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For Liam



“Out beyond ideas of wrongdoing
and right doing there is a field.
I’ll meet you there.”
Rumi

“With reverence he lights the lamp of Reason
And pays his homage not to scriptures,
But to the good in man.”
Rabindranath Tagore
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Prologue
As he waded through the heat, he wondered for what must have been the millionth time, what he was doing in this place, this inferno, for that was what it had become. He was trapped in one of the circles of hell, he was certain. It had all gone wrong, impossibly wrong, and he saw no way of changing it unless the police found answers soon. He could not help but let out a bitter laugh at the very thought. The police! They had proven little more than useless and the trail had surely grown cold. He never said so aloud, of course. It was vital to maintain a façade of confidence, remain eternally hopeful, or so everyone said. There is a chance, always a chance. Yet truthfully, his hope had withered away months ago. Whatever chance remained, the likelihood that it would bring satisfaction was minimal at best. Some days he only wished to stay in bed, to lie on his cool sheets, the window open, a hint of the ocean breeze touching his skin and to close his eyes, never to wake again. Yet even to fantasize in such a way was a betrayal. She had only him now. He would do his best by her. If it meant he had to walk through life wearing a mask, he would. Anything to keep her going.
He saw the house in the near distance. A combination of relief for having arrived at home and bone-deep apprehension for what awaited him there, battled in his mind. He contemplated stopping by the corner tea shop whose proprietor, if you asked nicely, would splash a generous glug of whisky into his chai, but he forced himself onward, past the promise of an hour or so spent in his own quiet misery. She wasn’t waiting for him. He couldn’t delude himself. There was just one person she waited for, and he could merely keep her company in an effort that felt more and more futile with every passing day.
Inhaling deeply of the dense air, he unlocked the door. They had let go of the maid and hired a new one who came twice a week and was gone before he got home most days. They no longer needed a cook. He either bought food from one of the many street vendors or ended the evening with an egg on toast and a few glasses of whisky. She hardly ate anymore. He pleaded with her to try a few bites, but she mostly nibbled at the food and pushed it to the edges of her plate, eyes drifting to the window, startling at every sound. She was a shadow of herself, and he felt helpless in the face of her despair and despondency, so he let her be. It was a sign of giving up and caused a fury at his own uselessness to rise within him, a senseless rage that he was forced to swallow down again and again in order to hold on to whatever semblance of sanity remained.
It was quiet, the hallway dark. Outside, the sun was beginning to set, and he felt weary, ready to slip off his shoes and fall into bed, dusty clothes and all. He rested against the banister for a moment, taking in the silence. Perhaps he could make her cucumber sandwiches. She had always liked those. She used to say she felt like the queen when she ate them. But he would probably have to throw them away or eat the bland triangles himself. Then again, everything had begun to taste like ash in his mouth, everything but the whisky.
“May?” he called out. He looked up the stairs. Often, she would be sitting in the front room by the window, staring out at the street. He went in to see, but the room was dark and empty, hollow, her blue armchair by the window unoccupied. Summoning his strength, he climbed the stairs, calling her name once more. He heard the pleading in his voice. Please, please, May. Just today, just today, let us pretend all is well. Let us delude ourselves as we delude the world. Just tonight. A futile wish. As he reached the landing, he remembered something his father used to say, “If wishes were horses, beggars would ride, son.” His father, so long gone. Dead at fifty. Fell asleep and never woke up. A peaceful death. He envied him for a moment, then chastised himself for the ungrateful thought.
“May, love?” He tapped against her door. “Are you sleeping?” He recognized the pointlessness of his question only after he spoke the words. He knocked again, a little louder. She had to eat something, probably hadn’t fed herself all day. “Shall I make you some cucumber sandwiches, May?” he asked through the closed door.
Nothing. Silence.
He sighed, hand on the doorknob. He did not like to intrude upon her, startle her from one of her trances but felt compelled to see her. The knob twisted, door opening with a creak. He had meant to oil it ages ago. Another senseless task he forgot as soon as he thought of it. He poked his head through the gap in the door, then threw it open wide, flying to the bed. He saw it instantly, red, so much Malia Zaidi red, staining the sheets, dripping onto the floor. He smelled the cruel tang of iron in the air, cutting his nostrils. He was in a fog, heard his voice calling her name as if from far, far away. May, May, May... Her name, chosen for the month of her birth, for springtime, a time of joy and reawakening, of flowers and sweet smells. May. Her body was still warm, the blood staining the sheets not yet browning but red, a violent, hideous red. Her lips were still rosy, cheeks sunken, skin pale, almost translucent. No breath left her body. Her chest was unmoving, not a flutter of a pulse when he touched her neck. The eyes were closed, a small mercy. Those eyes would have haunted him all his future days. But even as he slumped onto the bed, cradling her head in his arms, he knew he did not need to see her eyes for that. He would be haunted for the rest of his life and would not rest until he found answers. He would never give up; he swore into the silence.
“I will find whoever is responsible, May. I promise.”



Chapter 1
Bombay, January 1928
The heat presses down on us like a physical force. It is the depth of winter, yet here in sunny Bombay, there is no sign of a cold season. Less than two weeks ago, Daniel and I were sitting in our house in Grosvenor Square, watching the dance of snowflakes beyond the window. Now it feels as though we have dipped into another world entirely. A world of heat and noise and dust; a world of spices, foreign words and barefoot children; a world of monkeys crouched on the shoulders of beggars, of women in colorful saris and intricate patterns of henna on their hands and feet. It is a world that could swallow you whole, and I almost wish it would, so excited am I to finally have arrived!
The journey took ten days aboard a ship called Andromeda, a name which did not wholly inspire my confidence, though it got us here in one piece. We were met at the harbor by a young man called Tanvir in a chauffeur’s cap, looking for “Mr. and Mrs. Harper”. My new name still sounds foreign to my ears. All my life, I have been Evelyn Carlisle. How strange it is to have ceded that name for another. The change startled me at first, though I have come to enjoy hearing it spoken, being able to talk about Daniel and say, “Oh, yes, my husband did that” or “my husband is just the same”. Agnes and Briony have taken to teasing me about it, but I intend to indulge in this newfound pleasure. What use is it having a husband, if I cannot make mention of it? And what a husband he is, too, I think, admiring his profile as he looks out of the car window. Such a handsome husband I have found myself.
“What are you grinning about?” my husband asks me now.
“Nothing at all.”
“I suppose I must allow you to hold on to your mysteries.”
“How very indulgent of you.”
“Sir, Madam, we are here. This is the Taj Hotel of Bombay, if you please,” Tanvir says from the driver’s seat of the car. We have come to a stop in front of what can only be described as a palatial building. The hotel is tall, with a broad façade facing the ocean, where small boats are floating by. Domed towers stand sentry at both ends, with a larger Moorish dome as its architectural crowning glory in the center, a strange but pleasing combination of British sturdiness and Indian splendor. It faces the Gateway to India, built to commemorate the arrival of King-Emperor George V and his wife Queen-Empress Mary. My guidebook, however, told me the Gateway was not ready for the arrival of the royals in 1911 and thus a cardboard structure was erected instead. The genuine and rather majestic Gateway has only been completed for four years. The grandeur of the hotel does not tell of such a history. I learned that it was, in fact, converted to a military hospital during the First World War. Naturally, I informed my husband of this on our long journey to Bombay, and he was suitably impressed. Many grand homes in England were used for similar purposes during the war years, but neither of us knew such arrangements were made so far from home. Rather shamefully, we were unaware quite how many Indians volunteered to join that distant conflict. It was a number which put our ignorance on the matter to shame.
We follow Tanvir to the entry, marveling at the grand hall, the floating staircase and the marble floor with an intricate inlaid pattern. It is a remarkable combination of architectural styles. Here I see lavish Gothic details, there Romanesque arches.
“The Taj was the first building in the city to be lit by electricity,” I whisper to Daniel – my husband, have I mentioned? – as we are greeted by a young woman bearing a tray with a yellow drink.
“Mango lassi, Sir, Madam.”
“It’s a milk dri -”
“I know, Evie,” Daniel says, smiling and taking a sip. I may have assumed the unintentional role of tour guide, but my overzealous attitude is merely a testament to my excitement. The lassi is cool and refreshing and we thank the young woman as we are beckoned forth by a mustachioed man in a gold embroidered tunic, maroon trousers, and embroidered leather slippers.
“Welcome! My name is Vasu Malhotra, and I will be looking after you during your stay.” He smiles, clasping his hands as he slips behind a desk to open a ledger. “Your first stay in Bombay?”
“Indeed,” I reply. “We are on our honeymoon.”
“Well, then congratulations are in order! If you require anything, do not hesitate to ask. Your wish is my command.” His effusiveness is cheerful, though clearly studied. I smile, feeling, not for the first time since our arrival, a trickle of unease, more than my usual discomfort in the face of such overt servitude. It is impossible to ignore the fact that the other guests mingling in the grand hall are all of western origins, save for a man with gold rings on every finger and a dark, manicured beard. I have never visited a country colonized by my own, yet never a country that has appeared as diverse and fascinating either. Such a variety of religions, practices and traditions, the sheer number of people! It is enough to overwhelm the senses, and still I am hungry to see it all.
“We can organize a guide for you. That is my recommendation, if you please, Mr. Harper,” Mr. Malhotra continues, addressing Daniel, which has me squaring my shoulders.
“That would be most welcome.”
“I know a good man, a native of Bombay. He will show you around. Now Sim will take you to your rooms. Enjoy your stay.”
Mr. Malhotra gestures towards a young man in a page boy’s uniform of maroon with gold accents, who has appeared beside us as if conjured up by the wish of a djinn. Sim is slender with a fine-boned face, the shadow of a first mustache above his lip, eyelids long-lashed. He looks no older than Iona, I think, as we follow him to the lift. It is an ornate contraption of gilt moldings and polished mirrors. I expected nothing less from this establishment. We rise from the ground in near silence, Sim facing the doors, Daniel clasping my hand.
“Here we are. Please follow me,” Sim says when the doors open. The hallway is carpeted so thickly, our footfall is silent. All we hear is the soft swoosh of the lift, as the doors close and it descends once more without us.
With a flourish and a half smile, Sim unlocks the door to our suite and hands Daniel the key. “Please enjoy your stay.” With that, he leaves us. I look around before meeting Daniel’s eyes. It is evident the same thought is crossing our minds. The room is among the most sumptuous I have ever seen, and I have been in numerous English country manors. From the thick, intricately patterned Persian carpets, to the wallpaper, threaded with gold, the elaborate crown moldings, watercolor paintings of elephants and Hindu gods in gold frames, every detail speaks of opulence. It is an undeniably beautiful space, and yet a sense of discomfort tugs at the edge of my consciousness when I think of the barefoot children on the dusty road just outside the hotel, the toothless beggars at the harbor.
“Well, I feel like a maharaja,” Daniel says with a wry smile.
“Indeed.” I turn to the windows, pushing aside the heavy velvet curtain. Daniel joins me, and we peer outside at the stretch of blue sea, the white sails and the veil of mist hovering above the water in the distance. Far below rickshaws roll by, pulled by men, by mules or the odd one by bicycle. When I crane my head, I see the Gateway to India, the large triumphal archway to the sea. A flock of pigeons pecks at the ground and seagulls screech and fly in swooping circles overhead. The sight of the birds is so familiar in this foreign place, and I watch them for a moment as they descend, then lift themselves effortlessly back into the peerless blue sky.
“Quite a view, or are you missing the gray skies of London already?”
“Not just yet,” I reply, leaning my head against his shoulder. “I ought to send Agnes a telegram that we have safely arrived.”
“Must you bring Aunt Agnes into our marital chamber, my love?” Daniel kisses the top of my head.
“Is the thought of her not conducive to romance?” I ask, facing him and draping my arms around his neck.
“Not in the least, Lady Harper, I’m afraid,” he says, a kiss following each word, before he sweeps me into his arms.
“Then I shall banish the thought, Mr. Harper!”



Chapter 2
“My name is Rafiq Nawaz,” the young man introduces himself, holding out a hand to Daniel, merely nodding at me, even as I offer mine. It is the Hindu tradition, I have come to notice, to press together one’s hands and utter “namaste” in greeting, yet Mr. Nawaz is Muslim. I must acquaint myself better with the customs of this country.
“Pleased to meet you, Mr. Nawaz,” Daniel says. We stand in the lobby of the hotel where we were informed our guide would meet us. He arrived precisely on time, seeming to recognize us immediately. Nawaz is a slender man, handsome with strong bone structure and dark eyes, glittering in the light of the crystal chandelier. His face is shadowed by a trim beard that emphasizes an angular jaw.
“Rafiq, please. A pleasure to meet you. Your first time in India? Well, never fear, I will show you all the best places. I’m a Bombayite born and bred and a student of history.” His English is flawless, with a slight rounding of the vowels.
“You studied at the University of Bombay?” I ask, while we make our way to the doors.
“Indeed, madam. I am currently enrolled in a post-graduate program, which allows me to work as a guide as well. I intend to make a career of teaching.”
We step outside, instantly battered by a wave of heat that was kept at bay in the thickly walled hotel, fans circulating the air. In the sunshine, it is almost impossible to believe we find ourselves in January. The water is lapping at the seashore and the waves ripple and sparkle like a blanket of crystals. White sails rise and dip on the soft waves and in the distance, I see the dark outline of an ocean liner, a hulk of a ship, like the one that brought us to these shores less than a day ago. It was a long journey, yet one spent in comfort and luxury most will never experience. It is a reality that has become more and more evident to me in recent years. Never more so than now, standing outside the Taj Hotel where I spy a pair of boys at the side of the road, no more than six years old, holding out their hands, nearly being sideswiped by a rickety bus that trundles by.
“I have organized a rickshaw to take us around. This is Khalil, my old friend.” Rafiq announces, pulling me back into the moment. He points towards a man leaning against his rickshaw. It looks like an unsteady thing, propelled by the force of a bicycle. The thought of this poor fellow having to pedal the three of us around in this heat makes me stiffen with discomfort, even if it appears a commonplace mode of transportation in this city and Khalil is in good spirits. Aided by Daniel’s steadying hand, I climb into the contraption, feeling ill at ease. It is one thing to be chauffeured around by a driver in a motorcar, but to be the burden a man must physically shoulder as he traverses this city full of dust and people and animals, suffused in a heat the likes of which I have not experienced, simply feels wrong. I give Daniel a meaningful look, but he only shrugs. He has traveled far and wide and is less perturbed by that which appears strange and disconcerting to me. Khalil struggles a little to start, but soon enough we are rolling along the waterside, wide blue ocean to my left, bustling city to my right.
“We are leaving Colaba now and moving on to Marine Drive. You will observe many of the buildings along the street are in a style familiar to you?” Rafiq begins, pointing at rows of structures in an Art Deco and Neo-Gothic style popular throughout Europe. “It connects Nariman Point, where we are now, with Malabar Hill, which you can see over there.” He points to a place on the other side of the Back Bay. “It is not an old construction but has become the pride and joy of many a Bombayite. You may have noticed already, Bombay is a very crowded city. We locals love to walk along the water, because it is open and private at the same time.” He smiles at us and in a whisper adds, “It is well known that lovers meet here where they will not be disturbed by nosy neighbors and family members. You can take it from me, when you live in such close proximity, privacy is worth more than gold sometimes.” He laughs, and I feel myself relaxing for the first time since climbing into Khalil’s rickshaw. For his part, he seems not to struggle any more, momentum and the slight curve in the road aiding his efforts, the wind tugging at his beard, the hem of his white kurta fluttering.
“We will not go all the way to Malabar Hill today, but I will show you Shree Mumbadevi Temple. It is a Hindu temple to the goddess of Mumba, the patron goddess of Bombay. We will pass by Zaveri Bazaar, where you may do some shopping, if you like.”
I am surprised that our first destination is a Hindu temple, for I have read of tensions between the Hindus and Muslims and Rafiq and Khalil belong to the latter religion. Perhaps the papers exaggerated the extent of the riots that have recently taken place in the city and throughout the country. I am eager to ask, but hold back, equally eager not to offend our guide within the first fifteen minutes of our acquaintance. He seems like a friendly, knowledgeable man. I would guess him to be younger than I am, even if he speaks with the confidence of one much older. It is clear he loves his city, points at details of buildings, nods at children at play and shopkeepers in their doorways. In the hotel, I felt almost as if we were in London or Paris, yet here on the streets of Bombay, I feel conspicuous in my otherness. I wonder whether the people we see as we pass by notice Daniel and me with our Indian guide and driver and resent our presence? I could hardly blame them if they did. Though I want to absorb the culture and my surroundings, I do not feel as carefree as I had anticipated. This voyage will not only offer excitement and adventure but also the stark realization that this is a conquered land and its people subjugated by my compatriots. Harold lived here happily for many years, and mentions old friends with names like Kumar or Majid, but how can they ever view us as anything other than intruders? Harold told me the British brought the railway to India, and the first University in Calcutta, that progress has come on account of the British presence, but it is the logic of one who lived as a superior in this country, even if a kinder man than Harold is difficult to imagine. I wonder what people like Rafiq or Khalil would say? Yet we have not reached the point in our acquaintance when it is suitable to inquire.
The streets became narrower as we turned away from the water into the city proper. Rafiq is talking and Daniel nodding along. I can hardly take in his words, my eyes and attention are caught on shop fronts, faces, animals we pass by, the countless scents lingering in the air, my senses heightened. Men Rafiq calls chaiwallas sell fragrant tea by the roadside. The aroma reminds me of my neighbors Dulcie and her friend Mr. Singh, who have invited me into their home for many cups of the fragrant brew. Oh, how Dulcie would relish being here! She often complains of missing the country where she spent much of her youth. Yet the India she knew, the India of forests and mountains, is a world removed from this urban jungle. Perhaps she would be overwhelmed, frightened even, dear Dulcie who, since the death of her son ten years ago, has hardly left her flat in London. Better for her to remember India as she knew it.
“Here we are, this is Zaveri Bazaar. Perhaps you would like to buy some jewelry?” Rafiq looks from Daniel to me. We shake our heads. I am eager to see the temple, and so Khalil pedals on, through narrow lanes and traffic on wheels, two feet and occasionally four.
“Is your family in Bombay?” Daniel asks Rafiq.
“Yes, my parents and a sister. My eldest brother is in the army.” He smiles. “At least one of us doing the family proud.”
“You are a teacher in the making, a noble profession,” I say.
“In my family, you should be a doctor, an engineer or in the army. Little else counts. At the moment, my parents are busy finding my sister a husband, so their attention, for once, is not on me, their problem child.” Rafiq smiles, still I detect a hint of sadness in his eyes, a faint trace of resentment. I can picture it, one son climbing the military ranks, a daughter soon to be married, only the third child, a young man, unattached and without a career to speak of as yet. I suppose not everything is different between India and England. Societal pressures exist in every culture, parental hopes and expectations as well. I remember the many times Aunt Agnes tried to foist some suitable man on me, fearing I was leaving it too late to find a husband and would end up an old maid, a spinster by the age of thirty. I just about escaped that dreadful fate, and she herself has found a new husband in dear Harold, on whose recommendation we are here now.
“Stop here, Khalil!” Rafiq calls out. “This is it.” He hardly needs to point; my eyes have already landed on the temple in front of us. The surrounding area is disordered, ramshackle even, while the elaborate central tower of the temple reaches up high beyond the clustered buildings either side of it. It is a strange, not entirely attractive structure.
“The temple is dedicated to Mumba, the patron goddess of the city. It is said she was reincarnated as a fisherwoman to learn perseverance and the art of concentration from the fisherfolk who lived here. The city we know now was, at the time, a mere village. Before she became Mumba, she was known as Parvati.”
Khalil chuckles. “Oh, yes, you know all about the goddess Parvati, don’t you, Rafiq?”
Rafiq’s expression tightens before he gives his friend a playful slap on the shoulder. “You would do well to leave the talking to me.” He turns to us. “I will take you to the temple, but let you enter alone. It is not my place.”
We climb out of the rickshaw. Khalil has pulled a small tin from his pocket, and stuffs something that looks like ground leaves into the corner of his mouth. As we pass him by, I hear him saying in a low, sing-song voice, “Parvati, lovely Parvati...”
Rafiq shakes his head. I make a note to remember the name.
“You are well informed about the city’s history,” Daniel says as we near the temple.
“My religion worships one god, but I have spent much time studying and trying to learn the ways and beliefs of most of the people who live in our country. Understanding is the only way forward. We will never be the same, so it is best to be open to learning.”
“An admirable attitude,” I observe, wishing everyone shared it.
“There is comfort in ignorance,” Rafiq continues, “but I have seen the damage it can wreak.”
Though I am itching to, I decide to heed Daniel’s meaningfully raised brows and do not pry. Besides, something else serving as a distraction is right in front of me. The temple is a combination of arches and moldings and endless embellishments of symbols I cannot read and small figures, representations of gods, I do not recognize. It is the very opposite of the restrained Anglican churches back in England, a different version of opulence than the soaring cathedrals of France. People enter the building ahead of us. Many women wear colorful saris, the men are in white or brown. Everyone slips off their shoes before entering through the large doors.
“Are you certain we can go inside?” Daniel asks.
“Of course, I will wait here. Take your time.”
Daniel and I climb the steps and slip off our shoes. I slide mine next to his and hope they will be there when we return or else I really will have to do some shopping in the bazaar!
Daniel’s hand brushes against mine as we enter the temple. Inside it is embellished even more than outside with a large statue of a woman – Mumba, alias Parvati, I presume – at the central altar. Though I am fascinated, I feel awkwardly conspicuous. Tall and pale in a cream cotton dress amid a sea of color. Everyone knows what to do, not simply to stand and gape, and I am afraid of causing offense, even if the looks we attract are curious, not hostile.
We move around the edges of the temple, taking note of visitors paying respects at the statue of the goddess. It is a different version of making the sign of the cross, I suppose, even if everything seems far more elaborate than that familiar custom. There are Christians in India, too, of course, not only the British who live here. It is strange to observe that in this crowded temple, the influence of the imperial arm is all but nonexistent.
“What do you think Khalil’s mention of Parvati was about? A hint at romance, perhaps?” I nudge Daniel with my elbow, moving along the outside path that leads towards the altar.
“It’s clearly a Hindu name, given that we are in her temple.”
“A forbidden romance!” I exclaim in a whisper, hardly necessary as it is remarkably loud in the temple, filled with voices and gentle chanting.
“Evie.” Daniel gives me a meaningful look that says as much as, “Keep well out of it, will you!”
I shrug and roll my eyes. “I am merely curious.”
“Your curiosity has almost led to you being killed on more than one occasion. Must I remind you?”
“You must not.”
“We are not the only ones entitled to a bit of romance after all,” Daniel smiles, fingertips brushing against my hand.
“Certainly not.”
“And your assumption could be entirely wrong. He is a scholar. Perhaps Parvati is a subject of his studies. Now look at that!” Daniel gestures at the altar. We are close to it now and can almost peer into the face of the goddess Mumba. At the risk of sounding ignorant, she has a rather frightening aspect, not quite like the marble placidity of the goddess statues I saw in temples when we lived on Crete. There is something appealing about her, too. She is smaller than I expected, yet has drawn the attention and devotion of countless people who make their pilgrimage here to pray at her feet. She wears an elaborate headpiece and garlands of fresh and fragrant flowers have been draped around her neck and body. Still, whatever Daniel says, I have learned to trust my instincts and they tell me the Parvati Rafiq may be studying is made entirely of flesh and bone.
“I will take you to eat some traditional Indian food now, if you like. It is almost lunchtime,” Rafiq suggests when we rejoin him Malia Zaidi outside. Khalil is still chewing and gives us a crooked smile as he swings back onto the saddle of his bicycle.
“That sounds perfect,” I agree. Indeed, my stomach feels rather hollow. The thought of food, laced with foreign spices and flavors, is utterly enticing.
We drive along for a while, Rafiq’s silence allowing us to take in the scenery, as we pass narrow alleyways with tiny shops, no wider than the span of my arms. I have the sense we are turning back to where we came from, a notion Rafiq confirms.
“We are returning to Colaba to eat. When you have strengthened yourselves, I shall show you the Gateway of India, which you will have seen upon your arrival.
Rafiq takes us to a nondescript café, yet inside it is bustling. We join groups of British and Indians taking their midday meal at small round tables. The aroma of spices hangs in the air, and my eyes curiously seek out the contents of the ceramic bowls, filled with vibrant red and orange sauces, heaped with yellow rice and sprinkled with coriander.
“Shall I order?” Rafiq asks, a smile touching his lips as he takes in my wide eyes. We agree, and he hails a waiter, gesturing as he speaks Hindi, a language so utterly unfamiliar to me. I envy those who can understand.
We talk a little about what else we wish to see, places Rafiq would like to show us, while he acts as our guide. The wait for the food is not long and our table is soon laden with numerous small bowls, fragrant steam rising into the air. The last dish set on the table is a basket of round, flat bread Rafiq calls naan. With slight consternation, I note the lack of utensils, save the serving spoons.
“This looks delicious, but how -” I begin. Rafiq smiles.
“We eat with our hands, using the bread as the utensil. If you prefer a spoon...” He shrugs.
“Not at all,” I say quickly, unwilling to appear the silly western lady who refuses to eat as the locals do. Really, it hardly matters how, as long as I will soon have a taste of the spread before us. My mouth is watering.
Rafiq passes around the basket of bread, ladles portions of curry, rice, chicken and a sort of lentil stew called dal onto our plates. He tears off a piece of bread and begins to drag it through the contents of his plate, the bundle reaching his mouth before a drop is spilled.
I follow suit, feeling a slight thrill at this practice. Eating with my hands in a restaurant, how scandalized Aunt Agnes would be! My excitement is temporary, for it takes a mere moment for the heat of the spices to reach my taste buds and I feel my neck and cheeks redden.
“Maybe some water?” I manage hoarsely. Daniel is not faring much better, which is a small comfort. His face is flushed, and he is blinking back tears. Can’t have him showing me up and reminding me of it for the rest of our lives!
“Water is no remedy against spice.” Rafiq shakes his head and orders sweet lassis. They do the trick and though my tongue is tingling, I am beginning to enjoy the slight burn at the back of my throat, the pillowy bread and the creamy curry. By some miracle, I do not stain my white dress, and this adds to my satisfaction as we end our meal with a warm, syrup-soaked and impossibly sweet dessert called gulab jamun. I feel the need either to move or to take a long nap after this meal, and Rafiq proposes we do the former. We wander towards the water. Khalil has left us without a goodbye, but the walk is pleasant and soon we are at the Gateway of India. A man is feeding pigeons and a little girl in a bright orange dress chases them, squealing when they leap into the air, only to land a few paces away from the tiny fiend. Some things are the same everywhere.



