaction to this piece of information.

Monk said nothing, keeping his expression bland.

Walters understood, and smiled. It was a measuring of wits, of professionalism, and now they both acknowledged it.

‘He drifted from one artist to another,’ Walters said with a little shake of his head. ‘Downhill all the time. Be all right for a while, then he seemed to quarrel and get thrown out again. Could’ve left of his own choice, of course, but since he had nowhere to go, and his health was getting worse, seems unlikely.’

Monk tried to imagine the young man, alone, far from home and increasingly ill. Why would he keep provoking such disagreements? He could not afford it, and he must have known that. Was he a man of ungoverned temper? Had he become an unusable model, the ravages of his disease spoiling his looks? Or were the relationships those of lovers, or by then simply user and used, and when the user grew bored the used was discarded for someone else? It was a sad and ugly picture, whichever of these answers were true.

‘How did he die?’ Monk asked.

Walters watched him very steadily, his eyes almost unblinking. ‘Doctor said it was consumption,’ he replied. ‘But he’d been knocked around pretty badly as well. Not exactly murder, not technically, but morally I reckon it was. I’d find a way to beat the daylights out of any man who treated a dog like that man’d been used. I don’t care what he did to get by, or what his nature was.’ Under the calm of his manner there was an anger so hot he dared not let it go, but Monk recognised it behind his eyes, and in the rigid set of his shoulders and his arms where the fingers were stiff on the windowsill, knuckles white.
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