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			To that incomparable couple of attorneys,
Alice and Andrew Vachss
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			Vertigo 42, the City

			Monday, 6:00 P.M.

			1

			

			It was far too high to see Old Broad Street down below, but the windows that traveled all the way around the lozenge-shaped room gave as great a view of London as he’d ever seen. The Thames, Westminster, St. Paul’s, Southwark, everything miniaturized. He was so high up he fancied he’d almost had an attack of vertigo on the fast elevator that made only one stop, and that one at the top of Tower 42: Vertigo.

			Jury was looking down at the Thames, moving off in one direction toward Gravesend and Gallions Reach, which he couldn’t of course see; in the other direction, the Isle of Dogs, Richmond, and Hampton Court. He tried to picture all of those ships that had once steamed toward London’s docks, toward Rotherhithe and the Blackwall Basin in the not-so-distant past, and in just such light as Jury was seeing now, the sun setting on St Paul’s. In the deep sunset hovering over buildings, the outlines blurred. They might have been dark hills.

			He was looking toward Docklands, an area that used to comprise the West India Docks and beyond to the Blackwell Basin, one thing that remained after the docks closed. Eighty-some acres of what was now the Canary Wharf estate. Hundreds of dockers had once lived and worked there; now it was office workers, glass buildings, and converted warehouses.

			Vertigo 42, this bar at the top of one of the financial towers in the “square mile” that made up the City of London—London’s financial district—might have been designed to create the illusion of a city down there. Or perhaps that thought was merely brought on by the champagne Jury was drinking. Champagne was something he never drank and wasn’t used to; but that’s what you got up here, that’s why people came here—to drink champagne.

			The champagne had been brought by a waiter “at the request of Mr. Williamson, sir.” The waiter set down two glasses and poured into one of them. Jury drank. He had forgotten champagne; he had certainly forgotten great champagne, if he’d ever known it at all. This lot (he had checked the wine list) was costing Mr. Williamson in the vicinity of 385 quid. One bottle. That much. It was Krug. Was wine this expensive meant to be swallowed? Or just held in the mouth as the eye held on to the barges streaked with orange light there on the river.

			The waiter returned with a dish of incandescent green olives, big ones; he placed them on the counter that ran beneath the window and between the rather trendy-looking but very comfortable chairs.

			Jury was there to meet not an old friend, but a friend of an old friend, Sir Oswald Maples. The friend of the friend was Williamson, who had ordered the champagne. Oswald Maples had asked Jury if he could spare some time to talk to Tom Williamson, and Jury said, “Of course. Why?” To which Oswald had said, “You’ll see.” Jury filled his glass again before he moved to another window and another view of the Thames.

			“My favorite view,” said a voice behind him. Jury turned.

			“Superintendent Jury? I’m Tom Williamson. I’m very sorry I’m late.”

			“I’m not,” said Jury, lifting the Krug from its ice bed. “You will notice this is considerably below the waterline.”

			Tom Williamson laughed and poured a measure into his own glass. He was a tall man, taller by an inch than Jury himself. “Fortunately, there’s a lot more sea.” He raised his glass, tipped it toward Jury’s. “You like ships, Superintendent?”

			“I don’t know anything about them, except there’s a waterline on the hull.”

			Tom smiled. “I love them. My grandfather was in the shipping business. Down there used to be steamships of the East India Company loaded with stuff—tea, spices, as many as a thousand ships going toward the docks. And barges. Now we’ve got tourist cruisers and speedboats. Still a lot of river traffic, just not the same traffic. Thanks for meeting me.”

			The thanks came without a pause between it and the river traffic. The way he talked, the directness, as if he didn’t want to waste any time, made Jury smile. Williamson had yet to remove his coat, which he now did, and tossed it over one of the coolly blue amoeba-shaped chairs.

			“An interesting bar to choose,” said Jury. “Light-years above the ones I frequent down there.” He nodded toward the window and approaching dark. “Do you work in the City?”

			“No. I know nothing about finance. You wonder why I chose it?”

			Jury laughed. “I’m not complaining, believe me. It must have the best views of anyplace in London.”

			“Yes. I don’t come here often.” He sat back. “Perhaps I chose it because up here is quite literally above it all.” He sipped some champagne.

			Jury smiled. “What’s the ‘all’?”

			Williamson looked perplexed.

			“That you want to be above?”

			Williamson picked up an olive but didn’t eat it. He put it on one of the small paper napkins the waiter had supplied. “You know a man with the Devon-Cornwall police. A Commander Macalvie?”

			Jury was so surprised by this sudden segue he spilled his champagne, fortunately only on himself. “Sorry.” He brushed at the spill with a napkin. “Brian Macalvie? I certainly do. But it was Sir Oswald Maples who spoke to me about you—”

			“Of course. I’m sorry. I’m tossing too many balls in the air.” He plucked the bottle from its stand and poured more for each of them. “I don’t know how much Oswald told you . . .”

			“Nothing, other than that you worked for the Government Code and Cipher School, GC and CS. Not when he was there, but after it changed to GC Headquarters and got moved to Cheltenham.”

			Tom Williamson nodded.

			Jury went on: “Sir Oswald knows I’m a sucker for that stuff. I stopped at Bletchley Park to see the Enigma machine. It was incredible work they did, Alan Turing and the others.”

			Williamson said, “Oswald was at Bletchley Park during the war. He was really into it, very high up. I wasn’t so much; my work was small potatoes by comparison. Your name came up—that is, he thought of you when I was visiting him one evening in Chelsea. It’s about my wife, Tess.”

			“Your wife?” Jury looked over his shoulder, quite stupidly, as if he expected to find Tess there, behind their chairs.

			“She’s dead.”

			Somehow, Jury had known that, even as he turned to look for her.

			“Seventeen years ago.” He paused long enough to have counted every one. “We had—I still have—a house in Devon, very large, too large for us, certainly. Woods, extensive gardens, tiered and rather Italianate, I suppose, and too much to maintain, even with the gardener, who’s been there for years. But Tess wasn’t really interested in bringing it back, as they say, to its former glory. She liked the unruliness of it, the wildness. She was a bit of a romantic, Tess.”

			It had grown dark now and the lights had come on along the Embankment and across the river in Southwark. “I met Tess in Norfolk, along the coast. We liked to watch the lights in the harbor. That’s the other reason I like this bar. Down there. The lights coming on.” He stopped.

			Jury waited.