Chapter 3
“This is it?” I ask Tanvir, who is acting as our chauffeur once more. He has come to a stop outside a modest villa, set back and separated from the street by a tall iron gate. Daniel and I are here on the invitation of one of Harold’s old army friends, Artie Purcell, who insisted we join him and his family for dinner. Harold has told me of the man, and of their shared exploits and I am eager to hear more, anticipating an evening filled with tales of adventure.
“Yes, madam.” Tanvir opens the car door and helps me out. We thank him before walking up to the gate. A young Indian man sits on a stool, but stands to attention when he notices our arrival, peering past us at the Rolls Royce in which we arrived.
“Mr. and Mrs. Harper. The Purcells are expecting us,” Daniel says, and the gate is opened without further question. We pass through a small, lush garden, dark, save for pools of golden light cast from lanterns in the trees, which dance as a soft breeze rustles the branches. It is still surprising for me to see flowers in bloom in what is the dead of winter back at home. Their fragrance is carried on the night air as we walk the short path to the house. Approaching, I hear voices and the front door opens before we have reached the top step.
A tall, broad man is outlined in the doorway, light streaming out from behind him, his face in shadow until he steps forward, smiling.
“The Harpers! Welcome, welcome, Artie Purcell at your service!” He claps Daniel on the shoulder with hearty enthusiasm and executes a small bow for me. Harold mentioned that Artie was a “character”, and his meaning is quickly apparent. We are ushered indoors and introduced to Artie’s wife, Margaret – Maggie – a woman who, beside her giant of a husband, appears even more petite than she would ordinarily. She smiles warmly and calls for her daughter, Violet, a woman a few years my junior. She appears alongside her husband Roger. Both greet us politely, but I detect tension in the young woman, the smile not quite reaching her blue eyes. Perhaps a lover’s tiff?
“Roger is a captain in the British army,” Artie announces proudly.
“I do my bit,” Roger says with false modesty. He is not as tall or as broad as his father-in-law, yet exudes physical strength and vitality, with a wiry physique and military posture. Violet looks delicate and lovely at his side, utterly her mother’s daughter. Over drinks in the sitting room – a space filled with trinkets and artifacts I should very much like to inspect further – we learn that Violet and Roger have a two-year-old daughter named Alice, who has not been sleeping well. “Her amah ought to take care of her, really,” Roger observes, shaking his head. “Instead, Vi is up and at the cradle as soon as the little one so much as whimpers. I say, ‘You must teach her that she cannot expect her Mama to be at her beck and call’, but there is no coming between a mother and her child.” He pats Violet’s leg in a manner I find vaguely patronizing. The young woman just gives a tired smile.
“So, you are newlyweds? Much like Harold? Goodness, when I heard the old chap was finally jumping the ship of bachelorhood, I thought the world must have turned on its head. Next we’ll see flying elephants and peace on earth while we’re at it!” Artie chuckles.
“Harold always was a sweet man. I am happy he has found himself a companion. Such a shame he will never be a father, though. I always thought he would make for a wonderful one. Although he has you now, doesn’t he?” Maggie smiles. There is a warmth in her manner that sets me at ease. I am not Harold’s daughter, but he is the husband to the only woman I have ever truly known as a mother. So in one way or another, Maggie is right, and the thought pleases me.
“You have lived here all your life?” I ask Violet. She appears distracted, twisting her wedding ring around her finger, clockwise, then counterclockwise, and back again.
“I went to school in England,” she replies.
“She begged and begged. You cannot imagine how difficult it is to send your only child away,” Maggie says, shaking her head. “Even this one shed a tear, I’ll have you know.” She pokes Artie with her elbow, and he grins and shrugs.
“If a man can’t cry for his own daughter, what sort of man is he?”
“Fortunately for me, she returned to India.” Roger touches his wife’s arm.
“How long have you been married?” asks Daniel.
“Just shy of three years,” Roger replies and Violet nods.
“And you intend to stay in Bombay?”
I detect a hint of hesitation before Roger replies, “Certainly for as long as my career keeps me here.”
“You’re a businessman yourself, aren’t you, Daniel?” Artie asks, turning the subject away from his son-in-law. It is obvious to me that Violet is unhappy to be here. Perhaps it is tiredness from comforting her child at night, but there is something in her manner indicating a weariness that goes deeper than the physical.
Daniel obliges, speaking a little of his family’s business, which allows me to take in my environs. The room is large and full of knick- knacks. A shelf against one wall is filled with books, small golden bowls, little figurines of Hindu gods and numerous other bits and bobs. I would shudder at the amount of clutter in my own home, but here it attracts my curious gaze. I wish I could explore, pull titles from the shelves, poke my nose where it doesn’t belong, as Daniel likes to remind me. And it isn’t just into their possessions that I would like to insert said inquisitive appendage, but into the family affairs as well. Something isn’t quite right in the Quinn marriage, even if Artie and Maggie Purcell are easy and cheerful hosts. Violet fidgets in her seat, and Roger is on his third whisky by the time we sit down for our meal. The meal is, unsurprisingly, Indian. It begins with savory pastries called samosas and pakoras, served with a vibrant green, mint sauce and a sweet mango chutney, the latter quickly becoming a favorite.
By the time a platter of orange chicken in the tandoori style is served, Artie is regaling us with stories of his and Harold’s exploits, earning the occasional mock stern look from Maggie and raised brow from Roger. When Artie ends his story with a hearty guffaw, Violet jumps in her seat. I have noticed the glazed look in her eyes, the way she is here, but also absent. She is only a few years my junior, yet I feel a mothering instinct to draw her into an embrace and send her off to bed. I have noticed Maggie shooting her daughter the occasional anxious glance, telling her to “eat, dear,” as Violet pushes her food around her plate, not tempted by the enticing fragrance filling the room, only nibbling at a corner of naan and sipping a glass of water.
“As you are here for a good while, you must meet some people. Join us on Saturday at the Gymkhana Club. We’ll make the introductions.” Artie has decided, and since Daniel and I have no plans to prevent us, we agree, even if I catch a look of reluctance in my husband’s eye, a sentiment I share. Hobnobbing with the British locals was not on our list, but the Purcell’s have been so welcoming, and their offer is well-intentioned. Besides, as my husband likes to observe, I am a curious creature, and this outing may do well to satisfy the impulse. I hope the Quinns will be of the party. I should like to observe Violet in different surroundings. Perhaps the company of her friends will shake the weariness from her bones. Somehow, I rather doubt it. The only time her features display any sign of animation over the course of the evening is when her mother mentions Alice and produces a small, framed photograph of the child. I am no good judge of a baby’s merits – in any case, none could be sweeter than my beloved niece Elsa – still I smile at the picture of the little girl. She has an almost fearful look in her eyes, perhaps at the snap of the camera or even the sight of such a contraption. Violet’s expression brightens, if only momentarily, and a smile touches her lips and eyes.
“This was taken when she was six months old, not even crawling. She can walk now.”
“Children change so much in just a little time,” Maggie observes, smiling at the photograph. With a small pang, I am reminded of my nephew and nieces whom I will not see for the span of nearly two months. When Daniel and I have a child of our own, I can hardly imagine being apart from him or her for longer than a few hours. We will have to take them on our adventures with us. The thought excites as much as it frightens me.
“She’ll be running wild in no time,” Artie agrees. “If she is anything like her mother.” He smiles at Violet, who returns the smile, even if the light has once again dimmed in her eyes. I struggle to imagine this wan, weary woman running wild as Artie puts it, but I must not form firm opinions on people I do not know. That being so, I feel I should like to be better acquainted with her. Daniel will tease me when I tell him as much, claiming that I aim to make her one of my “cases”, someone whose troubles to mend. Perhaps he is right, but is that so terribly wrong? In our lifetimes, we have seen more destruction and suffering than ought to be possible. The Great War casts its endless shadow, and the losses we have suffered in our personal lives have left their mark. So, I ask, is it wrong to wish to ease the troubles of others? Perhaps it is the reason I love mystery stories so much. There is disorder and human depravity, but the ending brings order, a form of justice, and a sense of equilibrium is restored to the world, if only on the surface.
“They seem like friendly people. I can well imagine Artie and Harold together, one as jovial as the other,” Daniel says on our drive back to the hotel.
“I look forward to hearing more of his stories with which I can tease poor Harold upon our return.”
“The one where he fell off the donkey into the pile of elephant dung might be suitable.”
“Ha! I suspect that one will make Harold regret ever having made the introduction. Can you imagine Agnes’ face when I present the story at our next dinner party?” I giggle and Daniel shakes his head, unable to hide his smile even in the darkness of the car.
“She will think I have corrupted you, my dear wife.”
“Rather the opposite. She will pity you for having such an uncivilized wife.”
“I will take my uncivilized wife over any other lady. I remember my vows, you know.”
“I certainly hope so!”
Daniel laughs and takes my hand. “It was nice to see Maggie and Artie together. They seem very much in love, even after decades together! I liked them both.”
“So did I. The same affection and devotion could not be ascribed to Violet and Roger, don’t you agree?”
“She was exhausted, but that is to be expected if you are up with your child every night.”
“She lit up speaking about Alice but hardly looked at Roger all evening. He is quite a bit older than her, ten years probably.”
“Hardly significant, given that many married couples of our acquaintance share a much greater gap in ages. I think Dominic is fifteen years Elizabeth’s senior and they have been married three decades,” Daniel says, naming his cousin and the man’s wife.
“She just didn’t look happy.”
“Maybe not, but that is her business, Evie. Best to keep out of it.”
“You are too predictable, Daniel,” I tease.
“You are one to talk.”
“Touché.”
Back in our room, I slip off my shoes, relishing the sensation of the plush carpet beneath my bare feet.
“What do you think of India so far? Does it meet the soaring expectations Dulcie and Harold set with their stories?” Daniel asks, shrugging off his jacket and loosening his collar.
“Yes and no.” I crouch on the arm of the sofa, taking off my earrings and removing my bracelet. “There is so much to see, so much that is new. The architecture, the different customs and heavens, the food!”
“Indeed,” Daniel agrees.
“But they never told me of the unconcealed inequality, the poverty, the endless numbers of beggars and barefoot children. It is naïve of me to be shocked, yet I am.”
“It is easy to romanticize places we know only from stories and books. There is no heaven on earth, at least not as far as my imagination can stretch. You have always been a little more inspired.”
“Deluded, you mean, my sweet husband?” I say with a smile.
“Never, even if there may be comfort in delusion. One does say, ‘ignorance is bliss’, does one not? There must be truth in it.”
“Ah, but I am too nosy by half to be content with such a state of affairs.”
Daniel sighs dramatically and pulls me from the arm of the sofa into the spot beside him. “My dear inquisitor.”
“What a charming sobriquet! I will have to think of a better one for you than simply, ‘my dear Daniel’.”
“It is wholly accurate, so I have no reason to complain.”
“You prefer it to ‘my sensible companion’?”
“Utterly.”
“Well, I am done in from this evening and bed beckons.” I get to my feet and hold out a hand. My dear Daniel, husband, and ever the sensible companion smiles and takes it.



Chapter 4
Today we visit the Elephanta Caves, Rafiq acting as our guide once more. He had mentioned them in passing, and I was instantly intrigued. I had a rather unpleasant experience in a cave on Crete, when I came face to face with a murderer, and am eager to improve my opinion of them. These are a network of caves dedicated to the Hindu god Shiva, known as the god of destruction, which sounds brilliantly ominous. Daniel rolled his eyes when I mentioned it, muttering something about it suiting my tender sensibilities very nicely, then.
I am glad to be outside and exploring, for tonight we are invited to join the Purcells and Quinns at an event at the Gymkhana Club. It is precisely the sort of thing I ordinarily do my best to avoid, but they have been kind and I am curious to see what awaits us there. My image of British life in India has been cobbled together from stories told by Harold and Dulcie and books like E.M. Forster’s A Passage to India. I wonder how my imaginings compare with reality. The trip to Gharapuri – “the city of caves” – requires a ferry ride from the Gateway of India. The name of the Elephanta Caves, as Rafiq mentioned, derives from the Portuguese word elefante after the discovery of elephant statues within. Sadly, after the arrival of the Portuguese, the caves which date back as far as the fifth century, ceased to be used as places of Hindu worship and fell into disrepair until some fifteen years ago efforts were made by British officials to restore them once more. There seems to be a strange give and take between Indian culture and that of the British in India, and I wonder whether either segment is aware they have taken on some traits and customs of those they consider the other? I wonder whether the British believe they will remain here forever, create a realm of the kingdom in perpetuity, or whether the Indian resistance that I hear and read about continually, will manage to achieve independence someday? What would happen then?
“Likely, for a time at least, there would be considerable disarray. It is a gargantuan country with a tremendous variety of culture and tradition. It would take an immense effort indeed to unite it, to create lasting unity when even in a country as small as Ireland it appears impossible to achieve.” Daniel sighs and looks out at the water, blue and sparkling in the morning sun while we wait for Rafiq to arrive. “I daresay violence and no small number of deaths could be expected. There may be relief in being rid of the oppressor, but independence alone does not govern a country. It does not educate, feed and nurture its people. It is a step in that direction, not the end of the journey.”
“It feels peculiar to be in this place that is, for all intents and purposes, a part of the empire we call home, and yet so foreign and exotic in countless ways. We retain rights in this land that even some of its citizens do not.”
“The world is not a rational place, my love,” Daniel says, taking my hand.
“Indeed, it is not. Look at those children.” I nod at a group of seven or eight-year-olds, thin and dressed in rags, holding out their hands to passersby. “Who will be waiting for them at home? Who will read them a story before they go to sleep?”
“Their parents love them as much as any, but priorities shift when you do not know whether there will be food on the table.”
“You think me naïve,” I observe, frowning.
“I think you have a rather sizable heart.”
“Diplomatically put. I suppose in many ways I am naïve, but I aim to learn.”
“There’s Rafiq.” Daniel gestures over my shoulder, and I turn to see our guide hurrying towards us. He looks harried but forces a smile, brushing a curl of black hair from his forehead.
“My apologies, have you been waiting long?” he asks, eyes moving from Daniel to me and back again.
“Not at all,” I assure him. “Such a beautiful day to look out at the bay.”
“Very good, very good,” Rafiq says, nodding. He seems scattered. Beads of perspiration dot his brow, and he shifts from one foot to the other. “I hope you will not feel seasick. The water is a little rough today.”
“We have traveled far and wide on ships and boats, please do not worry on that account.” I smile and he returns it, but the warmth of the gesture does not reach his eyes.
“Good, good. I will get our ferry tickets. Please wait here. I won’t be a moment.” He gives another nod and hurries past us to the ticket counter.
“Seems agitated today,” Daniel observes.
“Maybe his studies and working as a guide are overwhelming. I wonder about him. He mentioned his parents and siblings but next to nothing else.”
“He is not obligated to share more,” Daniel reminds me. “He doesn’t know us either.”
“But aren’t you curious? Here we are, spending hours at a time with him and we know so little of his story.”
“He could say the same about us.”
“I suppose,” I agree, not satisfied in the least. “Do you think he resents us? The Britishers, as we are called, touring his land?”
“He hasn’t given the impression. He’s been very courteous, eager to share, not resentful of having to do so.”
“Yes, that was my sense as well. I have noted a number of disapproving looks, but not from him.”
“Perhaps I ought to have chosen a less complicated destination for our first journey as a married couple? Wales, possibly? Isle of Skye?”
I give him a gentle poke with my elbow. “I am quite content, merely curious.”
“Ah, yes, your curiosity.” Daniel sighs and closes his eyes.
“The bane of your existence?” I tease.
“You said it, not me!” Daniel smiles and shakes his head. “No, your curiosity is one of my favorite parts of you, even if I wish it didn’t lead you down the darkest of alleys quite so frequently.”
“Well, now you can go there with me. I promise to do my best to protect you.”
“Is that so? From the big bad wolf?”
“And witches with gingerbread houses. You do love gingerbread.”
“A wise decision on my part to marry you!” Daniel asserts, grinning.
“On that score, we are in complete agreement.”
It is delightful to be on the ferry, the sea not too rough at all. The water sprinkles my forearms as I lean on the rail, watching the shoreline grow distant and hazy, obscured by the veil of fog, resting above the water.
The journey is not long and soon we arrive, perhaps with ever so slightly wobbly legs, on the island of the elephant caves, Gharapuri. We are not alone. Several people, Indians and British alike have made the trip, either to pay respects or to nose about, eager like Daniel and me, to explore. Does our presence disrupt the sanctity of this former place of worship? Or is it a positive sign of interest in the past and the world we inhabit, so much of which remains a mystery to us?
The island reminds me of my time on Crete, where my cousin’s husband worked as an archeologist, and I had a chance to visit the ancient city of Knossos. Gharapuri possesses a similar air of ancient mystery. I wonder about the people who built this place and created these shrines to their gods with such love and attention that they have survived through centuries of conflict and climate.
The hills are green with vegetation, the caves wearing a mossy cape The pillars supporting the entryway make apparent that this is no ordinary place. Rafiq takes us to the largest cave first. He has a small torch, but daylight streams into the broad opening. Colossal monoliths have been chiseled into statues of gods, larger than life. I understand now why the island is also known as “city of priests”. An air of mystery is palpable here, and I can tell the other visitors feel it as well. Voices have grown hushed, eyes wide, marveling at the carved panels and sculptures, dating back to the sixth and seventh century, as Rafiq tells us. He gestures at reliefs, explaining the identity of those depicted. There is Brahma, the creator, and Vishnu, the preserver. There is Shiva, the destroyer, an arm broken, regal all the same. The air is cool, and I shiver both from the drop in temperature and the otherworldly atmosphere within the cave. The panels tell stories just like the Greek and Roman reliefs I studied in Oxford. The story of creation, the part each god played in this gargantuan effort. There is something fearsome in Shiva’s many depictions, a curl of the lip, the hard set of his jaw, indicating a firm character and willfulness. He instills fear as much as respect, with the image of a snake, a skull in his hair. There is softness, too, a flash of humanity in the delicate, almost feminine hand, cradling a lotus flower, the symbol of rebirth and enlightenment, Rafiq explains.
“And here you see Shiva’s wedding to Parvati,” he says, pointing up at the panel. It has been damaged, but the two central figures are easy to discern. Shiva stares ahead, while the gaze of his bride is downcast, modest.
I raise my eyebrows at Daniel at the mention of Parvati. Rafiq does not look our way, but peers up at the relief for a moment in silent Malia Zaidi reverence. I suspect his awe is not for the goddess of a faith he does not share and determine to discover what the name means to him.
We move quietly through the cave, Rafiq stopping at times to point out a detail, to share an anecdote. I marvel at his knowledge and at the beauty of this place, built for devotion. It looks so different from Notre Dame in Paris or Knossos or Stonehenge, but the sentiment behind it is similar. Love and faith fueled backbreaking work – and a not insubstantial degree of force, at times. What remains can be viewed and appreciated hundreds of years on. What would the artisans who created this place think if they knew it had become a site for tourists? Would they feel their work has been desecrated by the presence of so many nonbelievers, or would they be happy to know it is still appreciated, if primarily for its artistic merit?
“You’ve been here often?” I ask, as Rafiq leads us on to the second cave.
“I had a teacher who took me under his wing and showed me the city. He had lost his son and wife to childbirth and lived alone. He noticed my interest. My own father would never have encouraged my visits to Hindu sites of worship, being a staunch Muslim. One day, our neighbor, Khalil’s father, a rickshaw-wala himself, saw me and my teacher at a temple one day and told my father. He gave me a firm talking to, to say the least.” Rafiq claps his hands together, mimicking a slap, and shakes his head. “He wanted to complain to the school, but my mother prevented him. She encouraged me to keep learning. She had left school aged twelve and wanted better for her own children.” He sighs and adds, “And now they are marrying off my sixteen-year-old sister to a man she doesn’t know. But Nour says she is excited, and her husband seems a good enough young man.”
“The custom of matchmaking is not foreign to us, though the couple not meeting before the wedding is,” I say, encouraged by his sudden openness.
“You are not the only one who feels that way,” Rafiq replies. “It will not be in my future, that much is certain.” Parvati instantly comes to mind, and the name is on the tip of my tongue, when Daniel points at a sculpted panel and asks about the story behind it, distracting Rafiq. If I didn’t know better, I’d think he read my mind. If I didn’t know better...



Chapter 5
The Gymkhana Club is grander than I was expecting. A sports club during the day, tonight it has been transformed into a festive space for the moneyed elite to mingle. Torches light up the path to the main building, a pavilion structure with a wraparound terrasse.
The facilities are used as cricket grounds among many other athletic pursuits. Tonight, we are in the dining hall, a large, cavernous chamber, lit by crystal chandeliers, the sound of voices and laughter hanging in the air when Daniel and I approach. We are offered champagne by a young Indian man in a starched white uniform and the faintest trace of a mustache. The Purcells are standing with another couple at one of the windows overlooking the cricket grounds and wave us over, Artie bellowing his greeting.
“The Harpers, welcome, welcome,” he calls out and claps Daniel on the back so hard he winces. “May I introduce Colonel Marcus Lathbury and his wife Diana.” The colonel is a tall, sinewy fellow with a Roman nose, and he holds out his hand to us. His wife, a slender woman of about fifty with a silver bob and warm brown eyes, offers a smile.
“Ah, and there’s Celeste, goodness, what is she wearing!” Artie tuts and looks over my shoulder. I turn to see a woman around Aunt Agnes’ age dressed in a rather eye-catching frock, a shift that dips below her knees, with a beaded fringe and covered in multicolored sequins that shimmer and sparkle in the low light, putting the crystal chandelier to shame.
“Celeste Courtland,” Maggie says quietly, the opposite of her husband, who is staring at the woman with a mixture of disapproval and curiosity. “She is the widow of a high ranking officer. He died tragically a few years ago, so we have tried our best to keep an eye out for her. We expected her to return to England after his death, but she has no family and no children, so she stayed.”
“You’re making her out to be a tragic figure,” Artie says, thankfully speaking in more discreet tones now. “She’s an odd one, Celeste. Lots of superstitions, constantly making up stories -”
“Artie,” Maggie admonishes, though I catch a hint of a smile on Colonel Lathbury’s lips.
“You know it’s true. I’m not calling her a liar, exactly, still half of what she says can’t be trusted.”
“Rather the definition of a liar, isn’t it?” Diana asks, humor in her tone.
“Then there’s her constant fussing about tarot cards and the future and omens.” Artie shakes his head. “Load of clap-trap, if you ask me.”
“Well, let us hope she cannot read minds, because she would be quite offended by your judgment, my dear,” Maggie says. “She’s amusing, really,” she continues, addressing Daniel and me. “Though you shouldn’t be surprised if she whips out her tarot deck within moments of meeting you, so be prepared.”
I can’t tell whether she is teasing, and there’s no time to ask, for just then, the very object of the discussion floats into our midst. She carries with her a cloud of unmistakable Guerlain Shalimar, an eye- watering fragrance which reminds me of Aunt Agnes, who has worn it for as long as I can recall.
“Why, hello! Who do we have here?” she asks, smiling brightly, eyes on Daniel.
“Celeste, these are friends of a friend. Daniel and Evelyn Harper.”
“Married?” Celeste pouts and shakes her head, giving Daniel a wink. If her behavior weren’t quite so bizarre, I might be offended. As it is, I almost have to laugh when she places a bejeweled hand in my husband’s and waits for him to kiss it like the queen. Daniel, wearing a bemused expression, gives it a little squeeze instead. Celeste shrugs but does not appear perturbed by his reaction. While she may not be considered a natural beauty, I find her to be rather striking. Her nose is a little long, her features not quite even, her mouth wide, but so is her smile and her eyes sparkle with mischief and warmth. Without another word, she drifts away to the next group, gone as quickly as she arrived.
I want to hear more about her, but the Lathbury’s start asking Daniel and me about our trip thus far and we obligingly answer. Even so, my eyes follow Celeste Courtland as she makes her way around the room.
“And how do you like the food? I had a terrible stomach for the first month we lived here. Didn’t think I would make it,” Colonel Lathbury says, shaking his head. “My wife, on the other hand, ate flaming curries as if they were plain porridge. Meanwhile, steam would be coming out of my ears!” He laughs. Despite his military bearing, he has a self-deprecating sense of humor, and I can see why he and Artie are friends.
They give us a few more ideas of places to visit, before drifting off to be replaced by the Quinns, who arrived late. Violet wears an anxious look. Her eyes are red-rimmed. Has she been crying? Perhaps it is simply a lack of sleep. Roger doesn’t look much better, and I imagine both would have preferred to be free of social obligations tonight. As a military man of significant rank, and judging by the ambition I noted upon our first meeting, Roger will not be eager to miss a chance to mingle with higher-ups, such as Colonel Lathbury . His father-in-law is a brigadier, after all. Likely, what he asks, Roger does, even if he is not his direct subordinate. I wonder whether there is any resentment. Daniel would claim I am unable to enjoy peace and friendly company without ascribing certain perceptions to every situation and person we meet. But he, too, is aware that people are far more than what they present on the surface. Is it so very wrong to wish for greater insight? Surely not!
“Alice has a cough,” Roger informs us, accepting a glass of champagne from one of the waiters.
“Lalita is with her, but I didn’t like to leave,” Violet says urgently, casting a quick sideways glance at her husband.
“You need a bit of time to yourselves,” Maggie soothes. “Lalita will take good care of Alice. Children are always sniffling and coughing. Alice probably just needs some rest.”
“Children die of whooping cough, Mama. What if she -”
“Stop fussing so much,” Roger says, softening his tone with a smile, his hand touching Violet’s lower back, retreating when she shifts uncomfortably. Even Daniel cannot deny there is trouble in paradise. Surely, my instincts are not mistaken. Not that I wish there to be trouble, naturally.
“How are you tonight?” I hear a low, faintly accented voice and turn to see the man addressing Artie.
“Hari, good man! Everything’s up to snuff, don’t you worry. You keep the place running like a well-oiled machine. Have a drink with us, why don’t you? Oh, never mind, I forgot you abstain. You’ll outlive us all, my friend!” Artie chuckles and claps the newcomer – Hari – on the shoulder, apparently his standard greeting.
“Daniel, Evelyn,” Maggie says, smiling, “This is Hari Patel. He manages the Gymkhana Club dining hall.”
“And splendidly, too, if I say so myself,” Artie adds.
Patel smiles with a hint of pride. He is around Artie’s age, perhaps a little younger. There are threads of silver running through his neatly combed black hair. “I do my best, Mr. Purcell. An honor to have you here, as usual.”
“And there is Parvati,” Maggie says, looking over Hari’s shoulder. He turns and beckons the young woman over. She is wearing a sari the color of sunflowers and her long hair falls down her back in a glossy plait. She is younger than me, perhaps closer to Violet’s age of twenty-four. Her dark eyes are rimmed with kohl and her full lips stained red, as if she has been eating berries. In other words, she is a beauty. Were I not utterly certain of Daniel’s faithful nature, I might grab on to his hand the way Violet has grabbed Roger’s.
“My daughter, Parvati,” Patel announces. The young woman nods and smiles. Naturally, the name evokes my memory of Rafiq being teased by Khalil. Parvati, Parvati... Yet it is likely a common name, and while I can easily believe this woman capable of turning more than a few heads, I mustn’t imagine –
Just as the thought crosses my mind, a figure enters my line of sight, and three guesses who it is! Rafiq is wearing a white uniform, carrying a tray. Perhaps he works here sometimes? Why not tell us, since we were bound to cross paths tonight? I nod in his direction and Daniel follows my gaze. He is not the only one. I notice Parvati throwing a fleeting glance in his direction. My heartbeat quickens. A forbidden love? Daniel raises his eyebrows at me. The Purcell’s are still chatting with Patel and have not noticed this brief exchange. Violet’s gaze is distant, while Roger stares into his empty glass.
“... and I said, ‘Not on my life’!” Artie shouts and lets out a bellow of a laugh. Patel obligingly joins in, and Daniel and I do our best to show appreciation, having entirely missed everything he said.
Soon thereafter, dinner service begins. I lose sight of Parvati but notice Rafiq serving another table. He wears a stern look on his face, movement as stiff as his starched uniform. I don’t suppose he enjoys working here, serving the British. It must rankle him to see his country being governed by people who view their existence here largely as a stop along the way, even as they impose their rules and strictures upon the people who are Indian born and bred. Then again, Violet was born in India, so was Dulcie and any number of children of British parents. Perhaps, given time, the country and its wild assortment of tradition and culture will merge with English ones? Somehow, I have my doubts. There will always be resentment – rightfully so, I must concede – for the ultimate ruler of this large country is still the English king, no maharaja, no Indian premier, but a man who sets foot in this conquered kingdom so rarely, his presence becomes a historical event. The king and I and so many of us will never truly understand this country. What business is it then of ours to come here as anything other than curious visitors, travelers and explorers. Looking around the room, observing the obsequiousness of the Indian staff, I cannot but feel a measure of discomfort. I have never felt entirely at ease being served, even as I have been waited upon in some form or another since childhood. Yet here I feel the unease even more acutely, and maybe that isn’t a bad thing. Should I mention these thoughts to Daniel or rather not? He may think he made a mistake bringing me to India for our honeymoon. But I lived long enough in the sheltered bosom of Belgravia, took trips to Paris and Zurich, stayed with friends at their mansions or gilded hotels (not unlike the Taj, admittedly) and rarely glimpsed the darker parts any of these cities, even as I read Charles Dickens and Victor Hugo. In part this was to do with my upbringing and the people with whom I mixed since childhood. On the other hand, I believe those close to me wished to shelter me after the tragedy that struck my family when I was young and lost my parents. Now is the right time to be confronted with a rather more intricate reality. There are many dimensions to this world of ours.
The food is delightful, milder than other Indian meals we have eaten thus far, clearly tempered for the British palate. Many words of praise are spoken and compliments to the chef uttered between mouthfuls.
“Coming to the rugby game this weekend?” Colonel Lathbury asks Artie. We are seated with him, his wife and the Quinns, a young clergyman called Jeremy Chambers, who hasn’t spoken more than a handful of words since we were introduced, and, to my delight, the enigmatic Celeste Courtland.
“Wouldn’t miss it!” Artie announced. “Daniel, Evelyn, can I tempt you?”
We utter our somewhat noncommittal thanks. I might like a spot of tennis, and can enjoy a game of cricket on a fine day, but Malia Zaidi rugby, well... Thankfully Daniel and I are of one mind, which is a disappointment to Harold, who hoped to have found a fellow enthusiast in his almost-son-in-law.
“I’ll be there,” Roger says, but his voice is drowned out by Artie’s, who has launched into another story. Violet’s pale eyes flit from her husband’s face to her father’s, tension in her features. She has barely touched the food on her plate, when the waiters arrive to remove our dishes. Jeremy Chambers has tried a few times to engage her in conversation. Her replies are short, barely satisfying the dictates of politeness. He is young, wears a clergyman’s collar and appears ill- at-ease in these surroundings and this company.
“How long have you been in India?” I ask and it takes a moment for him to register that I am, indeed, addressing him. His face turns the color of a raspberry by the time he collects himself and finds his voice. It is surprisingly deep, for all his nerves, deep and resonant, and I imagine the power with which he may harness it to deliver a sermon.
“Just over a year. Not long at all, you see. I’m from Cornwall,” he says with an unmistakably Cornish accent, glances at his hands, then up again, meeting my eye and offering a nervous smile.
“And how do you like living here?” I lower my voice, but it is far from necessary. Artie is in the full throes of a story and I am beginning to wonder how dear Maggie is not quite deaf, if he always narrates at such a tremendous volume.
“It is fascinating, quite fascinating,” Chambers replies, a new brightness in his eyes. “Especially for a country boy such as myself. My parents thought I was mad to accept the posing, but I have a calling, Lady Harper, and I shall follow it to the ends of the Earth.” What may have sounded clichéd from anyone else, sounds sincere, delivered by this young man wearing such an earnest expression. There are many Christians in India, though they are, of course, vastly outnumbered by Hindus and Muslims.
“And you are not married?” Daniel asks, joining our quiet conversation, while Artie thunders on, making Violet wince. Perhaps it is his hearing that is the problem.
“No, much to my mother’s disappointment,” Chambers replies with a little chuckle. “I am devoted to my profession and my cause.”
I am eager to ask what exactly his cause may be? There is a considerable amount of missionary work done in this country. When Daniel and I took our initial tour of the city, we passed at least two Catholic schools. Chambers is C of E, of course. I have no approval for those intent on entering a foreign country, keen to impose their religious ideals upon its people, yet Chambers seems such a mild- mannered fellow, I cannot but feel a liking for the man. He appears entirely out of place in these environs, which leads me to believe that he prefers a quiet life. I wonder why he came to the Gymkhana club?
“Are you a sportsman?” I ask, by way of inquiring what the devil he is doing here, when clearly, he is ill at ease in this setting.
“I fear not, Lady Harper, though I do enjoy a game of cricket here and there. My brother and I used to play when we were children, and although I cannot claim glory as a sportsman, he was a talented bowler.” He smiles warmly, meeting my eye for the first time. It only lasts a moment, before the expression slips and he glances down once more, adding, “But you are curious what brings me here? I cannot blame you. I was invited by Violet. I mean, by Mrs. Quinn.” Violet is not sitting beside him, but at the other side of the table between her mother and husband, while Chambers is next to Colonel Lathbury who has been listening with rapt attention to Artie’s oration.
“And how did you -” I begin but am interrupted by the clinking of a glass. A round-faced man in a velvet dinner jacket is standing at the other side of the room and holding a spoon to his glass.
“That is Horace Quigley,” Maggie whispers to Daniel and me. “He manages the Gymkhana Club. Never can resist a speech. I daresay, the man is as fond of his own voice as my own dear husband.”
Indeed, Quigley does rather drone on. As he speaks, postulating on the illustrious members of the club and the great prospects for the rugby season, I allow my eyes to wander.
In the corner, holding an empty tray, I notice Rafiq. He, too, is looking at Quigley, yet his expression is not one of boredom, as I observe on a number of other faces. I sit up a little straighter. No, he does not appear bored by the Englishman’s speech. Instead the expression he wears is one of ill-concealed loathing.



Chapter 6
I lose sight of Rafiq after the meal, yet his expression does not leave my mind. Horace Quigley appeared harmless enough, but I do not know the man. Maybe Rafiq’s displeasure was personal, maybe it was a sense of disgust at the pomposity of the event. Perhaps he resents his work? Or – and this may well be a case of my fanciful imagination – he had a bit of a lover’s quarrel with the lovely Parvati?
“Let’s make our excuses soon,” Daniel whispers into my ear. We are standing at the edge of the dancefloor, watching Artie march Maggie around the parquet, forcing the other couples to make way for them. Her lips are moving, doubtless in chastisement of his dreadful manners. He tips back his head and lets out a loud laugh and a moment later, Maggie cannot help but join in, albeit at a more decorous volume. Violet is sitting at the table, speaking with Jeremy Chambers, while Roger is nowhere to be seen. Surely, no one will take much note of our absence. I have had quite enough of society this evening. We are on our honeymoon, after all. The company I desire is very exclusive.
“That sounds perfect. My head is spinning from all the conversation and music. I relish a bit of silence.”
“Is that my cue to leave you in peace?”
“Your voice is a balm to my wearied ears, my love.” I briefly rest my head against his shoulder.
“Shall I see if I can find us a car?”
“My knight!”
“I will take that as a yes and sprint away on my quest.” He kisses the top of my head, and I am left to watch the dancing. We joined in earlier, but I am tired from a day of exploring and bowed out after a few dances. The room is hot from the moving bodies, and I feel a sudden need to breathe cool evening air. There is a set of glass paneled doors on one side of the room, leading to a terrace. I decide to slip outside. Daniel can find me there. The garden is lit by torches, planted around the tiled expanse and as I take a slow, savoring breath, I hear the soft tinkling of a fountain nearby, nearly drowned out by the sound of spirited music and laughter from inside.
The evening air is almost chilly, and gooseflesh rises on my skin. I enjoy the moment of solitude in a city of so many faces and voices, so many smells and sights and sounds to overwhelm the senses at every turn. Though I was surrounded by other British people tonight, I felt farther from home than at any other time during our visit thus far. There is something thrilling about this experience of travel, as if it belongs only to Daniel and me. Still, there are moments when I wish I could point at something and see Iona’s eyes grow wide, or tell Dulcie or Mr. Singh or dear Harold of all we have seen and done. But there will be time to share our stories. It is a change, however, from being able to see them whenever I wish. Perhaps I am becoming a settled lady. I smile at the thought and move along the edge of the terrace. It looks out onto a dark field used for cricket and rugby, a vast, empty space. I can imagine it in daylight, the terrace crowded with people in white linen and flannels, holding champagne glasses and eating strawberries and cream from crystal bowls, while men fuss about a ball on the green. I must not mock sport, for it is one of the few pastimes that has the astonishing power of bringing people of all stripes together, that and, perhaps, food... or love? The latter can also be the greatest source of strife, as I have witnessed again and again.
The sky is dark with a soft haze, obscuring the clear outline of a full moon. I shiver but am not ready to go back inside. Surely, it will take Daniel a few moments to locate our driver. I keep walking, enjoying the solitary clip-clop of my heels on the tiles with every step I take. I focus on the sound rather than the din following me from inside the club.
Rounding the corner, I reach a small garden, an open courtyard with a large and ornate fountain at its center. The smell of Jasmine suffuses the air, a scent that is inviting in small measure feels cloying now. I pass by the hedge, flush with fragrant white blooms which glow in the low light of the moon and the flickering of the torches. I hear the dull bellow of Artie’s laughter, the music dying down, then starting up again, a foxtrot this time.
I reach the fountain. The spout is shaped like a lotus flower of gleaming white marble. The tinkling of the water is soothing, rhythmic, and I am about to sink onto a bench and close my eyes Malia Zaidi when I catch sight of something on the other side. Curiously, I move around the fountain. I gasp, then rush forward to drag the body of a man, half submerged in water, from his suffocating prison. I struggle with his weight, and even before I have managed to pull him out, water spilling all over me, running down my bare arms, I know it is a dead weight I am holding. The clouds shift at just that moment, and in the light of the moon, I see clearly what I suspected already, the face of Roger Quinn staring up at me from unseeing eyes.