			Tom cleared his throat and went on. “I was talking about our house in Devon. As for me, I saw a lot of unkempt lawn, tangled vines, rioting weeds, and tree rot.” The laugh was perfunctory, not happy. “At the rear of the house in the gardens there were—are—two concrete pools, ornamental once, I expect. Empty now. There’s a wide patio and a flight of wide stone steps. Urns placed strategically round the patio and at the top and bottom of the stairs.” He looked away from the dark Thames below, curving in the distance. “Excuse all of the detail, but this is where she died, you see. At the bottom of these stairs. Tess was given to attacks of vertigo.”

			Jury felt disturbed by this accounting because he knew behind it lay another accounting.

			“She apparently—”

			Jury could see the man’s mouth working to get beyond “apparently” and said it for him. “Fell.”

			Williamson nodded. “Her head hit a stone plinth at the bottom. Pedestal of an urn. Grecian.”

			As if Keats might help out here.

			Then to keep going, Tom took a pack of Silk Cuts from his pocket, stuck one in his mouth before he remembered to offer the pack to Jury, who, after gazing at the cigarette for half his life, declined. Tom lit one with a cheap, no-nonsense lighter, which he placed on the table beside the cigarettes. The man was obviously wealthy but didn’t express it in silver cigarette cases and lighters.

			Out of another pocket he took a folded paper. It was worn with creases from countless refoldings. “This is a poem she liked by Eliot; the book was given her by a photographer friend. It sounds almost like directions for a pose, doesn’t it?” Tom smiled a little and read:

			“Stand on the highest pavement of the stair—

			Lean on a garden urn—

			Weave, weave the sunlight in your hair . . .”

			Setting aside the poem for the moment, he reached into the breast pocket of his jacket and took out a small picture, hardly more than a snapshot, but paper of studio quality. A portrait in little. “This is Tess.”

			Jury took it. “The pose is like the poem, yes.”

			“It is. I’ve the original photograph at home. Tess was pretty.”

			“That’s an understatement, Mr. Williamson.” Jury felt, for some reason, oddly forlorn.

			“ ‘Tom,’ please.”

			“Where is home? Devon?”

			“Devon? Oh, no. Not that house. I live in Knightsbridge. That’s our London house.”

			Jury went back to the problem, or what he took it to be: “There would have been a police inquiry. What was the result?”

			Williamson shrugged, as if the result were irrelevant. “Open verdict. There wasn’t enough evidence to determine one way or another.”

			“You didn’t agree.”

			Enter, Brian Macalvie. He would probably have been a detective inspector seventeen years back. “Was Commander Macalvie—he wouldn’t have been commander then—was he the primary on this?”

			Tom shook his head. “The man in charge was a Chief Inspector Bishop, no, Bishoff. He was convinced it was accidental. There was, of course, reason to believe it was an accident because of the vertigo. The steps there are high.”

			“But they were her steps.”

			“Precisely. She was all too familiar with them. Chief Inspector Bishoff made the point that it was probably a misstep, or something fallen on one of the steps, in her path. But it wasn’t. No, I’m sure someone arranged to have it look like an accident.”

			“But why did you think that? Purely on the basis that it wasn’t vertigo that caused it?”

			“No.” His fingers were on the stem of his champagne flute. He turned and turned the glass. “No. It was the way Tess was lying.” He looked toward the window.

			Jury was sure he wasn’t seeing London beyond it.

			“She was lying with her arms outflung, the flowers she’d been carrying scattered.”

			“Do you think it was some sort of enactment of the figure in the poem?”

			Tom read more lines from the poem still lying on the table:

			“Clasp your flowers to you with a pained surprise—

			Fling them to the ground and turn

			With a fugitive resentment in your eyes.”

			“It did look a little like it. Arranged.”

			“What about this photographer, then?”

			“Andrew Cleary. She called him Angel Clare, after the character in Tess of the D’Urbervilles; she was very fond of Thomas Hardy. He had nothing to do with her death; he was in Paris.”

			Jury was silent for a moment. Then he said, “Was there someone you think had a reason to kill your wife?”

			He did not answer but rose and took a couple of steps toward the window.

			Jury had the strange feeling Tom was in some way reentering his wife’s death, standing there as if there were a stone stairway down to Old Broad Street. Then he turned back, sat down. “There was an incident, something pretty dreadful that involved Tess five years before she died. I said ‘incident.’ Ridiculous. It was more than that; it was another accident at the same house, the same rear gardens . . .” He rubbed the heel of his palm against the side of his head, as if trying to call something up.

			“Tess had a party for some children at Laburnum. That’s the name of our Devon house. Six of them, the children. Tess was very fond of children and we had none, unfortunately. She would get up parties for kids, their birthdays, or holidays, even arcane Welsh or Scottish holidays most of us have never heard of . . .” He moved his shoulders a little, as if resettling a coat around his neck. As if he were cold.

			“Anyway”—he continued with the story—“at one of these parties at Laburnum, a child named Hilda Palmer fell into one of the drained pools. They were concrete pools, fairly deep. They should have been filled or fenced and Tess was in the process of organizing that; she was lining up an Exeter firm; unfortunately it hadn’t been done yet. Of course, the kids had been told not to play at the rear of the house in the gardens around those pools. But Hilda went round, apparently, when they were playing, got near the pool, missed her footing, and fell in.

			“Tess was in the house, getting the cake and other party food ready. It was somebody’s birthday. She heard a shout, some noise. The kids were supposed to keep to the front of the house—this is a large house, as I told you, with extensive gardens and woods.

			“What she told us was that she went out to investigate, but didn’t see anything. She went down the steps and looked around, saw nothing, heard nothing, and then she got closer to the drained pools. There was Hilda lying crumpled at the bottom. She wasn’t moving. Tess said she thought she was unconscious and jumped down into the pool. But Hilda wasn’t breathing. She was dead. Just like that.”

			“How terrible.”

			Tom closed his eyes briefly, shaking his head. “The children told her they were playing hide-and-seek. So they didn’t see which way the others had gone. Behind a tree, into the maze, into the shrubbery . . . They were all in different places.” Nervously, Tom picked up his packet of cigarettes and lit one.

			This had happened over twenty years before, yet it still made the man’s hands shake. “That this Hilda Palmer missed her footing and fell in, this was the inference drawn by police?”

			Tom shook his head. “This was the inference Tess drew. No one saw anything. When she discovered the girl was dead she yelled for help. Elaine Davies, a friend of Tess, and the kids all came running. Tess called the police; the ambulance came; detectives and all of their people came.

			“So to answer your question: the inference drawn by police was that Hilda Palmer was killed by someone; that she was struck, and that’s what caused her fall. There was a good deal of blood. Tess had it on her hands, her dress. The coroner argued that there appeared to be no reason for the fall; that is, unless the child was given to bouts of dizziness. Police said there was nothing around the pools that anyone could trip over—”

			Jury snorted. “She could have tripped over her own feet, tripped over air.”