Chapter 7
I do not scream. No, that is not my natural inclination. Rather, I carefully rest Roger Quinn’s lifeless head on the wet stones and force myself to stand. Even in the darkness, I notice bruising at his throat that wasn’t there before. My knees feel as if the bones have been replaced by jelly, as I hurry towards the building. Gone is the serenity of the evening; gone is the sense of peace, to be replaced with horror. Flickering torches cast shadows that menace, and the terrace seems longer than before, the door far from my reach. I shiver, my wet dress clinging to my body, as I hurry, running now. I wrench open the door and, at first, no one takes notice of me. People are still dancing, laughing, talking. Everything is as it was. The guests are still under the impression that all is right in their world. They do not know that one of their company is no more. My eyes seek out Daniel, and I find him standing with Violet of all people. He is probably saying goodbye, unaware that in just a moment, this young woman’s world will collapse. When I am halfway across the room, I vaguely register someone saying, “Why is she so wet?”
“Daniel,” I interrupt when I reach him, uncertain how to begin with Roger’s unknowing widow at his side. “I must speak with you.”
Daniel narrows his eyes, taking in my sodden form and Violet opens her mouth to speak. I drag him away and in a hurried whisper say, “Roger is dead, Daniel. I found him face down in the fountain outside. He’s dead.”
“What? How -”
“I don’t know. I dragged him out of the fountain, and he wasn’t breathing. It was dark. I couldn’t see very well, but he is most certainly dead.” The meaning of the words is beginning to sink in. A man is dead. A man with whom, not long ago, we sat and ate dinner, with whom we made congenial conversation; a man in his prime, with a wife and young child. I raise my hand to my mouth.
“Evie, we have to -” Daniel begins, then shakes his head. I glance over his shoulder at Violet, but she is paying us no attention, looking at the dancefloor with a distant expression. “We must tell Malia Zaidi Artie. Come with me.” He takes my hand, a comforting source of warmth and stability in a world that has tilted at an unpleasant angle.
We weave through the crowd of dancers and reach Artie, who is still whirling about with a flushed Maggie. Daniel pulls the older man and his wife aside.
“What, off already? Why are you so wet, my dear?” Artie smiles, looking from Daniel to me. It is his wife who first understands that something is wrong.
“What has happened?” she asks, reaching out a hand to touch my arm. “You’re pale as a ghost, Evelyn.”
“There is no easy way to say this. Roger is dead.” I watch for their reaction. Artie’s brows knit together and Maggie’s jaw drops, her mouth gaping.
“Nonsense!” Artie exclaims, a hint of anger in his voice. “I just saw him before the dancing started. He’s not dead. Where is he? Must be here somewhere?” He casts his gaze around the room. The music is still playing, people are still on the dance floor. This display of normality, of jollity, feels grotesque with the dead man lying on the cold tiles just outside. I want to scream and order them to stop. Stop the merriment! Roger is dead! The words are caught in my throat.
“Evie found him outside. He was in the fountain,” Daniel explains in a low, measured voice.
“I... but how?” Maggie stammers.
“We don’t know. Maybe he slipped and fell.” Daniel continues, “We must do something. Call the police.”
“No, a doctor. Surely there is a doctor here,” Maggie says, a note of hysteria entering her voice.
“There is no need for a doctor,” I say softly. “He was not breathing. There was no pulse. Nothing can be done for him.”
“This is madness. I need to see him with my own eyes. Show me,” Artie commands. With great reluctance, I lead the way. Roger is still on the ground, as I knew he would be. His dark evening jacket sodden, clinging to him like a second skin.
Artie curses, and Maggie makes a sputtering sound, grabbing for her husband’s arm. But Artie is already stepping forward, on the ground beside his late son-in-law, pressing a finger to his neck, muttering oaths under his breath.
“He’s dead,” he announces, staring up at us with the incomprehension of one whose reality has just altered so monumentally, his very cells are rearranging. A member of his family is gone, and someone will have to tell his daughter. His granddaughter will grow up not knowing her father. I wonder whether these thoughts are rushing through his and Maggie’s minds. Daniel and I remain silent as the night around us, interrupted only by the persistent tinkling of the fountain and the dull sound of voices from inside the club.
“We must tell Horace and call the police,” Artie finally says, sounding so different than mere moments ago, when he and Maggie were sweeping across the dancefloor. He gets to his feet, ignoring Daniel’s offered hand.
“But how?” Maggie asks, looking at Roger’s body, as Artie leads us away. “He was young and healthy.”
We have reached the doors, but are reluctant to enter, to rejoin the merry crowd, to see Violet, to be the messenger of her heartbreak. Artie clears his throat, still his voice is hoarse when he speaks.
“There were marks on his throat,” he says and inhales sharply.
“I saw them, too,” I reply.
“You can’t mean -”
“We can’t be certain of anything yet,” Artie asserts, straightening, drawing himself up to his considerable height, readying himself for what is to come. A man in his position will have seen more than his fair share of misery, but this event will affect his child. There can be few things as terrible as knowing your child, even grown as Violet is, must suffer.
Unlike my entrance, Artie’s is noticed. The musicians waver, then cease playing altogether, the pianist casting a nervous glance at Horace Quigley, who stands in the corner with Hari Patel, presiding over the event. The crowd recognizes something has shifted and Colonel Lathbury is the first to approach our group, while others simply look on.
“You look like you’ve seen a ghost, Artie,” he says, carefully.
His wife reaches out to drape an arm over Maggie’s shoulder.
“Where’s Violet?” is Artie’s only reply.
“Papa? What is it?” I hear her voice. She was standing with Jeremy Chambers, but walks over to us, a crease marring her brow.
“Vi, come, sit down. We have something -” Artie begins, his voice cracking. Violet turns from her father to her mother, her arms rigid at her sides. I feel a sense of shame, witnessing the family’s pain, yet unable to shield them from the many curious eyes directed at our Malia Zaidi small congregation. Chambers has taken a few steps towards us, then hesitates, sensing, as one must, that something is terribly amiss. I hear someone ask, “Where is Roger?”
“Love, there’s been an accident,” Maggie says, taking control of the situation, as far as that is possible.
“Are you all right?”
“It’s Roger, darling.” Maggie hesitates. “He...he is dead.”
Violet’s eyes flit from her mother to her father and back again. Confusion is written across her features. People begin to whisper, having heard the news. Out of the corner of my eye, I notice Quigley and Patel moving towards us. Daniel approaches them before they reach the Purcells and their daughter.
“I don’t understand. Roger...He, no, he was right here. Where is he? He was here a minute ago. Someone will have seen him.” Violet’s words tumble out of her, as she looks around, seeking her husband’s face in the crowd. The other guests are watching, trying to appear as though they are not.
“He is outside, there must have been an accident. You have to be very strong now, darling, think of Alice.” Maggie winces as the words leave her mouth. Alice, her grandchild, will now grow up without a father. “I need to see my husband,” the younger woman demands, a note of urgency in her voice.
“I don’t think that is a good idea.” Artie shakes his head, rubbing his chin. The big, loud bear of a man is suddenly subdued, all the joy of moments ago drained away.
“I need to see him! I need to see my husband!” Violet’s voice is shrill, almost a scream and she gets to her feet with such force, she has to grab the edge of the table to steady herself, before marching to the door.
“Violet, no!” Maggie cries, but her daughter is too quick for her. No one dares to step into her path. I notice Chambers moving to follow, then stopping, before shaking his head, as though admonishing himself. Her parents, Daniel and I, Horace Quigley, Hari Patel and a number of others fueled by a mixture of curiosity, horror and disbelief, follow her out to the terrace. We all hear Violet’s scream, before we have rounded the corner to the fountain. I flinch at the sound, hardly noticing Daniel draping his jacket around my shoulders and pulling me close. The glamor of the night has melted away and now it is cold and dark, and a man is dead.



Chapter 8
By the time the police arrive, Violet has been taken to one of the club rooms, escorted by her mother and Parvati, who appeared with a shawl to drape around the shivering woman’s shoulders. The rest of us have been herded back into the dining room, as the police begin to take statements and secure the grounds. This inquisition has become necessary, for when more torches were lit outside, the marks around Roger’s neck became unmistakable. A man was murdered here tonight, and sitting at our table, waiting for the police inspector to speak to us, I have a strange and sickening awareness that we are, in all likelihood, sharing this space with a murderer.
“I can’t believe this is happening,” Daniel says, not for the first time, shaking his head.
“Nor can I. Do you think I attract murder wherever I go?”
“Don’t be morbid, Evie.” Daniel raises his brows, and I shrug.
“You are not the problem. People committing heinous acts again and again are the problem. There goes another life. And to what end?” He sighs and rubs his temples. It is past midnight, and though my body longs for the peace and comfort of bed, my mind is humming.
“I don’t suppose there is any way it was an accident,” I wonder aloud.
“Roger was a strong man, healthy, and strong. To kill him in that manner was risky. He must have fought back.”
“Unless he was incapacitated and thus weakened? He drank quite a bit tonight. It could have blurred his senses, made him clumsy.”
“Perhaps, but the manner of his killing suggests someone of at least equal strength as the perpetrator.”
“Which eliminates Violet.”
“Did you doubt the sincerity of her reaction?”
“No. She seemed genuinely shaken.”
“So did Maggie and Artie. As far as strength goes, Artie could probably overpower just about anyone present.”
“He is a gentle giant, though.”
“Perhaps. Yet he is a military man, too.”
“What reason would he have had to harm Roger?”
“I am only trying to keep my mind busy to avoid acknowledging that we have not been able to escape the shadow of death, even on our honeymoon.”
“How appalling,” I note, grimacing.
“We should have gone to some deserted island, sat in the sand, eaten mangos and coconut and not seen another soul.”
“A fisherman would probably have wrecked his ship on our shore.”
“And you would have found the body he had stowed on board.”
“Likely so,” I acknowledge. “At least we would have known who the killer was right away.”
“It is always far more complicated than it at first appears, detective. Have you not learned that yet?”
“Now you mention it -”
Daniel groans. “Evie, you are not going to play detective here!”
“Well, not officially, of course, but -”
“We are on our honeymoon. If ever in our lives you should be more interested in my living, breathing body than that of a corpse, it is now, my love.”
“There is no comparison, but you cannot deny, it is a difficult situation to ignore.” I quickly add, “Tragic, of course, horribly tragic, but curious. It’s such a public place. So many servants and guests. What a risk to take!”
“Perhaps it was not premeditated.”
“No, perhaps not,” I say slowly, the thought settling in my mind. A crime of passion? Why else take the risk? Yes, the terrace was separate from the crowd of guests and staff, but anyone might have slipped outside. Roger must have fought back, unless he was truly incapacitated by drink or something else. The police will examine his body to see if he has other injuries. He is British, a captain in the army. His murder will not be swept under the carpet. It will bring scandal, possibly unrest, and the thought unsettles me almost as much as finding the body.
“You make me nervous when you look like that, lost in thought. A part of me would give anything to know what you are thinking, and another is vaguely frightened by the notion.”
“I cannot promise you would be entirely pleased if you could read my thoughts. Yet not surprised either, I daresay.”
“Evie.” Daniel weighs down the two syllables with as much meaning as he can. He might as well say, “Lady Evelyn Harper neé Carlisle of Belgravia, don’t go poking your nose in.” Thankfully, he does not.
We are not forced to wait much longer, until the detective inspector himself asks to speak to us. If his ruddy complexion and ginger hair are not indication enough that he is English, his name most certainly is. Inspector Graham Woods. He offers his hand and a smile that does not quite reach his hazel eyes. Well, he has little occasion for cheer, that much is certain. No one will envy him this precarious case. He is young, perhaps in his mid-thirties, his nose peeling a little from sunburn.
He has commandeered Hari Patel’s small office, a windowless room with a desk and three chairs. Apart from a few trinkets on the end table, it is remarkably bare.
“You found the body, Lady Harper?” he asks, looking at me, eyebrows slightly raised. I can imagine what he is thinking. Delicate woman probably fainted at the sight. I straighten in my seat.
“I did. He was face down in the fountain.”
“Why were you outside alone?”
“I wanted some air.”
“We were about to leave. I had just gone to find our driver,” Daniel adds. Woods is still looking at me with a slight challenge in his gaze. I meet it with as much confidence as I can muster, given the situation.
“You were acquainted with the victim?”
“We met recently. He was the son-in-law of a friend of my family.”
“Brigadier Arthur Purcell.”
“Yes.”
“So you have no reason to believe Mr. Quinn had enemies?”
“Naturally, I do not.” I hesitate, contemplating whether it is wise to mention the tense atmosphere I observed in the Quinn marriage. Instead, I ask, “He was garroted?”
Woods looks up, surprised perhaps at my blunt formulation of facts. “It appears that way. We have no definitive answers.”
“You must suspect someone of similar or greater strength,” I assume, lending voice to our previous suspicion.
“We cannot be certain of anything at the moment.” He makes a few notes. His scrawl is so slanted, I cannot read what he writes.
“Unless,” I begin, speaking more to myself than to him, “there were two people who committed the crime.”
“Or Roger was incapacitated and thus easy prey,” Daniel adds, unable to stop himself.
“Yes! Were there signs of a struggle? Did Roger have any additional injuries? A knock to the back of the head, perhaps?”
Woods shakes his head, a bewildered expression on his face, cheeks reddening. “I cannot give you such information. This is a murder inquiry.”
“We are only trying to be of assistance,” I maintain.
“Then you could tell me if you noticed anything out of the ordinary, anyone who might have slipped outside?”
“There were so many people, and my husband and I have only been in Bombay for a few days. We hardly know anyone well. With the music and dancing, there was so much movement in the room, I could hardly say who was where and when. I do believe the Purcells were dancing from the moment the music started to when we told them Roger was dead.”
Woods nods and makes a few more notes. “And Mrs. Quinn?”
I cast a quick glance at Daniel. I had paid the young, silent woman little attention, speaking with the Lathburys, Jeremy Chambers, seeking out the curious figure of Celeste Courtland. Certainly, Violet could have slipped out. To imagine her doing this to murder her husband, seems so ludicrous as to be impossible. She appears to have hardly the energy to lift a fork to her mouth.
“I did not watch her movements, but why would she kill him here tonight when she has the opportunity to do so every day.”
“If she killed him at home, it would be fairly obvious who the guilty party was,” Woods observes, not noticing that we are now exchanging thoughts on the murder after all.
“Perhaps not at home, but if she wanted him dead there were simpler ways than throttling him at a party with countless potential witnesses. Besides, have you seen the woman? She is hardly his physical equal.”
“Perhaps she had an accomplice.”
“She was utterly distraught,” Daniel interjects.
“Several witnesses have told me they noticed an unmistakable tension between the couple. What do you say to that?”
“That hardly means they wanted each other dead. Are you married, Inspector?”
“I am not.”
“Well, I can tell you, a husband and wife do not always see eye to eye.”
“That is -”
“No one does,” I continue. “And they have a small child with a cold. Likely they were both anxious and tired.”
“Someone mentioned they never looked happy with one another. Mrs. Quinn was always ill at ease, and Mr. Quinn drank to excess.”
“You will have to come to your own conclusions regarding the objectivity of your witnesses. It is difficult to fairly judge what truly happens between two people.” I do not mention that I myself suspected all was not right between the couple. I feel a strange sort of loyalty to the Purcells and their daughter, who seems so fragile, so genuine in her reaction to her husband’s death. But I have been wrong in the past, fooled by those I believed good when they had committed the most heinous of crimes. My intuition is valuable but not infallible. I will, however, bite my tongue before admitting as much to Daniel. Besides, I know none of these people well enough to come to any firm conclusions. An urgency emanates from Inspector Woods, an obvious eagerness to solve this crime without delay.
“What of the staff? Did you pay them any attention?”
“I only know of Parvati Patel and Rafiq Nawaz with whom we are acquainted.”
“There was a constant coming and going,” Daniel says with a shrug. “I didn’t notice anyone with wet sleeves. Pushing Roger facedown into the fountain would have splashed water on the murderer, too.”
“The killer might have had time to change. We are looking at everyone’s uniforms and clothes. Waiters could say they spilled some water to explain being wet. Signs of a struggle could be hidden by clothing as well. No one will allow us to inspect them for unusual bruises, and there are no facial wounds or scratches. We must inspect the victim’s nails to see if he tried to fight off his attacker. We have no substantive trail.” He opens his mouth again but is interrupted by a knock at the door. With a hint of irritation in his voice, he calls out, “Yes?”
The door opens and an Indian man pokes his head in. He is round-faced with friendly eyes. “Several guests are making a bit of a fuss, claiming they are being held here against their will.”
Woods groans, then seems to remember he is, in fact, facing two guests at this very moment and straightens in his seat. “We are investigating a murder. Tell them that, Sam.”
“Very good, sir,” the man replies before closing the door once more.
“My sergeant Samarjit Gupta,” Woods says and consults his notes for a moment. “All right, we can leave it at that for now. I am sure you must be tired, and this night was an ordeal.”
I open my mouth to speak, but Daniel is quicker and says, “Yes, it was. If you have no further questions, are we free to leave?”
“We have already questioned your driver, so you may go. Keep yourselves available for further questioning, and please inform us should you remember anything. People often recall certain facts after they have had a bit of time to recover from the shock.” He regards us curiously for a moment and adds, “If you’ll permit me saying so, you are remarkably composed. I don’t suppose I have reason to suspect you?” I cannot tell if he is teasing, but his narrowed eyes are soon replaced by a smile.
“My wife appears unruffled because, as I am certain she would be thrilled to let you know, she is a detective in London herself. Murder and mayhem are her bread and butter.” Daniel sighs, getting to his feet and holding out a hand to me.
“A detective? Is that so?” To his credit Woods only seems moderately baffled, and I try not to be insulted by his reaction. There have been far worse, including a close friend’s husband sputtering and spewing tea from his nostrils. In comparison, Woods is quite dignified.
“Indeed,” I reply, hearing the defensiveness in my voice before I can prevent it. “And with a good rate of success, as it happens.”
“Well, then, this evening is full of surprises.” That is our dismissal, and while I do not feel entirely satisfied, I allow Daniel to lead me out of the small office and towards the front door of the Gymkhana Club. People are standing in small clusters, some men red-faced, arguing with police constables, a few women dabbing at their eyes. Celeste Courtland is next to Jeremy Chambers, who gives us a nod as we pass by. At the door, I notice Hari Patel with his daughter. Rafiq is nowhere in sight. I wonder whether we will see him tomorrow. He is meant to take us to Haji Ali, a mausoleum to a Muslim saint. Now I hardly know what to expect.
Tanvir opens the car door for us in silence. His eyes are red- rimmed. Only now does it occur to me how young he is, no more than twenty, surely. It must have felt like quite a coup to find this employment, but tonight, he is likely regretting it. I want to ask whether the police intimidated him but sense that he would prefer not to speak. So I lean my head against Daniel’s shoulder and close my eyes. Before my eyelids swim visions of Roger, his body face down in the fountain, water sloshing from his slick clothes as I dragged him out. Those cold, unseeing eyes will remain forever etched into my memory. I shudder and feel Daniel’s arm around my shoulder, pulling me closer.



Chapter 9
“Poor Violet. So young and already a widow.” I sit in bed in my nightgown, my mind too busy to consider sleep. Daniel beside me runs a hand over his face.
“It is a terrible situation. And their poor child, never to know her father.” He shakes his head.
“I hope they find the murderer quickly. There were so many people present, I would hardly know how to begin. When did you last notice Roger in the room? Was it before the dancing began?”
“Honestly, I didn’t pay him much attention. I am sure he was still around before the dancing.”
“We would have noticed if he and another guest at our table had disappeared at the same time. I still believe it was not premeditated. It seems too risky, too public a place for a planned murder. The murderer might have gone to speak with Roger, and matters took a bad turn.”
“That is one way of putting it, which begs the question how Roger was strangled. I cannot for the life of me remember if he was still wearing an ascot or a tie in death, can you?“
“He was not!” I exclaim.
“So we may have our murder weapon.”
“Goodness, you are clever. Perhaps I should recruit you for the detective agency.”
“I prefer to remain confined to the role of your husband, if you don’t mind.”
“Oh, all right, then. That should at least keep you out of harm’s way. If anything happened to you, I would first find the murderer, then seek revenge, and finally drop to the floor and weep for all eternity,” I explain.
“Please do not speak of such things,” Daniel says, sighing.
“Don’t worry, I will protect you.” I pat his arm and give him a conciliatory kiss.
“Is that a threat?” Daniel chuckles.
“To anyone who lays a hand on you, my dear husband.”
“Heaven help your enemies!”
“What did you think of the inspector? He looked rather young, and this is bound to be a significant case. A murdered Englishman cannot but garner attention. I suppose it would not be the same had it been one of the waitstaff dead in the fountain,” I observe sadly. Too often the value of a human life appears assigned to station and nationality. I can imagine the papers even at home mentioning Roger Quinn’s passing. Yet people die every day, people are killed every day without spectacle beyond the devastation to their family and loved ones.
“He did seem young, but if he was given the case, he is probably not inept.”
“Or he was the only one available that time of night,” I suggest, remembering the pale Englishman in the cramped office. “I wonder how he gets along with his Indian colleagues. He is their superior in rank, but does he treat them as such? There is a fine line between respect and resentment in such cases, I imagine. His sergeant seemed friendly enough with him. Did you notice, he called him Sam.”
“In all likelihood Samarjit is too much of a mouthful.”
“Who do you think might have done it?”
“I haven’t the slightest, Evie. The police will do their job and find out,” he says, and I take note of the hint of reprimand in his tone.
“Yes, yes, but you cannot blame me for being curious. I found the poor man, after all.”
“You do seem to make a habit of it. You are like a moth to the flame, so any attempt to keep you out of trouble may be futile.”
“You say that as if I enjoy stumbling upon corpses!” I say, indignant.
“Evie, you know that isn’t what I mean. But you enjoy a mystery, you can’t deny it.”
“Not at the cost of a life,” I grumble.
“Of course not.” He sighs and takes my hand. “Come now, let us not be cross. It is our honeymoon, after all.”
“I suppose.” I am not entirely appeased.
“No supposed about it. It’s a fact, and as a detective you must appreciate a solid and irrefutable fact for what it is. In particular if said fact ties you to my good person for the rest of your life.”
“A rather pleasing prospect,” I concede, unable to hide a smile.
“And now we are once again in agreement.” He smiles and adds, “Admittedly, if I must get caught up in a bit of a verbal tussle, you are a worthy opponent.”
“Not an opponent!” I object, but the peace is restored, and we fall asleep in each other’s arms, even as the image of Roger lingers, following me into troubled dreams.



Chapter 10
News of Roger’s death spreads like wildfire, and at breakfast the Englishman’s murder – Captain Quinn’s murder – is already on everyone’s lips. I take note of the nervous glances between the Indian servers and the over-friendly manner of Mr. Malhotra behind the front desk, greeting us. The Times of India reports on the murder in dramatic terms. A young military man, slain in his prime, found by a poor, unsuspecting young lady.
“They wrote I fainted at the sight of the body!” I exclaim, indignant at this falsehood.
“You know how it is, Evie. They’re selling a story. Fact and fiction blur on occasion. Besides, how do any of us know you didn’t faint before you came to fetch us? No witnesses, are there?”
“I shall not dignify such a ludicrous suggestion with an answer. Me, faint? Never!” I fold up the paper and take a bite of toast. The guava marmalade that tasted heavenly the day before is flavorless in my mouth. I slept badly, seeing Roger’s pale face before me, hearing the tinkling of the fountain, feeling the cool water as it splashed over my arms.
“We must assume the police made no arrest after we left last night, or the papers would surely report on it.”
“Woods will be very cautious to avoid rash decisions, or so I hope. Imagine him finding that an Indian committed the crime. It would cause uproar.”
“The situation is already rather unstable.” Daniel turns to another page, which reports that police disrupted an illicit meeting of a self-rule movement, an offshoot of the suppressed Non-Cooperation Movement started by a Mr. Gandhi, which espoused boycotts and resignations in opposition to foreign rule. An interesting man, though perhaps a bit of a dreamer. But dreams are not without meaning, which leads me right back to where I started, with my own dreams. Was there anything significant I do not fully recall? I try to think back. It was dark, and I was shocked. Even if I most certainly did not faint, I cannot think of anything but that which I already shared with Daniel and Inspector Woods.
“What shall we do today?” I ask Daniel when we are back in our rooms after breakfast. He picks up a guidebook from the side table but doesn’t open it. Rafiq was meant to take us to Haji Ali. After last night, perhaps the excursion is no longer happening.
“Let us wait until ten-thirty and see if Rafiq makes an appearance. I don’t suppose he can be reached by telephone, or I would ask Mr. Malhotra to give him a ring.”
“I am very curious to hear his thoughts about last night. If he works at the Gymkhana Club regularly, he must know the Quinns. I do not for a moment doubt the staff misses much of anything. Mr. Harris,” I name Agnes’ butler, “always knows exactly what is happening and how to interpret my aunt’s varying moods. Hari Patel and his daughter may also be valuable sources of information.”
“Or not. They may have observed their guests well enough, but I would not doubt that Mr. Patel, in particular, feels loyalty to them, a duty of discretion. He and Horace Quigley cannot afford to make members of the club feel as though they are being watched, or else they will lose them and their annual dues.”
“But it will be in their own interest for the case to be solved quickly. The murder of one of their members, and at the club at that, is a scandal they would surely prefer to be forgotten sooner rather than later.”
“It is also possible they welcome the attention. People are drawn to the morbid. You would know all about that,” Daniel observes with a grin.
“It is called taking an interest, my love,” I explain primly. “And I am very interested in finding out whether many of Roger’s colleagues were present at the event last night. I didn’t take note of him interacting with anyone specifically, but when I cast my mind back, quite a number of men were introduced as lieutenant this and major that. Did Roger have any enemies among them? I had the impression he was an ambitious man. It is clear Violet is unhappy here, constantly worried for her child. They were in India because of Roger’s devotion to his career.”
“I see I cannot wrench your attention from what you are doubtless already considering your new case, so let me play your assistant.”
“Please do.”
“There was a Major Gilmour, if I remember correctly and another fellow, a lieutenant. What was his name? Bad sunburn on his face -”
“Chilcott!” I exclaim, remembering the poor chap’s peeling visage. “Anyone else?”
“Not that I can recall. There were so many new names, and I am better with faces. No others were introduced by rank, though I am sure there were plenty present.”
“How can we learn whether Roger was well liked by those he commanded? The killer will hardly acknowledge any antipathy, and there is a sense of loyalty among military men. They will not be quick to speak ill of one of their own, living or dead.”
“An admirable quality, I believe, as a former soldier myself.”
“But not very helpful in this instance. No one is universally loved. Except for you, of course, no one dislikes you. Even Agnes took to you upon first meeting. You could charm the devil!” I start pacing between the bedroom and the living room, the double doors flung open. Daniel sits on the sofa and watches me for a moment, as I tap my bottom lip with my forefinger, lost in thought.
“Assuming it was one person who killed him, logic dictates it was either a man or a tall and strong woman,” Daniel says, bending to my way of thinking as I was sure he would.
“Diana Lathbury is as tall as her husband,” I note, struggling to imagine the friendly and composed woman battling Roger on the terrace. Since I hardly know any of them and what they are capable of when the circumstances make them feel cornered, anything is possible. It must have been a desperate situation, otherwise no one in their right mind would take such a substantial risk.
“We already assumed it was a crime of passion of sorts. Perhaps Roger knew something and threatened to come out with it, possibly to expose someone then and there.”
“Or, if the killer was a fellow military man, he might have indicated he would take action against him the following day, since today is Monday.”
“The question that most needs to be answered, apart from who did it, is why. We already know how and when,” Daniel adds.
“It is important to speak to the Purcells. But we cannot bother them at this difficult time. They will be comforting Violet, and they, too, must come to terms with their grief, if Artie’s and Maggie’s Malia Zaidi reactions were genuine. Perhaps they saw him as the son they never had.”
Daniel’s expression indicates he has something to say but is reluctant to lend voice to his thoughts. I raise my brows and pause my pacing.
“I don’t like to insinuate anything, but it seemed to me that there were a few moments of tension between the Quinns and the Purcells. If you are right and there was trouble between Roger and Violet and the Purcells are very close to their daughter, there may have been some antipathy towards their son-in-law. But there is always something in families, isn’t there? People may hear you and Agnes bicker and come to all manner of conclusions, when anyone who knows you both is aware that is simply one of the strange ways you show affection.” Daniel grins.
“You are right about families, and I agree, if there was marital strife between the Quinns, it is only natural that Violet’s parents would take their daughter’s side.”
“Which doesn’t mean they would have killed Roger for her, just that they are perhaps not shattered by grief,” Daniel says quickly, pre-empting my mind racing down the darkest path.
“Perhaps. What if he was hurting Violet and they found out? Can you imagine Artie accepting this even for a moment?”
“No, I can’t but I also don’t believe he would have killed him in such a manner. If Artie wanted to avenge his daughter, it is more likely that he would challenge Roger to a duel than to throttle and potentially drown the man at a party where his daughter was one of the guests.”
“Artie and Maggie have been nothing but lovely and hospitable, I really must not let myself think badly of them. Still, if a man were to abuse my daughter, I could not make promises of rational behavior.”
“If that were to be the case, heaven forbid, then you would have to be the one to hold me back. Let us not think of such things. We have no vulnerable child in our care, and we have no indication that Roger was mistreating Violet. He is the victim here, after all. Besides, I have heard some women become very withdrawn and depressed after they have a child. Maybe that is why she seems so withdrawn. Then again, Alice is two years old.”
“I have heard the same. A friend of mine had twins, and while the children were lovely, every time I met her, she burst into tears. It passed within a few months, but I hardly know how long such melancholy can last. Violet does seem utterly devoted to the child.” I begin to pace again. “It is possible Roger was jealous of her diverted attention.”
“That could explain the tense atmosphere, but not provide a substantial motive for murder.”
I open my mouth to reply but am interrupted by a knock at the door. I glance at Daniel. He is already on his feet.
“Sir, there is a guide, Mr. Nawaz, waiting for you downstairs. Shall I tell him you are coming?” says the young, uniformed man at the door.
“Well, this is a pleasant surprise. We’ll be down in a moment. Thank you.” Daniel presses a few coins into his hand and turns to me. “Looks like poor Rafiq is in for an interrogation. I wonder how long the journey to Haji Ali takes and just how many questions you can ask in that time? Shall I pity Rafiq?”
“Conversation with me is always delightful!” I protest, slipping into my sandals.
“Very true, and I will be glad for a lifetime of it.”



Chapter 11
Rafiq looks weary, his eyes red-rimmed and his shirt rumpled, so different from the polished version of the man we saw on prior occasions. I almost want to send him home and tell him to get some rest, when it occurs to me that the fee we pay him for his efforts may prove deeply significant, a sum, though shamefully small, he cannot afford to forfeit.
He attempts a smile in greeting, but it appears more of a grimace. Outside we see Khalil waiting with his rickshaw and we climb aboard for the journey to Mahalakshmi, where we will walk the causeway to Haji Ali. It can only be done at low tide, Rafiq explains before launching into a lackluster explanation about the monument.
In the fifteenth century, a wealthy Muslim merchant from distant Bukhara gave up all his earthly possessions before a pilgrimage to Mecca, a holy and important ritual for all those who practice Islam, Rafiq explains, saying he has done it once himself and his father thrice. The merchant for whom the mosque and tomb are named, traveled around the world and finally landed in Bombay. He was known for his many good deeds and was devoted throughout his life to spreading the word of Islam. He did not wish to be buried upon his death, instead for his shroud to be tossed into the sea and for those who found it to lay it to rest. The tomb, called dargah, and the mosque were built at the spot where the shroud was found, washed up on a small isle of rocks. It has thus become an important pilgrimage sight. I have brought a shawl to drape over my head and wear trousers today. Bare legs, Rafiq told us yesterday, would prevent my entry. It is strange and fascinating to learn about these traditions. It has taken some time even in England for the hems to have risen as high as they have. Still, I carry with me a constant anxiety that I may cause some terrible, if unintentional, offense.
It is a fine day, cotton clouds in the blue sky softening the persistent burn of the sun, and we begin our walk. There are no rails, and the causeway is narrow and damp. I hold on to Daniel’s arm, while Rafiq is so surefooted as if his soles hold him to the pavement by a magnetic pull. We are not alone, which makes the going more precarious. Numerous men and women – and the odd goat – move along the thin strip of land, coming from and moving towards the whitewashed building, shimmering in the light of the sun in the near distance. To either side of us, gray-green waves splash against the rock, warning us that we better be quick and careful, too. Nature waits for neither man nor woman.
The walk is not far, and soon we find ourselves dwarfed by the large structure of the mosque, wherein lies a shrine and the tomb itself. The Haji Ali is close to six centuries old, and at every corner repair work is being done, undoubtedly a perpetual task, for the salty sea air will do its best to erode what man has placed in its path. Those responsible for the task have maintained the edifice and grounds well. The marble gleams in the sun and my eyes wander up the tower to the dome, the filigree details across the stonework and inlaid patterns of flowers. Love went into this construction, and it is palpable by the devotion with which it is maintained and visited by believers and nonbelievers alike.
Despite the majesty of the building, I cannot but cast an odd glance at our guide. Rafiq appears ill at ease, shifting from foot to foot and stuffing his hands into his pockets to keep from fidgeting. What did the police ask him? Were they unkind? Aggressive? Woods seemed, if anything, almost passive and overwhelmed, but perhaps not all of his colleagues were the same. The Indian policeman must wish the crime to be solved as urgently as Woods himself, and I suspect all are hoping for the same outcome. If an Indian man or woman is exposed as the killer, what consequences can be expected? They would surely be more far-reaching than the crime itself. There could be riots, greater unrest and a hardening of the fronts that are already noticeable every day in this conquered, and yet unconquered land. Or could it be that Rafiq has knowledge of the crime, something that troubles him? Might he be involved? I force my mind to concentrate once more on what is before me, but architectural and historical value are lost on me today, I fear. How can I contemplate the endurance of an edifice when faced with the fragility of life? How can I see such devotion to faith, such pure belief, when my mind is agnostic at best on the subject of religion? I attended church at home since childhood, but even at a young age, my doubting mind had me questioning why a God, praised for his power and benevolence, left me an orphan, and Malia Zaidi stole away two kind and decent people who had a child to raise, their lives to live? Nonetheless, I envied and, to this day, still envy those who truly believe. What comfort it must provide when faced with the maddening questions life throws one’s way to answer that whatever happens is God’s will, no more, no less. Despite my own ambiguous feelings on religion, I feel moved seeing the people here, who came to visit a place that connects them not only to the past but also, in a deeper way, to themselves. There is a beauty and a melancholy in witnessing the believer’s prostrations. I will never trust in a greater power as deeply as they do, will never be able to ask for help or spiritual guidance and truly expect aid or an answer to come to me. My hope and faith are anchored in the earthly, in humanity, and when it fails, I have only reason to see me through.
The interior of the mosque houses a shrine, a large altar of a sort, draped with an embroidered red cloth. Daniel and I hold back, and I can sense he, too, feels like an intruder in this space. We do not stay long, and even Rafiq, who knelt and muttered prayers under his breath, seemed eager to leave again.
“It is always busy, but Fridays especially, which is the same as Sunday to Christians,” Rafiq explains when we are back on the causeway. The clouds have knit together and only here and there a patch of blue sky pokes through the dense blanket above.
“Do you come here often?” asks Daniel.
“Once in a while. I have my own mosque closer to home, though I am not as devout as my father wishes me to be. I pray and follow religious traditions in my family home, but I have the mind of a skeptic, unfortunately,” he explains with a vague smile.
“You and I are not so different, then,” Daniel observes.
“When you live in a city of this size – perhaps it is similar in London – you see so much that should not be as it is. Children begging in the streets, cripples starving and abandoned in doorways. Whole families living in huts while others build their mansions on Malabar Hill.” Rafiq shrugs. “I do not begrudge the rich for what they have or what they do with it, still I question the extent of unfairness which I notice in all areas of life. And yet I want to believe.” This is the most he has said about himself since we met, and I am eager to hear more, eager to unpeel the layers which exist in every human being. No one is purely who he or she seems to be on the surface. There is always more, sometimes better than one expected and sometimes far worse.
I decide to launch into the topic which must surely be addressed. “I could not help but notice you were at the Gymkhana Club last night.” I try to sound nonchalant and, taking in Daniel’s expression, failing in the effort.
“I work there some evenings. You were guests of Brigadier Purcell?”
“We were. He is an old friend of my aunt’s husband,” I explain, deciding not to delve into my complicated family structure.
“It’s terrible what happened to his son-in-law.”
“Truly.” I hesitate before continuing. “As it happens, I was the one who found the body.”
Rafiq stops walking, his eyes wide. “No? That is horrible. You must have had a shock. I am very sorry to hear it.”
“Yes, it was rather unpleasant.”
“You will think badly of this place.” He shakes his head. “Coming from your peaceful homeland.”
“Oh, it is not so peaceful,” I say, thinking of the numerous murders I have encountered on England’s green shores. “Where there are people, there is potential for trouble. Nationality does not differentiate in that respect. It is a flaw in our species.”
“Animals kill,” Daniel observes as we start walking again.
“It is a matter of survival for them,” I counter. “A lion eats an antelope for sustenance, not revenge or greed or cruelty.”
“True enough,” Daniel concedes.
“Did you know the deceased well?” Rafiq asks. I notice he does not refer to Roger by name. Does it signify anything untoward, or is my mind geared towards suspicion after everything I have seen?
“Not well, no, we only met on one prior occasion,” Daniel explains. “Are you familiar with the Quinns and Purcells? I gather they are members and come to the club often. Do you see the same people there on a regular basis?” I cannot help but smile at my husband’s questions. Daniel is more of a detective than he is willing to admit.
“I saw them frequently. Both Brigadier Purcell and his son-in- law enjoy a cricket match and now the rugby season is in full swing. I cannot muster great enthusiasm for the sport, but it is popular among the members and many Indians, too.”
“Did you have an impression of Roger Quinn?” I ask. Now that Rafiq has warmed a little to the topic of conversation, I want to learn as much as I can. If he saw the families frequently, he must have made Malia Zaidi his observations. The question is whether he would be willing to share them. There is a barrier between us, and a reasonable reluctance to let us in further than he must.
“I did not interact with the guests much beyond serving food and drink. Mostly I was there during the evenings, or an occasional weekend. Busy times at the club, lots of people coming and going. Many faces.” He shrugs, but I think there is more he isn’t saying.
“Did his wife often join him at the club?” I ask. We have nearly reached the end of the causeway and I feel both relieved and anxious, for I do not know how much longer Rafiq intends to remain in our company. Perhaps he feels he has done his work and can leave us, and I just have too many questions whirling around my head to allow that to happen!
“Sometimes. They have a young child, and she may have preferred to stay home with her.” Before I can ask how he heard about little Alice, Rafiq adds, “The Quinns speak of their granddaughter frequently. It is impossible not to overhear. They are devoted.”
“It is terrible that she will grow up not knowing her father,” Daniel observes as we step back onto the mainland. I think of little Alice, a child of whom I have merely seen a photograph. I was four when my parents died, and yet even now, over two decades later, I think of them every day, think of who they might have been had they lived, of how my life might have been different with their guidance and love. I have painted a picture of them that may be utterly unrealistic, a picture in which we never argue, in which our every interaction is one of love and harmony, yet that is the prerogative of those left behind with endless questions that can never be answered. Will Alice be the same, wondering well into adulthood, perhaps her whole life, about the father she never really knew? Will Violet tell her about Roger, conjure an image in her daughter’s mind? Or will the memory of her murdered husband be too painful? Will she ward off the girl’s questions as she grows older and more curious? Will she remarry? She is young enough to start anew, to add to her small family, but currently, that is surely the farthest thing from her grieving mind. Assuming she didn’t murder Roger herself...
“She is very young. She will hardly remember him,” Rafiq says, and I wonder whether he misunderstands Daniel’s meaning.
“She will long to remember him,” I say.
“Perhaps Mrs. Quinn will remarry.”
His commentary may be thoughtless, but he seems unwilling to ascribe particular importance to the dead man, not as an individual, nor as a father or husband. I decide to be bold, what is there to lose, after all?
“Did you like Mr. Quinn, Rafiq?” Daniel casts me a sidelong glance, but I ignore his raised brows.
“I hardly knew him,” Rafiq replies, not meeting my eye.
“You must have had an impression of the man. For my part,” I explain, hoping my candor will loosen his tongue. “I had the sense he was ambitious. Not that there’s anything wrong with that ambition, of course.”
“You are a good judge of character. He was always trying to get close to those superior to him in rank and fortune.”
“You thought him a social climber?”
“That is a rather negative formulation, isn’t it?” Rafiq asks, a ghost of a smile touching his lips.
“Is it true?” I ask. We have come to a halt in front of a triumphal arch, a gateway. I gather Rafiq would prefer to tell us of its undoubtedly fascinating history, however, I cannot allow him to diverge from our topic of conversation just yet.
“I did not know the man well enough to come to such a conclusion. I suppose, as you observed yourself, he was ambitious, and a degree of climbing is required for every ascent, no?”
“I cannot argue with that,” I reply, coming to the conclusion that our guide disliked the murder victim. Whether or not this is of significance remains uncertain, but I would be lying if I said my opinion of Roger Quinn was entirely favorable either. Yet there was something about him that irked me from the start. Daniel may suggest I am coming to this conclusion only in hindsight, but I felt a prickle of disinclination towards him from the first time we met, when I noticed Violet’s unease and his apparent disregard for it. That being so, he was murdered, and I must remind myself that he is the victim here, regardless of who he was or my ambiguous impressions.
“Now, if you please,” Rafiq continues, as though the subject is satisfactorily closed, and gestures towards the arch, “This is the Prince’s Triumphal Arch, completed in the year 1905. It marks the entry to Shree Mahalakshmi Temple.” We begin to cross the street, my mind still full of questions, when I feel a sudden rough tug on my arm yanking me backwards. Just in time to see a bus rumbling past at Malia Zaidi speed, barely a hand’s width from my face. I gasp, inhaling the plume of dust the bus has thrown into the air.
“Evie! Are you all right?” Daniel asks, wide-eyed. He had been standing to my right, yet the hand that grasped me came from my left. I turn to look at Rafiq.
“You must be very careful, Lady Harper. Traffic is dangerous here.” He likely just saved my life, yet he merely shrugs and motions for us to look both ways next time.
“Thank you,” I stammer.
“You have quick reflexes, we owe you a debt.” Daniel is pale from shock.
Rafiq makes a dismissive gesture with his hand. “It was nothing. I cannot let my guests be killed. The hotel would not hire me again.” He gives me a wink, trying to set me at ease. My hands are shaking, and I gratefully take the arm Daniel offers to steady myself.
“Would you like something to drink? I will get some coconut water.” Rafiq walks over to one of the vendors at the foot of the arch, leaving us a moment to recover.
“Are you well, Evie? You’re quite pale,” Daniel says, a line of concern creasing his brow.
“You should look in the mirror,” I reply, mustering a smile. “I’ll be right as rain in a moment.”
“He probably saved your life.” Daniel shakes his head. “I should have paid more attention. I -”
“You did nothing wrong. It was I who should have been more alert. All is well. I am safe. You know I am a hardy creature. No shock unsteadies me for long.”
“Speak for yourself. Our Mr. Nawaz will be paid double today. No, triple!”
“Don’t embarrass him. There he comes.” I nod at Rafiq, who is balancing coconut water in both hands. We thank him again, and he waves away our gratitude, eager to continue the tour. We do not want to make him uncomfortable and comply, asking questions and trying to be the best tourists he could ask for. I told the truth when I said I was all right, that the shock would wear off, but I can still feel the vibration of the bus as it passed by my face when we are on our way to the hotel again. I suspect my dreams tonight will not be of the peaceful variety, but they rarely are.