			“I know. But that was the argument.”

			“Why would someone have tried to kill her?”

			Tom shook his head. “Hilda was only a child, nine years old, but she was an unpopular child. She was a bit of a bully. But worse, she had even gotten some adult backs up because she seemed to be able to ferret out information, God knows how, and would hold it over people’s heads.”

			“Blackmail, then.”

			Tom shrugged. “Something like that.” He pulled their champagne bottle out of the cooler, saw it was empty, shoved it back in. “I wouldn’t mind a whiskey, myself. You? Or more champagne?”

			“A whiskey would be fine.”

			“Brand?”

			“You choose.”

			Tom motioned a waiter over and ordered Laphroaig 18.

			Not what Jury would have chosen, only because he couldn’t afford it.

			Once the waiter left, Tom went on. “At the inquest there was a great deal of disagreement as to what had happened. Not everyone believed Hilda was struck and shoved into the pool. Some thought it, as Tess had reported it, an accident and that the blow to the head had come when she hit the bottom. There are big pieces of broken cement down there, chunks of it, and rocks as well.”

			“Those would have been quite different events, though.”

			“Not according to police forensics. The forensic testimony was rather amazing. Both of them had very good evidence for reaching these conclusions. Finally, it was an open verdict. The evidence wasn’t conclusive.

			“It was Tess who was under siege,” he said, turning to Jury. “It was Tess who would have been indicted—and she was, by the mother and others. People held Tess responsible. It was her property the children were on; they were in her care; Tess should never have allowed them to be around those unfenced pools. God knows Hilda’s mother blamed her. She was in a rage; she had to be physically restrained. Grief, of course, explained much of it. But the hatred of Tess never stopped.”

			The waiter appeared and set down the two drinks, offered snacks, which they both declined.

			Jury took a drink of the pricy whiskey. “Do you think there’s a good possibility that the mother murdered your wife?”

			“It was five years later, I know. A bit long for revenge.”

			“Hamlet managed. Had this woman tried to contact Tess during those five years?”

			“Oh, yes. A number of times.”

			“Then did the Devon police see this Palmer woman as a viable suspect?”

			Tom shook his head. “The chief inspector was convinced Tess’s was an accidental death. Vertigo. Tess was always taking tumbles, catching her high heel on a curb or uneven pavement, miscalculating a step down—that sort of thing. The way she fell down those steps, the way her head hit the base of the urn—all of it appeared evidence of an ­accident.”

			They were silent for a moment. Then Jury said, “Was there something you wanted me to do, Tom?”

			“Yes. When I was talking to Oswald, he said he had a good friend who was a superintendent at New Scotland Yard. That got me thinking . . . Well, I’ll certainly understand if you don’t—” Tom Williamson rubbed again at his wrist at the place where the watch wasn’t.

			Jury wondered what had happened to it. “If I don’t—?”

			“Want to have a word with Commander Macalvie.”

			“You mean try to reopen the case? That would be somewhat—unorthodox, wouldn’t it? Someone in my position interfering with someone in his position?” To say nothing of being highly improper, against every tenet of police procedure, against propriety, and, probably, against the queen. Jury could hardly wait to ring him.

			“Right. Sorry. I know it’s a harebrained idea.” Tom Williamson tossed back the rest of his whiskey.

			“Not at all. I can understand how hard it must be, not knowing.” How many other platitudes had Jury got waiting in the wings? “But, yes, I don’t mind putting a question to Mr. Macalvie. He’s a friend of mine.”

			Tom looked as if he’d just been given the City below them. “That would be extremely kind.”

			“But, listen: if by some miracle police did reinvestigate your wife’s death and found it was murder, what then? What would you do? What could you do?”

			Tom thought for a moment. “Well, I expect I’d better get a solicitor.”

			Jury looked puzzled.

			Tom smiled wryly. “Because I’d be the prime suspect. My wife was a very wealthy woman.” He pulled the empty bottle of Krug out of the bed of ice. “This kind of wealthy.”

			Smiling slightly, Jury said, “If you’re to be the prime suspect, I take it you have an alibi?”

			“I was in London. As a matter of fact I was visiting Oswald.”

			“That should do it.” Jury set down his glass.

			Tom said, suddenly, “Where are you going after this, Superintendent?”

			“Going? Nowhere. Back to my digs. I live in Islington.”

			Tom had his mobile out and said, “Would you pardon me for a moment while I make this call?”

			“Of course.” Jury was happy to be alone here at the top of Tower 42, looking out on a London that at this point was inaccessible to him and he to it. He rose to move closer to the window. Tess Williamson would not have been able to look down on London without being terrified, he supposed.

			Tom Williamson was back, sitting down, picking up his drink. Jury joined him.

			“I canceled a dinner engagement. I wonder if you’d like to have dinner with me? I was thinking of the Zetter in Clerkenwell. It’s close to Islington, so you wouldn’t be too inconvenienced getting home. Do you know it?”

			The Zetter was where he had met Lu Aguilar; she had then been a detective inspector with Islington police. And she was now, after a terrible car wreck and its aftermath of weeks in a coma, back home in Brazil. She had regained consciousness, but the consciousness wasn’t telling her much. Jury was a stranger.

			“Oh, yes. I know it.”
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			Devon?” said Carole-anne Palutski, Jury’s upstairs neighbor who was at the moment downstairs, sitting on his sofa, flipping through the glossy pages of a magazine called Hair Today. She tossed it aside, apparently liking nothing in there better than what she already had.

			“The plan was, you was to go to Northants and visit your chum.” As if she had made the plan.

			Jury was stuffing assorted clothes into a duffel bag and, at the moment, studying a tie, or a selection of ties he had arranged over the top of his easy chair. They all looked alike, in the way all of those hairdos must have looked to Carole-anne. He was only studying the tie because she had insisted he wouldn’t need a tie, not “up in the country, like.”

			“Northampton is not really the country, like.”

			That had preceded the question, “Devon?”

			“I am going to Northants, only for a day or two, and then to Devon. Exeter.”

			Carole-anne was studying Jury far more closely than she was studying Hair Today. “You know Devon’s the other side of England, don’t you? It’s miles.”

			That “miles” rather stunted her grasp of distance; still he was pleased by her rudimentary knowledge of geography. Until now, he thought she couldn’t follow a line anywhere past Clapham Common. Jury said, “From London to Exeter is a hundred and seventy miles.”

			“Like I said.” The magazine had resurfaced in her lap and her head was bent over it, the lamplight showing her hair in all of its flame-throwing glory.