Chapter 12
Rafiq walks into the hotel with us to discuss plans for a different tour with Mr. Malhotra, the concierge. As we enter the expansive lobby, we almost collide with a familiar figure. Detective Inspector Graham Woods steps into our path. He wears a harried expression, a tuft of his ginger hair sticks up at an odd angle, and I force myself to resist the motherly urge to reach forth and smooth it out. He looks even younger than last night, in spite of dark circles rimming his eyes, his nose peeling from a sunburn.
“I was looking for you,” he announces, just as his sergeant appears behind him. “Sam, there you are. Look who I found.” I have to smile at the way the young man seeks approval from his colleague, who, while below him in rank, is his senior in age and likely in experience, too.
“How are you today, sir, madam?” Sam, or rather Sergeant Samarjit Gupta, asks with a friendly smile.
“Better, thank you. Do you have any news?” I ask, forgetting for a moment that Woods is not my old friend Inspector Lucas Stanton. Both have a similar coloring, though Stanton would tower above young Graham Woods.
“Nothing I can discuss. However, I do have a few more questions, if you have a moment.”
“Why don’t we go somewhere quiet?” Daniel suggests, noticing the curious glances we are attracting from other guests.
“Can I go?” Rafiq asks, glancing from Woods to Gupta and back again.
“Yes,” Woods says slowly, clearly not remembering that Rafiq was one of the men present last night. Perhaps he did not interview him, focusing his attention on the guests. I do not know whether he speaks Hindi or Urdu, or any other language spoken here. The club’s staff may have been interviewed by his colleagues such as Gupta, who gives Rafiq a nod of recognition. He doesn’t need to be told twice that he is free to leave, bids us a hasty goodbye and hurries from the hall.
We find a quiet corner in the courtyard of the hotel, where wicker chairs and tables have been situated around a small fountain. All these cursed fountains! I chose a seat obscuring my view of the thing. Still hearing the tedious tinkling of the waterflow, I force myself to focus on the inspector’s words.
“I wanted to know if you remembered anything else from last night. Sometimes, when the shock wears off, facts can emerge. They may seem inconsequential to you, but could prove quite significant.” He watches me expectantly, and I realize that the police have nothing, no leads, no specific suspects either. I fight the urge to explain how I think he should proceed. Has he interviewed Roger’s military colleagues? Discerned how they felt about the man? Learned which of them were present last night and whether they might have slipped from the room while Roger was out as well? Has he spoken again with Violet? Does she remain incapacitated or shielded from the police by her parents? Did Roger have any arguments or public conflicts? My head is spinning! I realize the police know to ask these questions and follow this course, but I am eager to join in, despite my husband’s marked reservations and his insistence that I keep my curious nose well to myself on this occasion. He has a point, this is our honeymoon, and I might have, on the odd occasion, been stuck in a bit of a tight spot due to my investigations. Yet the challenge of keeping well out of it is one I may not conquer.
“I’m afraid I haven’t remembered anything I did not tell you last night. I have retraced my steps in my mind again and again.” I frown, then continue, “I wanted some fresh air. It was stuffy and loud, and my husband had gone to find the driver. I stepped outside and walked along the terrace. It was quiet. I do not recall hearing anyone else moving about. I remember taking note of the silence, and how strange it felt in such a busy city, the only sounds being the din from the party and the soft tinkling of the fountain.” Woods indicates for me to go on. “I turned the corner and saw the fountain, but it took me a moment to notice Roger’s body. He was on the other side and when I saw, I ran to drag him out, not realizing at first who he was. I only recognized him when I had laid him on the ground. It was dark, except for the light of the moon and the flickering torches. If someone had wished to conceal themselves, it would have been possible. There are hedges at the edge of the terrace and shadows where one might hide. He was not breathing, and there was no pulse. He might have been dead for a short while. Of course, sometimes the killer will stay near the crime scene to watch events unfold,” I say, as if stating the obvious. “This person had no need to watch from the shadows, for it had to have been someone who works at the club or was a guest, and thus aware of what happened in any case, their presence inconspicuous.”
“Hm... yes, I suppose,” Woods agrees. “You said you are a detective?”
“Indeed!” I say with rather too much enthusiasm.
“A lady detective,” Gupta mutters, and I cannot quite tell whether there is admiration or admonition in his voice, his expression reveals nothing.
“You have no suspects?” Daniel asks, cutting short an examination of my profession, robbing me of a chance to offer my services. That said, perhaps he spares my dignity thereby.
“We are gathering names, building a case. The process takes time, unfortunately. We have asked the guests and staff not to leave the city in the coming weeks. How long do you intend to stay?”
“A month,” I reply, wondering already what we shall do if the time slips by before the case is solved. I don’t imagine my dear husband will easily be persuaded to prolong our stay to await its result? But then, I have my own detective agency waiting at home and must not neglect it for too long, nor the murder and mayhem rife in my hometown of London. For the moment, though, the agency is in the capable hands of Hugh and Hollis.
“Have you spoken to Roger’s army colleagues and his superiors? Were any of them present last night? I hear the Gymkhana Club is popular among the English in Bombay.”
“Yes, I myself have watched a cricket match or two at the club,” Woods agrees. Gupta remains silent. He is difficult to read. Where Woods appears overwhelmed, Gupta has a self-assuredness that makes him appear the senior in rank. I wonder whether either or both are aware of this? “We have interviewed a few of the men with whom Mr. Quinn worked and who were present at the club last night.”
“Were they his friends? How did they react?” I ask, hoping neither Woods nor Gupta realize they have no reason to answer my questions. If they do, the realization does not silence them. Perhaps they are humoring me, assuming I am simply a nosy society lady.
“They were shaken, naturally,” Woods replies. “I gather they were friendly with the victim, though none had much to say about him. They unanimously described him as capable and respected.”
“A very bland rendering of the man,” I observe.
“Yes, I thought the same, but people are often reluctant to speak openly with the police and there is an inherent loyalty among military men.”
“I imagine the same is true in the police force,” Daniel observes.
“I am not criticizing their loyalty, yet it seems impossible everyone thought of Roger Quinn in precisely the same way. Naturally, by him being murdered people will be reluctant to admit to antipathy, yet there must be more than meets the eye.”
“There always is,” Gupta adds sagely.
“Which brings me to another point. We found something in Mr. Quinn’s pocket and wondered whether you have seen it before.” Daniel and I lean forward as one, while Woods pulls something from his pocket. He unfolds the handkerchief that covers it and holds it out in an open palm. It is a small trinket, instantly recognizable as a figurine of a Hindu god. I cannot say which of the many it represents.
“I’ve seen ones like this in market stalls but cannot claim to have laid eyes on this one specifically. It was in Roger’s pocket? Is it a good luck charm?” I ask, eyeing the small figurine. It is colorfully painted, made of wood, a female figure with long black hair and a multitude of blue arms and hands in which she holds various objects. A scythe, a dagger, a small bowl, and, rather shockingly, a human head.
“This is the Hindu goddess Kali. She is seen by some as the great protector,” Gupta explains, his expression grave, the smile vanishing from his lips. “And to others as the goddess of death.”



Chapter 13
“The goddess of death!” I exclaim.
“Or of protection,” Daniel interjects.
“In this context, surely the meaning is sinister.“
“We have not been able to ask Mrs. Quinn whether it was something her husband habitually carried with him, or whether it may have been a token intentionally left behind by the killer.”
“We hardly knew the man well enough to tell you whether it would be something he kept on his person for luck,” I muse. “However, I wager Roger belonged to the Church of England and not to Hinduism, so a cross or a St. Christopher medal would have been more likely tokens of protection for him. But then, he had been in India many years. Perhaps he accepted some of the customs, though to me he appeared to be an Englishman to the bone.”
“I agree with your assessment. He probably mixed primarily with his compatriots, and there were mostly English at the party last night. I do not know quite how the army is structured here, to what degree English and Indian officers work together,” Daniel muses.
“There is a hierarchy, as in all things,” Gupta replies, offering no further enlightenment. I will have to find a way of questioning Artie. He is blunt enough to be truthful. Perhaps even blunt enough to tell me his honest opinion of his late son-in-law.
The policemen leave soon thereafter, and Daniel and I linger in the courtyard. I am struck by what we have learned. Could the killer have been Hindu, an Indian bent on revenge? Or is the small figurine, easy to procure at any market stall in the city, simply a ploy to divert attention from the real culprit? I put these questions to Daniel.
“Assuming it didn’t belong to Roger, it seems a rather overt, almost clumsy thing to plant on his body. Like something the killer read about in a novel.”
“I thought it was rather intriguing.” I frown.
“So it is, but not very inventive,” he soothes.
“The police do not seem to have any substantial leads, and Stanton once told me the first twenty-four hours after a crime are the most critical.”
“I don’t know if you should take his word for fact. If he had been quicker to solve the crimes he was tasked with, you would never have had a chance to put yourself in danger in the effort of besting him.” He smiles as he speaks, softening his words. There was an element of jealousy between the two men, which cannot be denied. Stanton has considerably withdrawn from my life since our engagement. This development pleases my husband, even if he is now secure in my commitment to him and us. Nonetheless, it disappoints me. I enjoy the occasional verbal sparring matches with the inspector and respect his opinion. Hopefully, given time, we shall be better friends once more.
“I should like to speak with the Purcells. Would it be appropriate to pay them a visit to see how they are coping? They may have questions, too?”
“They are grieving.” Daniel appears unenthusiastic at the prospect of interrupting their mourning. Yet beyond satisfying my curiosity, I feel it is right to pay our respects after their hospitality and Harold’s decades old friendship with Artie. With these arguments, I am able to persuade my reluctant husband. Tomorrow we shall call on the Purcells.
“All right, all right, you are probably not being too unreasonable,” he teases – I think. “But for just a few moments, let’s say through lunch, perhaps we can speak of something other than murder and killers and suspects? Such matters do not support a healthy appetite, and as we are in Bombay and on our honeymoon, there may be a handful of other topics to discuss.”
“I suppose I can wrench my mind away from the murder for a short while, just don’t eat too slowly.”
Indeed, over a light meal of various salads, served in the courtyard, we speak of all we have seen thus far, the sights and the history of this country, but also of the distressing disparities one would have to be blind not to notice.
“Not different, in many ways, than all large cities,” Daniel observes, setting down his fork. “In a land that is so foreign, everything seems amplified somehow.”
“I suppose that plays into it, yes, but I speak not only of the imbalance between rich and poor which, as you say, exists everywhere, in cities familiar to us such as London or Paris in particular. I mean the disparity between those of different religions, ethnicities and nationalities. Did you notice how few Indians were at the club last night, and those present were royalty, cousins of this maharaja or that nizam. The others were staff. Even Hari Patel, Parvati’s father, was subservient to Horace Quigley, the manager of the club.”
“That is the way of empire. It is wrong, I agree, and I feel it acutely every time we leave the hotel and every time we return, but what can be done? This is not our world.”
“But it is, Daniel. We are English, are we not?”
“I suppose you can view it that way.”
“Of course, you can. Don’t we bear some responsibility? Do you imagine the crown will hold on to this colossus of a country forever? King George III lost America, why should George V be able to keep his hold on India?”
“Careful, you will be caught for treasonous thoughts, and I will need to devise a clever plan to break you out of prison.“ Daniel smiles, crossing his arms.
“I am relieved you have thought of such things and will ask you about the details of my prison break later. Don’t think I will forget.”
“Oh dear.” Daniel sighs, looking sweetly forlorn.
“Never fear, my dear husband. I shall keep my treasonous thoughts between the two of us. You are not a spy for the crown, are you?”
“Well...”
“Have you duped me?” I raise my brows.
“As if anyone could.”
“Precisely the right answer, though in the past I fear several have.”
“They were only testing you.” Daniel makes a dismissive gesture with his hand.
“You acknowledge my competence in the field of detection?”
“Yes, well, but –“ Daniel stammers, finding himself caught in a web of his own making.
“And so you cannot deny I could be of use in this investigation, particularly as Woods himself says people are unwilling to speak to the police.”
“Evie.” Daniel groans and runs a hand over his face.
“Oh, come now, don’t fret. There will be plenty of time for sightseeing.”
“That is not the problem.”
“I know.” I take his hand. “But how can I not be involved? I still feel the sodden weight of him in my arms as I pulled him from the fountain, Daniel. Another life gone. How can I simply go on holidaying in good spirits with that on my mind?”
“Sometimes I wish you cared a little less, but in truth, it is one of my favorite things about you.” Daniel looks down at our entwined hands and up again, meeting my gaze. “I don’t suppose there is any point in reminding you to be careful? I would prefer it if you did not attract the attention of a killer.”
“Then we are of one mind. Yet I fear it may already be too late for that. Whoever killed Roger was at the club and must know that I found the body.”
“Which does not imply he or she realizes you intend to get involved in their unmasking.”
“Oh, I imagine news of an English lady detective will travel fast,” I say, half joking.
“Blast it, you are right! I better resign myself to the new theme of our honeymoon and call myself Watson.”



Chapter 14
“Good of you to come,” Artie says, beckoning us inside. The house looks different in daytime, less an archive of intriguing trinkets and more a museum of clutter. But it is not the décor we have come to examine. “Sit yourselves down. Drink?” He turns to the cart, pouring himself a generous measure of whisky. Daniel and I refuse the offer. It is a quarter past ten in the morning, not that I blame the man for drinking, given the circumstances.
“How is Violet coping?” I ask, when he sits down in an armchair opposite us. Artie sighs, takes a sip and shakes his head.
“I would be lying if I said she was doing well. Hasn’t spoken more than a handful of sentences since it happened, and most of them were addressed to Alice. Won’t let the child out of her sight, which is understandable but confusing for the little one. They always sense when something is wrong, children do, even if we can’t explain it to her. Roger often traveled for work, she’s used to his absence, but sooner or later, she’ll catch on he’s not coming back. Terrible business, just terrible.” He takes another sip, almost draining his glass, glances down at it and seems to consider getting up to refill it, then decides against it and leans back.
“Has she spoken to the police?” I ask. Woods indicated he had been unable to talk to her, but perhaps he had a chance after he left us yesterday.
“The poor thing is completely beside herself! No, my daughter hasn’t spoken to them and if I can prevent it, she won’t. Besides, what could she possibly have to say on the matter? I won’t have the police upsetting her even more, not if I can help it.” He shakes his head and sets his empty glass on the table with a thump.
“Perhaps she remembers someone with whom Roger had a disagreement?” I suggest carefully. “Someone who possibly wished him harm. She knew him better than anyone, surely?”
“They have not been married very long, and Roger has lived in India for nearly a decade.” He speaks of the dead man in the present tense, a habit I have observed time and time again in those not yet Malia Zaidi coming to terms with an irreversible loss. It requires an adjustment, a shift in worldview, to see reality as a place where a person’s presence was a natural part of the scenery, now forever altered. If Artie struggles, how difficult must it be for Violet? I feel ashamed for being so quick to consider this terrible tragedy as a case to be solved, but I do not think that I forgot that real lives and real people are involved.
“Did he get along well with his army comrades?” Daniel asks, with an understanding smile. He and Artie share something I cannot. Both were soldiers, both know and respect the camaraderie between men who fight together, even during times of peace.
“Of course he did. He had his little tiffs here and there, who doesn’t? All harmless stuff.” He shrugs and frowns, wrapping large hands around his glass.
“There was no one with whom he quarreled recently? Do you suspect anybody who might have wished Roger harm and was present at the club?”
“No one in particular, though you can believe me, I have been thinking of little else. Roger was not always the easiest of men. I won’t make a saint of him and nor would he of himself. Still, he had the respect of those he commanded and those who commanded him. He could have really made something of himself, I am certain of it. Marcus – Colonel Lathbury – was saying as much to me last night. He said, ‘Artie, Roger is a man to be reckoned with. When he sets his mind to a goal, I’ll be damned if he doesn’t reach it.’ That was Roger. Determined, even a little arrogant at times, but he had reason to be, too.”
I cannot say Artie’s description of the dead man strikes me as particularly flattering, even if he means well. There is something ruthless in the picture his words paint, an image of a man who relentlessly forged ahead to achieve his aims. Ambition is well and good, yet how far was Roger willing to go in that effort?
“Had he any family left in England?” Daniel asks, recognizing, as do I, that there is little more to be gained in pressing Artie about Roger’s character at the moment.
“His father is there, but the two have never been close. I suppose I will have to send him a telegram. How do you do that? Roger dead. Stop. Murdered. Stop. Terrible, just terrible.” Artie frowns. “Can’t let the police do it, though. He was family. And it isn’t the first time I have had that unpleasant task.”
“Do you imagine he will come to India? He probably won’t make it in time for the funeral,” Daniel says.
“He has never been here. They had not seen one another since Roger left England. All the same, losing your child, no matter how distant you were, doesn’t bear contemplating. If something happened to my Vi, I may as well dig my own grave.”
“She needs you now, you and Maggie,” I say gently. “She is lucky to have you.”
“Yes, well...” Artie crosses his arms, then uncrosses them as though he has forgotten what they are good for. It is time for us to leave soon, so I decide to ask what has been on my mind since our conversation with the inspector and his sergeant yesterday.
“Was Roger interested in Hinduism? Having lived here for so many years he must have learned a fair bit about the religion and its customs.” I do not know whether Woods was able to tell Artie and his family about the small figurine of Kali in Roger’s pocket.
“Roger was not a religious man. During the war, he’d lost all faith in a higher power, he once told me. The idea of a multitude of gods, which make up the Hindu pantheon, would not have appealed any more than just the one all knowing, all powerful. I think that was the reason he never grew especially friendly with Jeremy, even if the young chap did try. He’s come by already, but Vi wasn’t up to seeing him.” Artie shrugs. “Don’t quite know how we’re going to go on. I hardly need to tell you about loss. Everyone who lived through the Great War has felt it. Good God, you’d think that was enough carnage to last a lifetime. Did you know around one million Indians fought for us? Died for us in the thousands upon thousands?” He sucks in a breath and glances at his empty glass. “Too many dead all around. Maybe Maggie is right and I should hang up my hat, pack up my wife and daughter and little Alice, too, and disappear to some peaceful little spot in the countryside.”
“Hard to give up a life like the one you’ve built here, though,” Daniel observes.
“True enough.”
“Is there anything we can do for you or for Violet?” I ask, fighting the urge to embrace the man. He appears powerfully built, loud and strong, and yet, sitting across from us, eyes Malia Zaidi swollen, skin ashen, he has sunk into himself, fragile and in need of bolstering.
“That is good of you, my dear, but there is nothing anyone can do. Discovering whoever did this would be a start, but that still leaves my girl a widow at twenty-four and my granddaughter fatherless. What sort of justice can possibly be found?” He heaves himself from his chair and goes to refill his glass.



Chapter 15
“Well, given the way he spoke and behaved – and I venture that Artie is no actor – it is rather unlikely that he killed Roger,” I muse, when we have left the Purcell home and are walking along a lush Malabar Hill street.
“That and the fact that he and Maggie were in full view of everyone on the dancefloor around the time Roger was killed,” Daniel agrees.
“I wonder whether the coroner will be able to determine whether he died of asphyxiation or drowning, though I suppose they are the same sort of horror.”
“I felt sad for Artie. For all of them, of course. At the club he was the very definition of vivacity, and it has been sapped from him now. I hardly dare to think of Violet. She isn’t much our junior and is a mother, but she seemed very young to me.”
“I agree, there was a vulnerability about her, and I am certain I observed tension between her and Roger. However, Artie seems to have been quite fond of the man and wildly protective of his daughter, too. If he in any way suspected ill-treatment, I do not doubt he would have acted and not all too stealthily either.”
“Do you think it may be significant that Chambers went round there already?” Daniel asks.
“Not especially. His duty is to offer care and comfort, is it not?”
“True enough,” Daniel agrees, as we round the bend near the Hanging Gardens, glimpsing a slice of the silver-blue water. The day is clear, the sky cloudless, a slight breeze tugging loose strands of hair from under my hat. We can see the whole of Back Bay and all the way across it to Colaba, where our hotel is situated. Boats with white sails bob and dip in the swell and far in the distance larger vessels are setting out to sea or returning from a voyage. It was mere days ago that we disembarked from just such a ship, yet it feels as though we have been in Bombay much longer. Perhaps recent events have distorted time. Busy days are short, uneventful ones long.
“Do you have reason to distrust Chamber’s intentions?” I ask, pulling my eyes from the scenic view back to my husband, the sight no less pleasing.
“Not distrust, no. Well, no more than I distrust anyone I don’t really know when a murder has occurred in their vicinity. But he seems rather attached to Violet.”
“A jealous would-be-lover?” I suggest, unable to hide a smile.
“Tease me if you must, but it wouldn’t be the first time and I daresay it won’t be the last.”
“No teasing, my love,” I soothe, tucking my hand into the crook of his elbow. “I do not disagree. He is attached to Violet, and she appears to trust him as well. Perhaps there is something hidden there?”
“Which is not our responsibility to discover but that of the police,” Daniel reminds me, though his expression indicates that he knows his effort in persuading me to keep out of the investigation is futile.
“If we place Chambers on our list of suspects, who else might we add? He is a man of the cloth and ought to be a proponent of preserving and protecting life at any cost.”
“You know from experience it is not always so,” Daniel suggests meaningfully, reminding me of the second murder case I was wrapped up in, well before my time as a professional detective. That story ended tragically and not only for the victim.
“What of the Lathburys?” I ask, trying to dispel the image from my past from my mind, focusing on the present, the sunshine warming my back and the cheerful chirping of colorful birds in the Hanging Gardens. I even spy two small monkey’s eyeing us with a combination of mischief and curiosity. “What makes you suspect them? They appeared perfectly friendly. Artie said Colonel Lathbury admired Roger’s tenacity.”
“We don’t know if he meant it as a compliment, even if Artie interpreted his comment as such.”
“You think he found Roger’s ambition off-putting? Is that reason enough to kill? Lathbury was his superior. If he had disliked him so much, he would have had other means of preventing rapid promotion. I had the impression Lathbury is a popular man from the way people kept pulling him aside to talk at the club.” I remember the man, quiet and polite, making no effort to stand out but doing so all the same. He had presence and so did his wife, even if I exchanged no more than a few words with either. What reason could they have had to risk harming Roger, especially in such a public setting?
“All right, if it wasn’t them, who else might we add to our list. I hardly remember all the names of the people we were introduced to. My head was swimming with all the new faces then, and they have blurred even more by now.”
“I am surprised by you. There is an obvious name which should not be neglected.”
Daniel frowns. “Go on,” he prompts.
“But Rafiq, of course!”
“Based on his mere presence at the club?” Daniel does not hide his skepticism.
“He was skittish and uneasy the day after.”
“Likely in shock, a very ordinary response, Evie,” Daniel says and grins.
“I was shocked!”
“Certainly you were...for five minutes.”
We have arrived at the entry of Babulnath Temple and without discussion we enter the garden that houses it. It is cool in the shade and we pause, taking in the sight. The temple looms over us, its spire- like tower adorned with detailed reliefs and sculptural details from top to bottom. Intricate pillars and columns decorate the entryway, with statues of gods and goddesses welcoming those who come to worship. I wonder whether one might scale the tower and take in a view of the sea from above but suspect even if it is possible, it is not encouraged for tourists. So we content ourselves by observing those around us who enter and leave through the arched doorway.
“Do you really suspect Rafiq?” Daniel asks, turning his gaze away from the temple and back to me. His expression is difficult to read, a mixture of curiosity and consternation.
“No one seems entirely exempt, except for you, of course.”
“That is a relief, at least.” Daniel laughs. “But really, why Rafiq? Do you suspect he had reason to dislike Roger beyond his unease yesterday or his dislike of his work at the club? It is run by Horace Quigley, and the dining hall by Hari Patel. Roger had little, if anything, to do with it.”
“True enough, but did you notice his tendency to avoid mentioning Roger by name when speaking of him?”
“That does not imply a guilty conscience.”
“Maybe not, still it tells me he didn’t have the warmest feelings towards Roger. I wonder whether he observed aspects of the dead man’s character that he disliked or distrusted?”
“They had to be very unsavory indeed for Rafiq to murder him.”
“I have given this notion some thought,” I say with a tingle of excitement at the back of my neck.
“I would expect nothing less of you. Go on, tell me.”
“Well, I think he is rather fond of Parvati. What if Roger pestered the young woman? You would not have noticed with me by your side, naturally, but she is remarkably pretty.”
“Couldn’t say,” Daniel replies dutifully.
“What if Rafiq thought he was avenging her honor or some such thing? Men are prone to such mad gestures, you know.”
“Do I?”
“Perhaps not, thankfully, but you understand what I mean.”
“Or maybe Rafiq was in love with Violet? No, never mind, that is already Jeremy Chamber’s role, isn’t it?” Daniel grins, and I shake my head.
“Very amusing. Everything is possible. In a murder investigation, you cannot rule anything out unless you have proof of innocence.”
“You ought to come with a warning, my dear wife.”
We leave the temple complex and head towards the road that leads us to Marine Drive. There is a small beach to our right, and here and there I watch couples sitting closely together on rocky boulders, looking out to sea. We can hear the soft rush of waves and the air carries a salty tang. Far above, seagulls circle, squawking, swooping at the sea in mad arcs, then up again, mere streaks of white and gray against the blue sky.
“You believe whoever killed Roger was motivated by something he had done, some misbehavior on his part. Do you think that is quite fair? You did not much care for him, but the way you are discussing his murder, it sounds as if you assume he had it coming to him.” Daniel’s tone has grown serious, and I am struck by his words. Is he right in his assessment? Have I presumed Roger guilty of some terrible misbehavior before considering him purely a victim? My work has geared my mind towards seeking a motive in gray areas, but have I painted Roger in a falsely unflattering light?
“Do you think so? Maybe I have.” We continue walking in silence for a few moments, as I let my husband’s words sink into my mind.
“Don’t be cross, Evie.” Daniel’s fingers brush against mine.
“I am not cross, merely contemplative. I suppose I let my impression of Roger cloud my judgment. You are right.”
“I am what?” Daniel’s eyes grow wide, and a smile touches his lips.
“Yes, yes, you are right, I admit it. Don’t get used to hearing it, though.”
“I will imprint this moment into my memory and cherish it forever.” He presses a hand to his heart, closing his eyes and almost colliding with a woman carrying a basket filled with mangos. I pull him to the side and give him a look of chastisement, which makes him laugh and me join in.
“So how do you suggest we proceed?” I ask, when we have calmed down and are once again making dignified progress along the promenade.
“Ideally, not at all, but since you have rejected that option, I suggest we continue to build a clearer image of Roger. We were told he was ambitious, but in what way exactly? Did he make enemies in his attempts to rise in the ranks?”
“And what of his personal life?” I add. “Were there women before Violet? He was thirty-seven when he died. Somehow, I hardly believe he lived like a monk before he settled down. Maybe there was a scorned lover?”
“They had been married for four years, though. Shouldn’t a lover have recovered by that time?”
“Who is to say he was not carrying on with someone else while married?” I suggest, raising my brows.
“There you go again,” Daniel teases.
“Oh, blast! But you must acknowledge that it is a possibility. I am not saying an affair warrants murder, nothing does, but it could provide a motive, especially if his secret lover was married as well. Maybe a fellow officer’s wife?”
“All right, I suppose that is possible. He was a handsome man, successful, probably charismatic in his own way.” Daniel shrugs, appearing unconvinced.
“You didn’t like him either!”
“I didn’t dislike him,” he counters.
“Of course not.” I wink at him in a rather obvious way, and he grins, caught out.
“What about his finances? The police must look into whether he had debts.”
“Or if he was a gambler,” I propose.
“Too many possibilities. How very complex we humans are,” Daniel observes, shaking his head. “Especially if we are keeping secrets.”
“And everyone does. How well do you think Violet knew her husband?”
“If they were married for four years, I imagine rather well.”
I cannot quite agree with his assessment. There was something between the couple that led me to believe either Violet did not know her husband as well as she thought, or too well for her liking. Here I go, painting poor Roger with a tar brush again.
“Our list of suspects is growing, if I allow you to add Rafiq to the pile,” Daniel observes. We pass a stand that sells coconut water, and he buys two, handing one of the large nut vessels to me. The water is cool and refreshing with a slightly strange, musky aftertaste I cannot decide whether I like just yet.
“Then there is Parvati. Though due to her size, she may not be an ideal suspect, unless she had a helper. Maybe she lured Roger outside and Rafiq pounced.” I raise my brows and take a quick, menacing step towards Daniel. He does not so much as flinch, to my dismay.
“Careful, you will spill your drink,” he says instead.
“You have to admit, it’s plausible.”
“If your presumption is correct and Roger had his eye on the young woman, then perhaps. So far, however, it is your imagination speaking. We have no proof whatsoever.”
“One must be a little imaginative in these cases.”
“I do not doubt it. Which leaves me to act as the voice of reason.”
“Hugh is far more indulgent of my suspicions,” I say, naming my assistant, who is tending to the agency in my absence, keeping London safe.
“I would like to believe I am closer to you and thus able to be frank without losing your esteem. Nothing against Hugh, of course. I trust the man with my life.”
“Indeed. All right, moving on from potential lovers. What of Horace Quigley or Hari Patel?”
“They have nothing to gain by a man being murdered on their premises.”
“Oh, you are no fun!”
“I am the sober messenger of truth.” Daniel smiles, sunlight making his green eyes sparkle.
“I don’t suppose there is a good motive for either to wish Roger harm, unless Hari was protecting Parvati, much like Rafiq.”
“There were so many people present at the club, guests, staff members, even the drivers waiting outside could have snuck in and done the deed. I do not envy Woods and Gupta the task of solving this crime.”
“That is why we are aiding them.”
“It appears so.” Daniel sighs and takes my hand. “Can you not, for a moment, indulge your husband and look at that?” He stops and we stand on the promenade, staring out at the sparkling waters of Back Bay. He is right, it is a sight to satisfy any hungry eye and we stand for a few moments in silence, watching the peaceful bob and dip of the boats, the gulls and the soft waves rolling into the shore. There is beauty in this world. Amid chaos and violence and grief, there is beauty at every turn. I would do well to never forget it.