			“Perhaps I’ll take my chum with me.”

			“Him? Lord Ardry as once was?”

			Dear God, where had she picked up this arcane upstairs-downstairs idiom?

			“You don’t think he rides in cars, Lord Ardry, as once was?” Jury spent a moment imagining the 170 miles with Melrose Plant. They’d be stopping at every Little Chef along the way. Plant was as bad as Wiggin—no, worse. “Mr. Plant is a chum of Commander Macalvie, my chum in Exeter.”

			“So you’re all chums together. You and him and the Devon police.”

			“Correct. The Devonshire and Cornwall Constabulary.”

			“Sounds like lead feet.”

			Jury liked that. He’d be sure to tell Macalvie. “Does, doesn’t it?”

			“My guess is he’s trying to get you to join it.”

			Jury stopped pushing a sweater into the bag, startled by her prescience. That had been just what Macalvie had been doing, off and on for some years now.

			Carole-anne decided to lie down on the sofa, shedding her strappy sandals. “Well, you won’t want to leave London.” And me.

			“True. I might not want to leave London.” And you.

			On the little table, the phone rang.

			She said, “It’s probably that Dr. Nancy.”

			He had started for it and stopped. “Why do you say that?”

			“Because she rang just before you came in. Didn’t you read your messages?”

			The phone still brr-brr’d.

			Jury leaned over her. “Carole-anne, I’ve been here for an hour. Why didn’t you tell me?”

			“Because I’m supposed to be careful and write down messages exactly—”

			Brr-brr.

			“What were you doing in my flat anyway?”

			She tossed the magazine on the floor. “I like that! I told you this morning I’d come in and do you a nice fry-up—”

			“Has anything been fried up?” Dramatically, Jury sniffed.

			Brr.

			He grabbed up the receiver.

			Dead. Damn! Why did he have these inane arguments with Carole-anne?

			“There, now you went and missed your call.” Pleased with the dead phone, she picked up Hair Today.

			Jury fell into the easy chair. And gone tomorrow.

			Lead feet.
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			The first person Richard Jury saw as he got out of his car the following morning was Mr. Blodgett, Melrose Plant’s hermit-in-­residence. On the far side of the grand grounds of Ardry End sat what Melrose Plant insisted upon was a hermitage. Melrose had seen a similar structure, stone and wattle, in the pages of Country Life. In an ad for an ostentatious and overpriced property, a large, eighteenth-century-style house, was this little stone structure on the grounds.

			In the real stone-and-wattle eighteenth century, all the best people had hermits, Melrose had read somewhere, although he was vague on details. But he wanted one expressly for the purpose of the hermit’s moving about, looking wild-eyed and a little dangerous, popping up at windows when his aunt Agatha was inside wolfing down cream teas and sherry. He meant to scare her off.

			The position paid well. Melrose Plant always paid well.

			If there’s one thing you aren’t, Jury had said to him once, it’s a skinflint. Melrose had not taken well to the compliment; he wanted to know the left-out things Jury thought he was.

			In the distance, Mr. Blodgett was waving him over.

			Jury returned the wave and made the longish trek to where Mr. Blodgett stood beside his hermitage.

			Originally Mr. Blodgett had worn a beard and long hair and an unkempt look befitting a hermit. Of late, he had cut both hair and beard and generally smartened himself up. And Jury saw that the hermitage itself had been smartened up, for it appeared to have a new extension. Closer, he could see it was a screen-enclosed room, a sort of sunporch.

			“My Florida room, Mr. Jury,” announced Mr. Blodgett. “Built ’er on me own, I did. Come in, come in, look around.” Mr. Blodgett held wide a screen door.

			The ceiling was a bit low for Jury but would accommodate Mr. Blodgett’s short stature nicely. Jury wondered where in heaven’s name he would have come by the patio furniture, two chairs and a lounge grouped about a glass-topped table. The cushions bore a pattern of coconut palms.

			“Well, Mr. Blodgett, this is very, very pleasant. And you did it all yourself?”

			“Ev’ry bit. Now it’d be nice t’ave a telly, but o’ course, no electric’s laid on out ’ere.”

			“You make do with your oil lamps, then?” There was one centered on the table. “And candles.” A fat one sat on a little metal table, not part of the patio suite, probably. “And you’ve a wood-burning stove inside, right?” Jury nodded toward the hermitage proper.

			Mr. Blodgett nodded as he removed his cap, scratched his head meditatively, and repositioned the cap. Jury was not sure, but he thought the very faded intertwined letters were MU.

			“If you’re a Manchester United fan,” Jury said, smiling, “you really do need a telly.”

			Mr. Blodgett removed his cap then and turned it in his hands, as if addressing the lord of the manor. “Oh, I don’t think Lord Ardry’d look too kindly on electric in the ’ermitage. Well, you can see his point—”

			Jury merely smiled and thought, No, I don’t see his point. Anyone who would engage a hermit in the first place would be able to entertain any wacky idea. Jury was about to speak to this point when he heard a short bark and turned to see the dog Joey barreling toward him, with Melrose Plant (aka Lord Ardry) advancing at a much more leisurely pace.

			“Joey!” he called.

			The dog jumped on him, then got down and circled around him a few times, after which he ran off, not toward Melrose, whom he didn’t seem to give a fig about, but toward the barn where lived Melrose’s horse and goat, Aggrieved and Aghast.

			Jury had found Joey in a Clerkenwell doorway, nearly starved to death. He’d taken him to a vet, then, later to an animal refuge, where he had, still later, claimed him back and taken him to Northamptonshire. The girl in True Friends, named Joelly, had found an old collar with the name JOE engraved on a little metal nameplate. She had so impressed Jury that he thought the dog should be named after her, so they settled on a y being inscribed after the Joe to make “Joey.”

			The dog, she had said, being an Appenzell mountain dog, needed space and air. It was a working dog, one that worked with herds—sheep, goats.

			Jury’s one-bedroom flat was hardly a place of space and air, and he had nothing to herd unless he counted Carole-anne, so he had hit on the idea of taking Joey along to Ardry End and pretending that the dog had just turned up there on his own. “Lost,” a stray, whatever. Joey had immediately made for the barn and the goat. One goat (Jury guessed) was better than none.

			Thus the “lost” dog had to be named. No one at the Jack and Hammer paid any attention to Jury’s protests that “the name’s right on the collar. Joey.”

			“Aggro!” called Melrose. The dog went on about his business.

			“His name’s Joey,” said Jury for the millionth time as they made a swing round the Florida room before returning to the main house.

			Melrose ignored that, as usual. “Glad you got here in time for lunch. It’s Soufflé Day. Come along.” He turned to Blodgett. “Ruthven’ll be bringing yours along in a bit, Mr. Blodgett.”

			“Blodgett gets soufflés?”

			“Of course. I told you. It’s Soufflé Day. I had scrambled egg soufflé for breakfast. Delicious.”

			“What’s for lunch?”

			“Tomato soup soufflé, cheese soufflé, and chocolate soufflé for the pud. Don’t you like soufflés?”

			They had by now reached the drive where Jury’s car was parked.

			“Of course, but how in hell do you make a soup with it?”

			“Can’t imagine. Help with your luggage?”

			“No.” Jury gave him a look and dragged his duffel bag out of the trunk.

			“Are we going camping? Should I get my bedroll?”

			“The Beamo one? Why not?”

			They walked up the wide steps and into Soufflé Day.

			________

			The tomato soup soufflé had turned out to be a creamy tomato basil with a puff of pinkish baked egg white floating atop it. Then there was the cheese, then the chocolate. Coffee, brandy.

			As they were now walking down the drive, Jury said, “I could do that all over again. What’s for dinner?”

			“Well, at this point in things, Martha runs out of steam, so dinner will be ordinary roast beef or something, but dessert will be a Grand Marnier soufflé.”

			“I’m for it.” Jury stopped, and so did Melrose, toward the end of the drive to look back and see in the distance, Ruthven swanning across the grass, carrying Mr. Blodgett’s soufflé.

			“How does Ruthven feel about waiting on a hermit?”

			“Oh, you know Ruthven, he’s so self-contained he’d happily take on the Mad Hatter’s Tea Party if asked.”

			They continued walking, stopping when they got to the Northampton Road, which, although not famous for speeding cars, still remained a proving ground for the odd motorcycle gang who seemed bent on turning it into that twenty-four-hour race at Le Mans.

			“You should get electricity laid on back there.” Jury tilted his head toward the long lawn and the hermitage.

			“What? Blodgett’s supposed to be a hermit. They write religious tracts by candlelight. Next, you’ll say he needs a telly.”

			“He needs a telly.”

			Melrose ignored that and walked on. “So you’re off to Exeter tomorrow? Say hello to Brian Macalvie for me.”

			“I will.” Over lunch, Jury had told Melrose about the death of Tess Williamson. “Her husband wants me to see this house, Laburnum.”

			“A name suggesting poison. Were it mine, I’d change it.”

			“I’m sure you would. You’re always changing names.”

			“Very funny.”
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			I’ve got it,” said Trueblood. “Agape.”

			“You mean,” said Joanna Lewes, “a-ga-pe, three syllables, meaning ‘peace and love’? That sort of thing?” She frowned.

			“No, I mean ‘a-gape.’ ” When they all turned judgmental eyes on Trueblood, he said, “For God’s sake, just look at him. He’s been sitting there the whole time with his mouth open.”

			The eyes now turned to the lightly panting dog Diane Demorney had found, inexplicably, on her doorstep. It had indeed been sitting with its mouth open, tongue hanging a bit to the left.

			Vivian Rivington said, “But the dog is not part of Melrose’s household. We don’t have to follow the Ag rule, every name beginning with Ag.”

			“I have an even better idea,” said Richard Jury, settling his pint of Adnams on the table. “We could call him Stanley. Stanley’s the name on his collar.” Indeed it was, right there engraved on a brass nameplate on his brown leather collar. There was also a leather lead now unattached to the collar and draped over Diane’s chair.

			“Stanley! That’s an absurd name for this dog,” said Trueblood. “He’s a Staffordshire terrier.”

			“Marshall’s right,” said Diane. “It doesn’t suit him at all. He’s more of a . . . Tony. What about Tony?”

			“What about the name on his collar?” said Jury.

			“Hm. An-ton-i-o!” said Trueblood in a fake Italian accent. “Not bad.”

			Stanley didn’t bother looking at him. He went on lightly panting.

			Jury said, “Would you like me to tell you what I find most interesting about this insane desire to name lost dogs? You do agree the dog is lost?”

			Melrose sighed. “Is this going to be one of your Socratic arguments where you ask a series of questions that can, by their nature, have only one answer?”

			Jury ignored him and continued. “What is interesting is that no one, not one of you, has made any attempt to find its owner.”

			Diane Demorney, who was drinking her postlunch martini, straight up with a twist, stopped it on its way to her mouth. “I beg your pardon! I most certainly did look for the owner, all round my front steps and down the walk. I went from my door straight down to the road, looked and saw absolutely no one. And, whilst Tony and I were walking, I looked all along the road, both sides—”

			“His name’s Stanley.”

			“—while making our way to here.” Diane pointed down at the floor of the Jack and Hammer.

			Mrs. Withersby, the pub’s char, had come slapping up in her carpet slippers with her mop to stand and listen. She had a cigarette she’d bummed off Marshall Trueblood behind her ear.

			“Tony,” said Trueblood. “You know that’s not bad. Yes, I’d say that rather fits him, but if we’re to have carte blanche with names, then, my God, it’ll take forever. If there are no limits. No, I think we should stick with the rules. It should begin with Ag.

			Said Mrs. Withersby, “Agony. How ’bout Agony. It’s what I feel whenever I run into you lot.”

			Jury laughed and called into the public bar to Dick Scroggs: “Dick, set Mrs. Withersby up with whatever she wants.”

			“Withers, you can spell!” said Trueblood.

			Dick called back she was “on duty,” to which no one paid any attention, mostly Mrs. Withersby herself. Dragging mop and pail behind her, she said “Ta” to Jury and set off for the public bar, the one on the other side of the arched doorway.

			Melrose recited:

			“ ‘The witch that came (the withered hag)

			To wash the steps with pail and rag

			Was once the beauty, Abishag.’ ”

			Diane looked at him admiringly. “That’s quite good, Melrose. You made that up just sitting here?”

			“No, Robert Frost made it up just sitting in New Hampshire.” He said to Jury, who was rising from his chair, “You’re not leaving, for God’s sake?”

			“To see if I can round up some information.”

			“Information? About what?”

			“Stanley, of course.” He looked down at the dog. It looked back at him with a Who are these people? expression, followed by And why are you not getting me out of this? Which begot not a change in expression but an intensifying of it.

			“Where are your animal control people?” asked Jury.

			“Not here,” said Joanna. “I expect there’s something in Northampton. A pound. Or a shelter.”

			None of which they’d put themselves to the trouble of contacting. Jury walked through the doorway to the public bar, where Mrs. Withersby raised her double whiskey, her expression (like the dog’s) difficult to interpret: Was she thanking him for the drink or asking for a refill?