Chapter 16
“Are you certain? I can stay,” I say, stroking Daniel’s forehead. It is warm, but he is not feverish.
“No, you go. I’ll be better tonight, just need some sleep. You’ll drive me mad, pacing about, theorizing about potential murderers. I’ll be right as rain in a bit. Must have been too much sun or something I ate,” Daniel says bravely, pale as the sheets. “Promise me you won’t get into any trouble, and I can rest easy.”
“You trust me?”
“I suppose I must.” He manages a weak smile.
“I shall do my very best to return to you in one piece.”
“See to it that you do, will you? Now go on and let a man close his eyes.” I plant a kiss on his forehead and give his hand a squeeze.
I have been invited to tea. The invitation arrived as quite the surprise yesterday evening, a thrilling surprise at that. Celeste Courtland, she of the sequins and long lashes, requested that Daniel and I visit her. I suspect she will be disappointed that I am coming alone, but Daniel, who was unenthusiastic about the prospect to begin with, is not. She lives in a neighborhood on the other side of the Bay, and I have decided to swallow down my discomfort and find a rickshaw to take me there. This is easily done, for Khalil is waiting just outside the hotel. When I ask whether Rafiq is near, he shakes his head, reluctant to speak. His cheek bulges with pan, something akin to chewing tobacco, which I have noticed is rather popular, if a little off-putting as it is often spat in wads onto the street and discolors the teeth of those who chew it. Yet it is not merely his full mouth that prevents Khalil from engaging in conversation with me. He is uncomfortable speaking English and to be alone with me, no Daniel, no Rafiq to act as a masculine buffer. I quickly abandon any attempts to make conversation and climb into the carriage, naming the address I wish to visit. Khalil starts pedaling and I feel slightly less uneasy today, for he bears only my weight and not that of two fully grown men in the bargain.
We turn away from the hotel and soon find ourselves circling a fountain at a roundabout. Fountains, fountains everywhere!
“Wellington Fountain,” Khalil calls out, waving at it but thankfully keeping his eyes on the road. He is not an enthusiastic guide, merely shouting the name of the odd building as we pass by, leaving it to me to interpret which one he means. Still, it is pleasant to roll through traffic, even if, on one or two...or three occasions, I clutch at the side rail as we barely sideswipe an errant cow, bus or fellow rickshaw. Khalil and the other driver shout something at one another, which, while ignorant of their tongue, I can tell is not meant for the ears of a lady.
Though we arrive at Celeste’s house only fifteen minutes later, my legs feel a little wobbly when I climb from the carriage. Khalil mumbles that he will wait. I nod, leaving him to chew his pan in the shade of a cluster of small trees.
Celeste lives in a two-story building of a solid colonial style, the exterior less ostentatious than I was expecting, given the proprietor’s manner. I climb the stairs with an undeniable sense of curiosity. I hadn’t considered Celeste a suspect before, yet I have no reason to wholly discount her either. Best that I did not say so to Daniel, or he would have been reluctant to let me go. I am a little early, but having nowhere else to go, I decide it is preferable to being late and knock on the door. Silence. I wait, shift from foot to foot, count to thirty, then knock again. Success this time, for I hear footsteps on the other side of the door before it is pulled ajar and Celeste’s face appears in the gap. She wears a vaguely bewildered look, as though she has not only forgotten who I am, but that she herself invited me only yesterday. For a moment, I wonder whether I got the date of the invitation wrong, but then her mouth stretches into a wide smile, and she opens the door to let me inside.
“Evelyn, do come in,” she says, glancing over my shoulder.
“Thank you for the invitation. Unfortunately, I came alone. My husband is feeling a little unwell.”
“That happened to all of us when we first arrived,.” She seems to cope with the disappointment of Daniel’s absence rather ably. She wears a silken robe with wide sleeves and a rather ferocious tiger embroidered on its back over a scanty dress I would call a negligée. Her reddish-blond curls are flattened at the back, as though she got out of bed mere moments ago. I feel rather strange being here, with her obviously unprepared for my arrival.
Nonetheless, she leads me into a light-filled sitting room, so colorful it reminds me of my London neighbor Dulcie’s flat. She, too, Malia Zaidi placed large cushions on the floor and favors the color scheme of jewel tones which infuse Celeste’s room. On the walls hang a hodgepodge of sketches and watercolors, not appearing to be arranged in any particular order and yet pleasant to the eye. The wallpaper peels a little where it meets the crown molding, and I wonder whether this small sign of disrepair is due to lack of care or lack of funds? I know little of Celeste apart from that she is an eccentric widow, a notion that is intentionally perpetuated by the lady herself. Celeste Courtland enjoys being viewed as an enigma, a bit of an odd-ball.
Celeste drops onto a settee and motions for me to find a seat. I choose the only other one available that is not on the floor and slide into a narrow armchair.
“Manju!” she calls out, startling me. A moment later, a woman appears. She is in her fifties, a little plump with an expression of irritation etched into her features. I suspect she is Celeste’s long- suffering maid-slash-woman-for-the-job. “Some tea, please, and bring us a few of those biscuits, will you? Not those god-awful ones with the raisins. Feed those to the pigeons.”
“Yes, Mrs. Courtland,” Manju says with a frown, seeming to stop just short of rolling her eyes. I smile at her, but she turns away before I can catch her eye. A moment later, I hear the sound of clattering somewhere at the back of the house.
“This is what I have to cope with every day, such a little madam,” Celeste observes, sighing deeply. “I cannot dismiss her and get someone halfway competent, because where would she go? She is a childless widow like me, so I feel a strange sort of affinity with her, even as she smashes up my porcelain. Half the time I suspect she does it to spite me, though I cannot for the life of me think of her reasoning!”
“She has been with you a long time?”
“Yes, yes, always, really, since I got here. That was ages ago with my late husband.”
“You did not consider returning home when he passed?” I ask carefully, even as I doubt any tact or caution is required with Celeste. Offending her appears almost impossible, given her nonchalant manner. She seems one of those rare people who can take back what she dishes out, which is rather refreshing, even if I cannot decide whether to like the woman just yet.
“This is home, my dear. All I have in England is a sour-faced sister who doesn’t approve of anything I do, think, or say. Good riddance! No, I have made Bombay my home and shall leave only as ashes carried out on the tide.”
At that moment, Manju bustles back in, wielding a tray, eyes narrowed. She slams the tray on the table, making me jump and the delicate cups rattle in their saucers. Celeste sighs.
“Do be careful, Manju, will you? I am not made of money.”
“Sorry, madam.”
“Yes, yes.” Celeste makes a dismissive gesture with her hand. Manju leaves without another word, and Celeste busies herself pouring, nodding at me to take one of the biscuits. They are traditional English shortbread. Celeste hasn’t quite bid adieu to Old Blighty after all.
“This is lovely,” I say, taking a sip. It is not chai, but spicier than the black tea I am used to.
“Special blend. Really, you ought to have come in the evening, I make a much better cocktail than a cuppa.”
“I may hold you to that.”
“Do, please. I enjoy a bit of fresh company. All these military people, goodness, so stale, so bland!”
“Why do you continue to mix with them?” I ask, sensing we have very quickly bypassed any introductory small talk and are now in a place with one another where chatter and gossip are permitted, if not called for.
“Habit, convenience, heaven knows.” She shrugs, takes a biscuit and bites off half. No dainty ladylike nibbles for her.
“I know what you mean. Had I not left London a few years ago, I might have remained in an ever tightening circle of people who were really little more than acquaintances, save for a very few true friends.”
“A little society miss, were you?” Celeste grins.
“Something of the sort, though an unenthusiastic one.”
“Well, there is one or the other good egg among the bunch, and I do enjoy scandalizing them. They think I don’t know it, but I am well aware how they talk behind my back.” She raises her perfectly arched brows. “Don’t tell me they didn’t warn you, told you what a little minx I am? Probably pitied my husband, too.”
“Nothing quite so bold, I assure you.” Even as I recall the way Artie commented on her with bald-faced judgment. “How did you meet the Purcells? Did you know them before Violet married?”
“Yes, poor Violet,” she says, sighing and shaking her head, a curl falling into her forehead. “Widowhood suits some.” She pushes Malia Zaidi the curl behind her ear. “But Violet is very young and a mother at that.”
I want to question what she means by saying “widowhood suits some”. Is she happy with her status? She certainly seems at ease. Instead, I ask, “Are you well acquainted with the family?”
“I met them years ago when my husband was alive, and Violet was in school in England. Maggie always produced the girl’s letters and read them aloud.” Celeste grimaces. “She was no poet, I tell you.”
“Was Artie a good friend of your husband’s?”
“They got along well, both loud, blustery sorts. I like Artie, even if he doesn’t entirely approve of me. He is a man who speaks his mind without artifice. I respect that. There are too few people like him around.”
“And Maggie? Are you close?”
“Close enough to get together for a chat every once in a while, not close enough for our conversations to have much in the way of substance.”
“You enjoy candor,” I observe, unable to stop myself from smiling.
“You are correct, my dear. Now I have a question for you, before you squeeze me dry. Is it true you are a detective?” I detect no mockery in either her tone or her manner, something I have come to expect whenever I make my profession known.
“I am.”
“Well, isn’t that marvelous!” She lets out a laugh, but it is warm, as though she is genuinely delighted. “You must be filled with stories to rival my own. Perhaps we can exchange a few sometime.”
“That would be wonderful,” I say, meaning it. While I prefer to ask the questions and to listen, I suspect Celeste is not as frivolous nor as self-absorbed as I initially thought. She is in possession of a quick wit and a sharp tongue, but generous with her smiles and laughter.
“And am I right to assume that you are poking about in this case as well? You did find the body, after all. Must have been a rather unpleasant experience.”
“It was,” I say slowly, determining how much to tell her. She is a stranger to me, yet there is something about her, an openness that is either deeply deceptive or a sign that she can be trusted. I decide to favor the latter option. It may loosen her tongue even more, if I am willing to be frank. “I do have an interest in the case, though of course, the police are working to solve it.”
“They do not have access to members of the club in the same way you do.”
“I thought the same,” I confide. “Of course, I hardly know them either. Even the Purcells.”
“But I do,” Celeste observes with a sly smile.
“Tell me about them,” I prompt her, starting to enjoy myself. “What was Roger like? You are an observant woman. You must have an opinion.”
“My dear, I have far too many opinions, that has always been my problem, as my late husband used to say.” She sighs and leans back, pulling up her legs.
“Do you think the Quinns were happy together?” I ask, deciding it best to be bold with this woman.
“Your question implies that you think they were not,” she says.
“I have been in Bombay a matter of days, not long enough to come to any conclusions.”
“A woman’s intuition is worth more than hours of analysis.”
“Is that your motto?” I tease.
“Could be worse, couldn’t it?” Celeste picks up another biscuit and dips it into her tea, nibbling on the sodden end.
“So?” I prod.
“Oh, all right. You’ll make a gossip of me Lady Harper. I am acquainted with the Quinns, though we only met in the company of the Purcells, usually at the club or sometimes at a dinner party. As I said, Artie doesn’t wholly approve of me. Probably doesn’t like me spending too much time with that corruptible little lass of his.”
“Are you such a wicked influence?”
“It depends on your definition of the word. Oh, but really, we get along well enough. Roger was a bit of a schemer, had his eye on a prize and be damned if he didn’t get it.”
“He was ruthless?” I wonder aloud.
“What an ugly word, my dear! I would have called him hungry instead. Yes, hungry. Can’t we all identify with that? Don’t we all want something?” Her gaze lingers on me a moment too long for it to be entirely comfortable, but I dare not look away.
“What did he want? A higher rank? I heard as much about him.”
“Yes, but more than anything, he wanted respect. He wanted to be admired.”
“We all want that,” I say.
“True enough.” She shrugs, prompting me to inquire further, which, of course, I do.
“Roger took his...hunger further than most?” I venture. “Yet the desire to be admired does not necessarily breed enemies.”
“He did not take kindly to it when people failed to view him as he wished them to. I could see through him.”
“What did you see?”
“Nothing terribly ominous. He was far less secure in many areas of his life than he liked to pretend. My husband implied that Roger had been lucky to leave England but refused to explain what he meant. George always felt an infuriating loyalty towards his soldiers, as if they were the sons I never gave him.” She does not disguise the resentment in her voice. Artie and Maggie intimated the Courtland marriage had not been perfect, but as always, there is more to the story. Perhaps for another time. I mustn’t get waylaid.
“You think Roger had been in trouble in England?”
“Possibly. Now what could a young man have been up to that necessitated him leaving the country?” Celeste taps her bottom lip with her forefinger.
“A woman?”
“I cannot say with any certainty, but I know what men are like. It is fairly likely, do you not agree? He arrived here nearly a decade ago, shortly after the war ended. He would have been around twenty- seven. Young, handsome, a former soldier. He could have his way with many a lady – willing or not.”
“That is quite an insinuation to make without any proof. You must really have disliked him.”
“Now that is where you are wrong, Evelyn, I did not care enough to dislike him. My indifference is more scathing than my disdain.” She takes a sip, her eyes hidden for a moment. Intrigued by her words, I doubt she was truly so indifferent to Roger. She seems to have formed rather a few opinions on him , which requires thought and interest.
“You never told me whether he and Violet were happy?”
“Hard to say. Violet is a skittish little thing, all the more so since becoming a mother. It’s obvious she does not wish to be in India.”
“Why is that so, do you think? Her parents live here and are likely to stay. Her husband’s career was on the rise in India.”
“I cannot say why. As I told you, she and I are not particular friends. In fact, I do not know anyone who could claim that privilege. She prefers to keep to herself and her family. Come to think of it, the one time I made a comment on the matter, Maggie was rather sharp with me, telling me to mind my own business. Well, in more tactful terms, I grant her that.”
“She must have felt safe with Roger, if she preferred to be with him and at home.”
“I suppose she must have.” Celeste does not sound convinced, and I am beginning to grow frustrated with her insinuations and half- answers that only lead to more questions. Is she playing a game with me? Am I here simply to amuse her?
“Do you have any suspicions who may have wished Roger harm?” I ask, my voice firm, trying to convey this is no joking matter. A man is dead. A bit of verbal play is well and good, but I do not like to be led in circles.
“You are upset with me,” she says matter-of-factly.
“Not upset, no. Yet if you know something that could lead to the killer, you must share it. Or else you could be placing others at risk.” I doubt this is true, for Roger’s murder seemed remarkably personal, but I feel the need to make a point and steer our conversation back onto the right path.
“There you go, spoiling my fun!” Celeste grins, making a dismissive gesture with one hand. “Do not frown. It is my nature to make light of troubling situations to come to terms with them. I am not so callous as you would think me to be. But to answer your question, no, I do not know who killed him, only that I am not entirely surprised it happened. I cannot quite explain why, yet as I said before, I trust my intuition and it told me within the first five minutes of meeting Roger Quinn that the man would come to a bad end one day.”



Chapter 17
Leaving Celeste, my head is spinning. She gave me little of substance, still I cannot deny her suggestion that Roger, in some way or other, had it coming to him, maintains its hold on my mind all the way back to the hotel. In the room, I find Daniel sleeping. He looks so pale and peaceful, I dare not disturb him, setting out once more for a walk along the water.
I have always found solace in the steady swell and rush of the tide, the familiar tang of the sea. I walk along the promenade, passing chaiwallas and men selling fruit piled high on wooden carts, mangos, bananas and oranges. The sound of voices, the blend of foreign tongues, is ever present, drowned out only slightly by the sound of the waves rushing to shore. There is a comfort in the rhythm and dependability of the tide, a part of the universe in which one can trust, like the changing of the seasons – at home at least. It is such constancy I seek when the world seems turned on its head. During the war years, as villages emptied of men, when telegrams arrived and mothers and wives wore the pallor of ghosts, the fidelity of the natural world brought some small measure of comfort. I remember walking through the woodland behind Agnes’ country home, among trees that had stood there for centuries, their roots firmly grasping the ground, holding on strong and steady even as the world of men and women crumbled.
What Celeste told me of Roger is not enlightening, as much as it is perturbing. And how can I know to trust her judgment? I found her intriguing yet cannot discern her motives, nor whether she took my endeavor seriously. Yet I cannot ignore that her impression of Roger echoes my own, however fleeting it was. I did not warm to the man and cannot quite determine why. But is Daniel right? He claims I am letting my rash opinion of Roger cloud my judgment, blaming the victim, assuming he must have done something wrong, rather than viewing him as innocent, the way an impartial detective should. Perhaps Daniel has a point. Yet motive is the only way I can think of unveiling the killer. The question of why is at the forefront of any murder investigation.
Could the murder be related to his past in England? Celeste intimated that he left under a dark cloud, yet where is her proof? Many men were surely glad to start afresh somewhere new after living through the war. He could hardly be blamed for leaving England, though he could be blamed if he caused someone harm and fled from the consequences. Did he misuse a smitten woman, leave her with child, perhaps? The notion is fanciful, though not impossible. Yet that child would not be old enough to pursue him and wreak his revenge. Admittedly, I am allowing my mind to run wild with speculations, but as long as they remain confined in that space, there is little harm in the exercise. Or so I tell myself...Too many holes in my theories. Too many pieces of the puzzle remain missing. I want to speak with Inspector Woods and Sergeant Gupta once more to hear whether they have learned anything new, whether the cause of death has been firmly determined. That being so, they are unlikely to be eager to include me. Bad enough I am a visitor, worse still, a woman. Even if they treat me with courtesy, I doubt very much they take me seriously, and I can hardly blame them. What do they know of me, really? I cannot ask them to trust that I have been met with success time and time again when confronted with murder, albeit, on occasion, having met with some risk to myself. But they will never be invited by Celeste for tea and a chat, and the Purcells are eager to shield Violet from any police questioning. Will they gather sufficient information if they have only official channels to rely upon? I realize I am making excuses for my interference in the investigation, but the notion that I could go on merrily holidaying, as if I hadn’t dragged a corpse out of a fountain days ago is laughable. I know it, and I fear my poor husband does as well.
Yet how to continue? I must speak with Violet, must orchestrate a meeting in which I can learn more about her husband and their relationship. Perhaps I ought to appear at the Quinn home and take my chances? She may wish to speak with me, once the shock has worn away a little. If I were her, I would have an endless number of questions for the person who discovered the body of my murdered husband. I immediately cross my fingers to ward off such a thought from ever becoming reality, a plea to the universe to be merciful.
Yes, I will try to speak with Violet. The worst that could happen is her denying me entry. In that case, I can conjure up another plan. Then there are Horace Quigley and Hari and Parvati Patel. As Daniel Malia Zaidi reminded me, I have no reason to suspect them, and yet I have no reason not to either. I should like to speak to the young woman in particular. She may have information about members of the club, if she is there often, which is a likely scenario with her father in such a prominent position. Should the opportunity arise, I may even learn whether my intuition about her and Rafiq is anywhere near the truth. The most complicated part of this puzzle will be convincing Daniel. Yet in his ailing state he may be more amenable...One must seize one’s chance when it arises!