			He held up his mobile, saw it was spent. “Battery down, Dick, may I use yours?”

			Dick Scroggs shoved the house phone toward him. “I hate them mobiles. Always got a glitch in it, mine does.”

			Jury pointed toward the directory by the row of bottles and Dick handed him that. Then Jury nodded toward Mrs. Withersby’s glass. “Another, Dick.”

			Dick went down the bar and collected her glass. Jury thought it great that he could treat his char as one of the customers.

			He had dialed and got the Crawley Animal Refuge somewhere in Northampton. He gave the woman who answered the information about the Staffordshire, where it had turned up, the name on the collar, the approximate time his friend had found the dog.

			“Does the dog have a chip?”

			What an idiotic question. If the dog had an ID, would he be asking about it? They weren’t the owners, for God’s sakes. “You mean something implanted under its skin for ID?”

			“Yes.”

			“I don’t know, do I? I haven’t had the time to perform minor surgery to tell if he does or doesn’t.”

			Dick Scroggs snickered and proceeded to wipe glasses.

			“You needn’t take that tone.”

			“Apparently, I do, madam. Your first act was not to go and check on recent calls about a missing Staffordshire terrier, not to refer a question to your computer or somebody else, but instead to ask me for information I couldn’t possibly have, not being the dog’s owner. The dog has strayed into our presence. I’ve clearly given you all of the information I have: the dog’s apparent breed, its color and size, a description of the collar and the name on it. I’m a Scotland Yard detective superintendent. I don’t ordinarily have time magically up my sleeve, and what little time I do have, you’re wasting. Now, if you’re unable to give me an answer, one that strikes me as spectacularly simple, then I’ll come to the facility with my warrant card and two detectives and see how things are run there.”

			Not enough attention has been paid to the silence we call “dead.” A black hole opened down the line and apparently sucked her in.

			Mrs. Withersby cackled and slapped the bar.

			In a little while, a new voice came on. “Superintendent. I’m Bill Nevis. I’m the director here.”

			“Yes, Mr. Nevis.”

			“No one has reported a dog of that description missing. There are no rabies tags I take it.”

			“None. Only the name on the collar. It’s one of those little metal plates that’s screwed into the collar.”

			“Right. Here’s the thing. There’s a shelter in Sidbury that might have a scanner—just a minute—” He gave Jury the number. “Or if someone has the time to bring the dog here, we could scan for the chip. We’re actually on the outskirts of Northampton, toward Sidbury, so you wouldn’t have to fight traffic and could avoid the carriageway.” He gave Jury the directions. “In case you decide to come.”

			It made Jury smile. He pictured Bill Nevis as rather eager to take on the project of Stanley.

			Bill Nevis went on: “There are a number of other things that provide clues as to ownership—that is, that can narrow it down. I once found the owner of a superior-looking hound by canvassing the various hunts within a several-mile radius. Turned out to be much the easiest thing to do. Once I tracked a terrier by means of a collar that was made only by a small leather goods shop in Jermyn Street. Oh, yes, pets can be snobs too . . .”

			Jury laughed. “That’s ingenious.”

			“Always check the collar for clues. And if there’s a lead attached to the collar, that too . . . well, pardon me for giving you instruction; you’re with Scotland Yard, after all. But, see, I’ve started a database. By now it’s quite extensive and shows some surprising results. Do you know that I can tell what area of the country will produce the highest rate of lost animals, dogs and cats? Not Greater London, which I’d have guessed. No, it’s Slough.”

			“Slough? Good God. Slough’s always getting bad press, isn’t it?”

			Bill laughed. “I can’t say, at the moment, exactly why this is. Industrial parks? A lot of transients?”

			“Mr. Nevis, this is the most heartening conversation I’ve had with anyone all year. Do you realize you could revolutionize the entire pet-finding operation in this country?”

			“Well . . . I don’t know about that, but I’m certainly going to give it a go. I’m wondering, for instance, if identification could be helped by taking paw prints. Obviously, not conclusive, like fingerprints. But could it narrow things down a bit?”

			“Ever think of working for the police? Or with the police?”

			“With the police? I like that idea.”

			“We’ll be in touch. Thanks for your help. Stanley thanks you too.”

			Jury hung up and then rang the number Nevis had given him for the Sidbury place. He asked the woman who answered the phone if their office had a scanner that could read an implanted chip.

			“Has the dog got a chip, then?” she asked.

			Jury bit his tongue. Had all places given the job of telephone reception to those who could ask the stupidest questions? “That’s the point. I don’t know, do I, unless a scanner shows one.”

			“Oh. Just a tic.”

			Jury waited while the tic went into overdrive. Finally, she was back.

			“No, we don’t have one.”

			Silently Jury cursed and hung up. He started ordering a round of drinks for his table when he saw Theo Wrenn Brown crossing the road from his bookshop. “Sweeping” across would not be an exaggeration, his coat flapping back from his black sweater. It was another instance of Theo reinventing himself, as the last one didn’t smoke cigars or wear black turtlenecks.

			The outside doors of saloon and public bars faced each other across a small entryway. Jury walked through the inside connecting door of the two bars as Theo kicked a chair up to the round table in the window. He must have gotten word of the universe shutting down, so confident did he appear of his reception. Nothing short of that would get their attention, as none of them liked Theo.

			He had chucked his cigar in favor of a cigarette, which he lit with a match cupped between his hands for the sake of the shadow he thought it would cast across his face.

			Jury set down the three drinks he was carrying, Dick Scroggs to come with the rest. “Dick, a drink for Theo too.” Jury’s irritation at telephone answerers dissipated when he thought of his conversation with Bill Nevis. He flattened out the bit of paper on which he’d written the sparse directions, then put it in his pocket. He unwound the lead wrapped round the table leg and said, “Come along, Stanley.”

			Stanley seemed to like the idea. Got him out from under the feet of this lot, at least.

			Surprised, Diane gave Jury a hard look. “Where’re you going with him?”

			“To a shelter that can scan for a chip. See if there’s any ID.” Jury returned Diane’s flinty look with one of his own. “So while we’re away, you can carry on with your name competition.”

			Diane was about to protest.

			“Save it, Diane. Dick,” Jury called into the public bar. “Can I borrow your car?”

			“You could have mine,” said Theo, “only I’ve business in Sidbury.” He checked his watch. “Got to go. Cheers.” He polished off his drink and departed.

			Dick Scroggs came round from the bar into the saloon bar, fiddling some keys off a giant ring. “It’s not much more’n a heap of rusty parts, but you’re welcome to it.”

			“Thanks, Dick.” Jury picked up the keys and left.

			____

			The Crawley Animal Refuge was just off the Northampton Road a mile or so south of the market town of Northampton. It was a long, low cinder block building, whitewashed. Its institutional look was softened by the clipped grass and hedgerow and nearby woods.

			Bill Nevis was waiting for him or, rather, waiting for Stanley. Upon seeing Bill, the dog woke up and looked expectant.

			They were in Bill’s small office furnished with a plain wood desk and chairs and three computers. “Let’s have a look first for a chip.” He picked up a small object about the size of a remote control and ran it over Stanley’s body. “Nope. Nothing here, unfortunately. Strange for a dog that seems to have had such good care.” He sighed, as if at the strange behavior of dog owners. “I want to find out what kind of training he’s had.” He turned to the dog, said, “Stanley, sit.”

			Stanley sat, so suddenly he might have been waiting half his life for this command.

			That was the only voice command. From then on, it was hand movements, some so slight and nuanced that Jury barely detected them. Movements or perhaps mind reading. The dog looked entranced.

			That stopped and Bill had Stanley lie down. “This dog is extremely well trained. Far beyond the average. It’s not something you pick up at Bark-Along.” He smiled at Jury. “That’s a pet shop that holds obedience classes. Look, I’ll do a bit of searching around. If I come up with any ideas, I’ll ring you, okay?”

			“It’s not necessary to leave Stanley here, is it?”

			Bill Nevis shook his head. “Well, you can do, if you want—”

			Stanley looked as if he’d much prefer to be left.

			____

			As Jury was driving the Northampton Road, he was overtaken by a mob of Northampton police cars, headed in the direction of Sidbury, the larger town a few miles southwest of Long Piddleton.

			Back at the Jack and Hammer with Stanley in tow, Jury saw that the window table was still occupied, and he wondered if they ever left. Or did they leave and then leave cardboard cutouts of themselves in the window?

			“What was that all about?” he said, dropping into a chair.

			Stanley went under the table and sulked.

			“What was what?” asked Trueblood, lighting up one of his colorful Sobranie cigarettes.

			“Police. Half a dozen cars. Northants police nearly drove me off the road. You didn’t see them?”

			“Well, they didn’t drive through here, old bean.”

			Then Theo Wrenn Brown was back, bursting through the door of the saloon bar like a stripper coming out of a cake, thinking himself the surprise of the day.

			“What’s up, Theo?” said Jury.

			“You don’t know?”

			“Know what?”

			“Police are all over the Old Post Road. You know, just outside Sidbury. A body. They’ve found a body.”

			Theo had never looked happier.
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			The Old Post Road lay between the market town of Sidbury and Long Piddleton and fed into the Northampton Road. It was now little used. Jury pulled up across the road from the scene squared off now by yellow crime scene tape. There were several police cars, all Northamptonshire police. The cars were pulled up in front of Tower Cottage, or parked on what must have been an old dirt road that ran by the tower that sat some distance from the cottage. The road might have run into the Northampton Road, but more likely, dead-ended in the field. There was no ambulance as yet.

			As he got out of the car, he looked up at the tower, probably about fifty or sixty feet high. It looked to be structurally sound from this distance. He asked a constable to point out the person in charge and was directed to a tall, thin man who could have been forty or fifty.

			“Her license says she’s Belle Syms, lives—lived—in Clerkenwell.” Chief Inspector Ian Brierly was holding a small bag of the sort women referred to as a “clutch.” This one looked very expensive—gold, silver, and ebony. Its clasp was topped by a tiny gold skull. It was this bag he’d taken the license from. Brierly was a chief inspector with the Northamptonshire police; that Jury was part of the Metropolitan Police did not seem to dismay Brierly at all.

			The body of the young woman lay on a black body bag that had not yet been closed. The scene-of-crime officers were scattered about between body and tower doing their work. The victim was wearing a red silk dress, the entire top covered with red sequins and bits of marquisette outlining a deep-V of a neckline. Jury thought it was a stunning dress. He asked Brierly if he could check the label.

			“Sure. It’s Givenchy. Pretty haute couture for a shopgirl, wouldn’t you say?”

			“Why a shopgirl?”

			Brierly shrugged. “The nail artwork. Phony fingernails over the real, bitten ones.” Brierly kneeled and raised her hand. The hot-pink polished nails were dotted with crystals; one nail on each hand was covered with a metallic-looking silver. It was elaborate and quite beautiful. One of these enhanced nails had come off to show a down-to-the-quick nail. “Just doesn’t strike me as a Hooray Henrietta type.”

			Jury smiled. He’d always liked that “Hooray Henry” designation for the young upper class.

			Her shoes were strappy sandals in red patent leather with the designer’s name on the insole. One shoe was half off one foot and the other a short distance from the foot. Jimmy Choo. Jury was feeling almost at home, back in the world of Upper Sloane Street fashion. Givenchy and Jimmy Choo.

			The tower sat in the middle of a couple of acres, the old thatched cottage some hundred feet or so off to one side. There were no battlements, and as the door was set level with the ground, rather than high enough to need a ladder, Jury assumed it was never meant for defense. A bell tower, perhaps. There were actual windows, rather than mere slits for openings. The property was listed with an agent in Sidbury. Jury wondered what price it would bring.

			“What was this built for?” asked Jury.

			“No idea. It seems to be a folly. Possibly someone thought they’d live in it; there are several floors. Question is, of course, why would this Syms woman visit it? It’s never been considered of much tourist interest, and the road’s hardly used.” They were walking closer to the tower as they talked, and now DCI Brierly pointed upward. “Fell right from the top, or rather, the level right under the top. Bell tower, I suppose. That was some dreadful fall.”

			“Yes. How can you be sure it wasn’t from farther down?”

			“Windows, for one thing. None of them open, except at the top. They’re not barred, but they’re shuttered, as you can see.”

			“So are you thinking accident? Suicide?”

			DCI Brierly shook his head. “Hard to say. She paid a visit to her aunt, Blanche Vesta, but was staying somewhere else. We haven’t got where yet. Right now the aunt’s with a WPC over there in the cottage and she’s pretty upset.” Brierly paused to look over at the body on the ground. “With what we know at this point, I find it hard to think ‘accident’ because why would she be up there in the first place? For the view? The way she was dressed? Not kitted out for a climb, that’s for sure. Red silk and designer shoes with four-inch heels.”

			“Wouldn’t she have taken them off if she’d jumped? They’d make the jump that much more difficult. And there was no sign of anyone else?”

			“We’re waiting to talk to the owner, who might be able to tell us if anything was disturbed. He’s an American antiques dealer. There’re antiques on several levels, old rugs, stuff. He’s in London, according to the estate agent.”

			“Antiques dealer in the U.S. Could be a friend of the dead woman, maybe? Maybe she stopped by—” He ran a thumb across his forehead, perplexed. “But that doesn’t explain going up there . . .” said Jury. “Have you got the time of death?”

			“Not yet. Late last night, early this morning.”

			“And the body lay here all that time before—?”

			“A delivery lad found her just an hour ago. This road isn’t much used, and that tower sits far back from it.”

			“I would have thought the red dress—”

			“The red might have meant flowers to someone—roses, poppies. It’s quite a distance from the road. You’d have to be closer than that to make out a body, I think.”

			“It could have been murder; she could have been forced out of that window.” Jury looked up.

			“There’s always that,” said Brierly, dryly.

			Jury looked toward the cottage. “The aunt, how—”

			“Did we find the aunt so quickly? Bit of paper with a phone number written on it.” Brierly held up a scrap of paper. “The aunt was a bit surprised when her niece stopped to visit. Hadn’t seen her in some time. So they had a drink and a wee chat and Belle seemed to be in good spirits, you know.”

			Jury didn’t know.

			“The aunt said Belle didn’t like to drive as it makes—made—her nervous.”

			Jury was reminded of Stanley’s redundant renaming. “So this Blanche Vesta has no idea why her niece would have driven here?”

			“She called it a ‘very queer thing indeed.’ Kept repeating that.”

			Jury looked over toward the little cottage. “She’s there?”

			Brierly nodded. “Our WPC organized some tea I shouldn’t wonder.”

			Jury thanked Brierly and walked across the grass toward the cottage, where smoke was curling out of the chimney.

			____

			The woman police constable, WPC Mary Wells, said, “I expect I shouldn’t have taken the liberty, sir,” speaking of the fire, “but it was so chilly and the fire was already laid, as if someone was meant to put a match to it.”

			WPC Wells had a fey quality about her, as if she might expect to see fairies dancing on the hearth. “I hope it’s all right, sir, that I made tea.”

			“I’m sure your DCI can square it with the owner.”

			Blanche Vesta, who lived, she said, in Meecham Lane just off the Old Post Road, had not known Belle all that intimately, her living in London as she did. Wembley, near the park.

			“Wembley Park?”

			Blanche nodded. “At least when she was married. I went there once or twice to visit. I don’t care for London; it’s too big.”

			The cottage was probably being used by its owner only intermittently, and had no heat laid on when he wasn’t there; fortunately, the electric was, and the resourceful WPC had put the kettle on and managed to scare up a packet of PGs. Despite its chilliness, Tower Cottage was quite cozy, the armchairs deep and comfortable. With the round deal table between them, Blanche and Jury were both having a cup.

			“The thing is this, sir,” said Blanche, pulling her dark wool skirt tighter over her knees, not from modesty, but against the chill.

			Jury noticed the skirt adjusting and reached behind him for a wool throw he’d seen on a nearby stool. He handed this to her.

			“Why, thank you.” She took a moment to be flustered and to arrange the blanket over herself. “The thing is this,” she said again. “Belle completely surprised me, her turning up in Sidbury. Last time she did that—it was practically a year ago. When she was living with her husband, Zachariah, I’d visit them occasionally in Wembley, as I said. They’re separated, but they’re still friendly. I know he’d like to get back together, but . . .” She stopped, then said, “Well, her going up that tower’s not that surprising. She always liked heights. Ferris wheels, roller coasters, slides, when she was little . . .”

			“Could she have been going to meet someone? A man?”

			“Dressed like that, she must’ve been. She was married, but they separated. A pity, that was, as I always liked Zachariah. He was such a sweet boy. But I guess Belle wanted more.”

			“And she didn’t tell you where she was staying?”

			Blanche Vesta shook her head.

			“Blanche. Forgive me for asking this, but I must, in the circumstances. Is it possible Belle might have thought of suicide?”

			A curt shake of the head, and then a little laugh. “Belle? Kill herself ? Too flighty was Belle for that.”

			Jury had heard reasons for not committing suicide, but flightiness was never one of them.

			“No. Besides she was Church of England. You know what the church has to say on that score.”

			Jury wasn’t sure what the church had to say on any score. He sat back and looked at the weak fire. “Did she know anyone else in Sidbury besides you, Blanche?”

			She shook her head slowly. “No one I ever knew of. But it’s not impossible she did. There’s other places she might’ve been going. Northampton, maybe? Not that I ever heard her mention anyone there. She did get a call . . . or did she make one? I’m too flustered to remember right.”

			“That’s all right. You’ll remember later. You can’t think of any reason why she suddenly turned up to visit you.”

			Blanche Vesta looked about the room as if just now assessing her presence in it. “Maybe she didn’t.”

			Jury frowned. “Meaning—?”

			“It wouldn’t be me she got herself turned out as she did. That dress, those shoes! That’s never the way Belle dressed. Skirts and cardies, fawn and brown: that was Belle’s style. Such a dress that was. Beautiful, but it must have cost the earth, and wherever was Belle getting that kind of money? Well, it’s like you said: maybe her purpose was to see somebody else, and her visit to me was just, you could say, because I was here?”

			____

			And they were all there, lined up on the other side of the police tape—Melrose Plant, Vivian Rivington, Diane Demorney, with Stanley in tow, and Joanna Lewes. Marshall Trueblood was pouring words into the ear of one of the police constables, as if the PC were a jug, but who, to give Trueblood credit, appeared to be listening. It was not getting Trueblood under the tape, however.

			Theo Wrenn Brown was moving among some other people who either had heard of the death or had been driving by, though hardly anyone ever used the road. Cars were pulled up in the lay-by, or off on the grassy verge. Theo Wrenn Brown was exhibiting what he considered his special status as the one who had passed the scene first. He was pointing at the tower and sweeping his arm about, taking in the scene.

			When they saw Jury coming, Diane and the others waved and grinned as if they were a party of six announcing their presence to a maître d’ who could be absolutely counted on for a table by a window.

			Jury thought Trueblood was about to raise the police tape as if it were a velvet rope.

			Diane Demorney was pulling back on Stanley’s lead. The dog seemed very interested in the police business at the tower. Diane had a thermos that Jury assumed held vodka, but he was surprised to see her produce a little bowl from her suitcase-size purse, which she filled with water from the thermos and put on the ground for Stanley. The dog slurped it up. Jury thought Diane would have been the last person to ever bring water for an animal. So much for his profiling ability.
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