Chapter 18
I walk for longer than intended, the soothing cadence of the sea lulling me into a peaceful trance. When I reach Chowpatty, a small beach overlooking Back Bay and Malabar Hill, I decide to take a turn towards town, careful not to venture too far from the sea, which I am using as my way marker. The street is busy, lined with vendors, selling everything from bananas to tobacco, calling out and advertising their wares. People haggle loudly at each stand and while I cannot understand a word of what they are saying, some things are universal. I have seen the same take place in every market, be it in Paris, London or Crete. I observe the odd Brit on the street, walking along or riding a rickshaw, but I cannot help feeling conspicuous in my white shift and straw hat to shield my English skin from the sun’s powerful rays. Bombay is a city of color and I am prominently lacking in such. I decide to change this and stop at a stall selling scarves in every color of the rainbow. They are soft and silken and I run my fingers along the fabric, while the vendor, an older woman with bright, inquisitive eyes, watches me. She says a few words, but seeing the incomprehension on my face, simply nods and begins to gesture, raising this scarf and that to my face, shaking her head, smiling when she holds up one in a deep indigo. It is unadorned, unlike most of the others, but appeals to me in its simplicity. I nod my agreement and pay what she asks, feeling the process of haggling over a price which is preposterously low would be wrong indeed. I allow the woman, now grinning, happy, no doubt, having fleeced me, to drape the scarf loosely around my neck and shoulders. It is so light I barely feel it. I thank her, muttering one of the few Hindi words I know, and continue on my way.
The streets soon grow narrower, and I wonder whether I should turn back when I hear a sudden commotion. A banging sound, followed by raised voices. Spurred on by curiosity rather than good sense, I turn the corner and stop in my tracks. What appears like a mob is coming straight my way. A handful of uniformed police are shouting out warnings, but the crowd is too large, too vigorous to Malia Zaidi listen. Some are banging on pots while others shout a phrase I cannot discern. The tone is, if not threatening, quite vehement. I suspect it would be best to make myself scarce. As I turn, however, I see the crowd has spilled over and is coming from behind me as well. They do not look angry so much as unstoppable and my heartbeat quickens at their approach.
I try to flatten myself into a doorway, but there isn’t space, and I am carried into the crowd, the sound of voices, shouts and drumming filling my ears. A sense of panic sets in and I attempt to quell it, telling myself I will get out in a moment, that I am not in any danger, for no one seems to take notice of me now, when a few moments ago, I felt uncomfortably conspicuous. I move to the edge of the mob, but it grows, merging with the group from the next street over. There must be at least a few hundred people, men of all ages, even women and a few children. What are they saying? It is a demonstration, that much is clear but what are they protesting? Someone will surely speak sufficient English to answer my questions, but I am afraid to draw attention to myself. So I duck my head, trying to make myself invisible, although I stand taller than many around me.
“Madam?” I stiffen, turning towards the voice. It comes from a young man, vaguely familiar, with a wisp of a mustache.
“My name is Sim. I work at the hotel,” he says. I remember.
“Yes, yes, of course.” I feel an irrational sense of relief at his presence.
“Madam, why are you here?” he asks. A valid question, I suppose. “I was exploring the area. What is happening? I turned around and suddenly there was this mob...Crowd, I mean,” I amend. The former description may strike him as an insult, given the fact that he is among these people.
“You should not be here. It isn’t safe for you,” he says. The urgency in his voice allows the fear I was pushing down to rise up again, and I must force myself to speak calmly. I have been in situations far more precarious than this and come out of them unscathed.
“It is a self-rule march.” Sim gives me a meaningful look.
“Oh, I see,” I reply. I am indeed not welcome here.
“You must leave before people start to notice you. A British army officer has badly beaten an Indian woman who was his maid, and people are angry.”
“That is terrible! They should be angry, but what will this demonstration achieve?”
“If we are loud enough for long enough, someone will listen,” Sim explains earnestly. I cannot help but be moved by his youthful hope. It is almost implausible that this crowd of people will compel the powers that be to cede rule of the country to those who are native to it.
Sim looks around, his eyes wide, as he takes in the growing size of the crowd, the density with which we are packed into the streets, swept along by the tide of righteous anger.
“Come, I will help you,” he says and, with only a moment’s hesitation, takes my hand, tugging me behind him as he weaves his way along the buildings on either side. A growing police presence is beginning to move towards the protestors. Some form a shield barrier, while others brandish weapons. The situation has grown precarious, and I understand Sim’s urgency. Perhaps I should be suspicious, he is after all, part of the protest himself, but he seems to be sincere in his desire to help me.
“Where are we going?” I ask, when we reach the edge of the crowd and Sim pulls me into a dark alley. It is so narrow the walls seem to close in on us.
“I will take you to my house. You will be safe there until the protest clears up.” I nod. What else can I do, after all? As we exit the alley and emerge, blinking, into the light, the unmistakable sound of a shot being fired rings through the air. Sim turns back with a nervous expression on his face, and I think once again how very young he looks. He has never known an independent India, nor have his parents, or even his grandparents. Will he see it in his lifetime?
The sound of the shot is followed by screaming. Sim tugs at my hand, and we start to run. My hat flies from my head, but I do not wrench free of his grip to chase after it. It is clear he knows these paths as well as anyone might, and we weave in and out of winding streets and narrow alleys without pause. I pause a moment to catch my breath, then squeal and jump when a rat almost runs across my foot. Sim shrugs. It is only when we slow down, when the sounds of the protest have faded into the distance, that I notice our surroundings have changed. I do not know how far we have come, nor the distance from the coast. The buildings crowd together, lower to the ground, laundry hanging in lines above our heads, the wail of a baby sounds, loud and insistent. The smell of cooking fat and spices hangs in the Malia Zaidi air, and the heat seems concentrated, denser than before. We are in a slum, I realize, a version of the tenement buildings in East London nearer the river. It is a world away from the sparkle and ornamentation of the Taj Hotel. How strange it must feel for Sim to work there and come home here day in and day out. Now that I think of it, walking down the street, catching the eye of the woman sitting on the front steps, cradling a child while stirring something in a clay pot, most of the hotel employees must live this way. How frivolous they must think us? Is it any wonder if resentment grows, especially if there is abuse and disrespect by certain British towards Indians? It is not a mere difference in wealth, but in respect. Those with the privilege of money and power are always treated differently than those without; the value of a life measured in coin.
“Here.” Sim indicates a door. It is wooden, the planks eroded. It would be child’s play to gain unwarranted entry. There is no lock. Sim merely pushes it open and calls out. He nods for me to sit on one of the two chairs around a small table. We are not in a kitchen so much as a kitchen-cum-bedroom-cum-living room, for there is a cot in one corner and a sort of bench against the opposite wall. I have been to the tenements in Whitechapel but have never set foot in such a sparse home, such a display of poverty, such a contrast to the ease and luxury constituting my world. Yes, I have experienced personal loss, have suffered and wept, but I never had to wonder where my next meal would come from, never had to worry whether the roof above me was leaking and would cave in at any moment. What a life of perpetual hardship must Sim and his family endure? And so many like them in this city, this country, this world?
A woman enters from another room, eyes wide when she notices me. She starts speaking with Sim, an urgent whisper, nodding in my direction. Sim explains, or so I assume, shrugging and gesturing, before turning to me.
“This is my mother, Nasreen.” He beckons his mother forth. The woman is ill-at-ease and I wish I could convey that it is not she but I who should feel this way, yet I do not speak her language and cannot ask Sim to translate such a sentiment. I hold out my hand. She glances at it, hesitates, then with a gentle nudge from her son reaches out, touching mine for only a moment before pulling back as if burned.
“I mustn’t intrude,” I say to Sim. “It was so kind of you to help me. I would not like to upset anyone with my presence.”
“It’s all right. My mother is surprised.” Sim says, indicating for me to sit down again. His mother turns away and walks out of the door. A few moments later, she returns with a steaming cup. She must have a small fire going outside. She hands it to me with a nervous smile.
“Chai is good,” she says, and I accept the cup gratefully. The shock of this afternoon’s events is just sinking in. I was nearly part of a riot, and by the sounds of gunfire we heard when Sim and I made our escape, it ended badly. I hardly want to know what damage was wrought.
I take a tentative sip of the tea. Neither Nasreen nor Sim drink, so I wonder whether I am using one of their few cups. The tea is sweet and spicy at once, and its warmth, as it runs down my throat, provides a sense of relief.
“Very good, thank you.” I make certain to speak in my normal voice, not louder or slower, as one often does when speaking to those who do not share one’s language. Nasreen knows what I mean, and she smiles a little wider, revealing two of her bottom teeth are missing. She cannot be more than a decade my senior, yet the paths of our lives are so very different, she seems much older than she could truly be. She gives me another nod before leaving to go to the other room. Sim sits down and sighs.
“She does sewing work,” he says, gesturing at the next room, which looks much too dark for fine handicraft.
“Do you have siblings?” I ask, careful about treading into territory he would rather not share with me.
“An older brother. He is at work.” Sim does not add any more, glancing down at his hands.
“Have you worked at the hotel for long?”
“Not long, only a year.”
“How do you like it?”
“It is good work. I am lucky,” he replies dutifully. I wonder what he must really think but cannot ask. He saved me today, and I wish I could repay him in a way that would not insult his pride. I must think of something, some way to help him and his family, even if Daniel may argue it is not my place to interfere. That is not a mindset with which I can hold, and if he is honest, neither can he. If I can help, why shouldn’t I try?
“Have you been to many such protests before?” I ask, feeling like an interviewer, throwing questions at the young man, while he is Malia Zaidi obligated to answer. Soon I must leave, but it may seem insulting, as though I am put off by his home, if I rush away. Of course, if I am honest with myself, I am appalled by the fact that people live like this, but the sentiment is no judgment on him or his family. The disparity between rich and poor has never felt so acute and so wrong.
“I have been to a few protests with my brother. He is working today, and I have a night shift.”
“I see. It is brave to stand for something you believe in. I do not fault you or the other protestors for what you aim to achieve. When I was younger, women protested for years to be given the right to vote until we finally got it.”
“You think the Britishers will listen?”
“I am British and am listening, even if I have no power to affect the change you seek.”
“Do you think India should be independent?” he asks, eyes unblinking, a look of expectation on his young face. Do I? Perhaps I do. Though it is far more complicated than I truly understand. The British have been here for so long, what would self-rule look like for the people of India? It was once divided up into kingdoms, would it revert to that, or would it become one large, united land ruled over by one person, or by a parliament? Sim is naïve to believe it will be easy once the British relinquish their hold, still I understand his desire for it to be so, his hunger for change.
“I think it is a reasonable demand,” I say carefully, setting my empty cup on the table between us. “What does your free India look like?”
“It is ruled by Indians, not a King none of us have ever seen. It is a place in which we have the same opportunities as the British.” It is clear he is echoing these words from someone else, perhaps his older brother, perhaps a pamphlet written by none other than the famous Mr. Gandhi. Either way, it does not invalidate his argument, yet there are consequences when grand change is called for. When the suffragettes marched the streets, many were jailed, hurt, force-fed, and ostracized from their peers. England is dwarfed by India both in size and the scope of cultural differences, not to mention religious ones. It is warranted change, yet it will not be easy when it comes, and I am certain, sooner or later, it will.
“This is your home, not mine. I am only a visitor. Still, even I have seen the inequality you mention. I wish you well, Sim, but take caution. Today could have ended badly. I am very grateful you found me and helped.”
“I do not hate the English as others do. I should take you back to the hotel before my brother gets home. He would not like that I brought you here.”
“Of course,” I say and stand, not wishing to bring trouble to this young man who took a risk in coming to my aid. Besides, the sky is beginning to darken, bright blue slowly fading to orange and the day nears its end. Daniel will be getting nervous, unless he slept all day and hasn’t noticed my absence, which may be for the best for us both. I want to say goodbye to Nasreen, but she does not reappear, and Sim does not mention her, so I ask him to convey my message.
“She does not speak much English, but my brother and I learned in school,” he explains when we leave the house. I wonder how long he went to school. My guess is that he can be no older than eighteen. Despite his youthful appearance, however, he has a certain gravitas about him, which inspires respect. We pass by rows and rows of similar homes I did not notice when we arrived, my mind still spinning from the scene we had just escaped.
“You have always lived in this neighborhood?” I ask, hoping he does not read any judgment in my question. I cannot deny the conditions of his living space shock me. Yet it is not for him or his family I feel contempt, but for the powers who close their eyes to this inequity, who celebrate maharajas, wearing rings on every finger, and let their citizens live in hovels better suited to livestock than to human occupancy. It is a disgrace, and Daniel best prepare himself for a considerable tirade on the matter when I return.
“We lived in another neighborhood when I was younger and in school. It was demolished to build an officer’s club.” Sim shrugs, as if this is part and parcel of life, even if it must have shaped his perceptions more than he realizes, bolstering his resentment towards those he regards as occupiers. No doubt his brother felt it even more acutely, if he was older at the time, more aware of the tumult and strain of uprooting a life, leaving a community.
“We will take a bus. It is a long walk,” Sim says. He has grown quiet, uneasy with me now that the excitement of the previous hour has passed. Perhaps he worries that having been at the protest could get him into trouble at work?
“You can trust that I will keep the manner of our meeting between the two of us,” I say, though of course, Daniel will be informed of every detail. He will hardly betray the young man.
“Thank you. The Taj Hotel’s guests are mostly foreigners. It wouldn’t be good for anyone to know I was at a self-rule demonstration.”
“You need say no more. Surely some of your coworkers’ thoughts are aligned with your own, though?”
“Certainly, but most are unwilling to act. I do not blame them. They have families, children to feed, they cannot risk their employment.” Neither can he, I venture to guess, for he has mentioned no father. If he and his brother are the sole providers for their family, they must depend greatly on his wages.
We round a bend and find ourselves on a wide avenue with rickshaws and buses rolling by, throwing clouds of dust into the air. I dare not contemplate my appearance after today’s exploits. It hardly matters, given how the day might have ended had I not run into Sim.
“This is the bus you must take. It will stop at a side entrance of the hotel.” The bus comes to a heaving stop. “Will you be able to go alone?” he asks, eyeing me warily.
“Of course, young man, what do you take me for?” I smile, which elicits a grin in turn. “And Sim, if you need anything, my name is Evelyn Harper, and you know where to find me. I am very grateful to you.”
Sim only nods and I climb onto the bus. A man stands to offer me his seat and I take it gratefully, feeling suddenly weary after the unexpected madness of the day. The windows are too dusty for me to see if Sim is still standing by the side of the road when the bus pulls back into traffic, letting out a coughing sound, as it chugs along.



Chapter 19
I was being sincere when I offered Sim my help. I may not help him rid his homeland of the British, but perhaps there is something more practical I can do for him instead.
When I am deposited outside the hotel, a wave of exhaustion assails me. The heat and dust, excitement and fear of this day have come crashing down on me and I want nothing so much as a hot bath and Daniel... and maybe a spot of dinner.
“Evie, where have you been?” I catch Daniel pacing, wearing ruts into the carpet when I unlock the door. He is still pale, from concern rather than ill health, I suspect, and I pull him into an embrace.
“I am sorry I made you worry,” I whisper into his shoulder. He smells clean and familiar. After the mad blend of unaccustomed scents in the city, it is a comfort.
“Did something happen? You just wanted to have tea with Celeste, that couldn’t have taken so long.” Daniel sighs and rubs his eyes. “She is talkative, but not for hours.”
“I wasn’t with her very long. Just long enough to gauge that she did not like Roger very much. Afterwards, I came back, but you were still sleeping, so I decided to take a walk along the water to gather my thoughts. Then matters took a bit of an unexpected turn.”
“I should probably sit down. Do I need a drink?” Daniel asks. At least he is feeling well enough to joke.
“Sit first and let me explain.” My husband dutifully obeys. I crouch on the sofa beside him, pulling up my legs as I recount the day’s events. Something I have always liked about Daniel is his excellent skill as a listener, hardly ever interrupting until one finishes one’s tale. Such is the case now, even if his expression reveals that it is costing him some effort.
“Is that everything?” He asks when I fall silent. I nod. “Do you know what happened at the protest?”
“I understand it grew more violent after Sim and I left,” I say with a helpless shrug. Daniel’s expression darkens.
“Two men were shot by the police, Evie. Both died. The hotel was all a flurry because of the news. We have additional guards on the grounds, fearing growing unrest in the city.”
“Oh, what terrible news! I had hoped it was a warning shot we heard.”
“Maybe we came here at the wrong time.” Daniel shakes his head. “There is no great city in this world that is completely safe. It was bad luck that I stumbled upon the protest, and good luck that Sim found me. What a tragic outcome, though. The people were angry because a British officer had badly beaten his Indian servant. Now the tension will mount even more and understandably so.” I think of the two men who were killed. Did they live as Sim does with their families? Who will provide for their children when they are gone? Sim’s mother takes in sewing, but surely work like that cannot sustain a family. I am curious whether there is a missionary fund that supports those living in extreme poverty. Perhaps Jeremy Chambers could tell me.
“It was very fortunate Sim found you, or the mob of protestors may have turned their wrath and frustration on you. We owe that young man a debt.”
“I was shocked when I saw his home, Daniel. It is little more than a hovel. There are rats on the street outside and the door doesn’t lock. No one should have to live like that. The tenements in London are bad, but this is different. Sim may have a hope of escape. He is clever and must be a dependable worker to have found employment at the hotel.”
“It is like this everywhere. Families need their children to work, so they receive hardly any schooling, which means they struggle to find their way out of poverty. In addition, India still operates under the caste system, maintaining the status quo as it is. A troubling framework, even if similar structures are in effect even in places like London. There is always a hierarchy. We are part of it, too, though it is easy to forget sometimes.”
“But what can be done?” I ask, crossing my arms, leaning back against the cushions, waiting for his reply.
“I wish I knew.” Daniel takes a deep breath and frowns. “When I returned after the war, it was to an empty house, my family gone. But I was cared for, looked after in other ways. There was always money, food and drink, and the opportunity to travel as I pleased, running away from the memories that haunted me at home. I questioned what made me so fortunate to be born into my position and yet so unfortunate to have lost all that really mattered. Sometimes I felt I deserved the wealth my family left me, other times I hated it, thinking myself and my aimless wanderings unworthy of such privilege, not knowing how to make good use of it. I still feel that way sometimes. Especially since meeting people like Wilkins and Maisie at home. I imagine you felt the same when you hired Maeve.” He names his butler and the man’s sister as well as my maid, all of whom came from difficult circumstances. Wilkins was born in a poor house, Maisie a penniless widow, and Maeve the single mother of a little boy.
“People like you and I ought to do more.”
“You are right, and I can see how shaken you are by what you saw, far more, it seems, than by the fact that you narrowly avoided a riot where two people were killed.” Daniel raises his brows, and I shrug. He knows me well. The reality of what Sim and I escaped will likely strike me with more force only tonight, with the darkness dense around me. I have been a magnet for nightmares since childhood.
“I want to do something for Sim and his family,” I say, shifting to rest my head on Daniel’s shoulder.
“We will think of a way. For now, are you certain you are well?”
“Quite, if rather filthy.”
“Yes,” Daniel says meaningfully, earning a gentle poke to his side.
In the bath, suds up to my chin, I am acutely aware of the luxury of it. How do Sim and his family bathe? He and his mother looked clean, still the rats just beyond their flimsy door will bring grime to their home. I would like to know how to help, what can be done without appearing like an intruder with pockets too deep for her own good. Who could help me find an answer to this question? The Purcells? They have lived in India long enough to have a strong understanding of the place, surely. However, I feel it must be someone native to this country, who takes pride in it and wishes conditions to be improved. Rafiq will not come from circumstances such as Sim’s, for he is university educated, which would not have been a priority, if there was difficulty putting food on the table. The question is, would he be willing to speak with me? There is something closed off about him. Admittedly, this may be a false impression or simply his understandable desire to separate his professional and personal life. Yet I recall the way he looked at Horace Quigley on the night of Roger’s death and wonder.



Chapter 20
“Thus far, it is a rather maddening case. All we really know is that Roger was ambitious and that a few people didn’t much like him, namely Rafiq and Celeste.” I frown at my toast, sitting at breakfast.
“Don’t forget, there is the possibility that he left England under a black cloud. I have been wondering how to investigate his past. Since we have no connections here, I will send Harold a telegram and ask if he might be able to do some digging. The man is bored of retirement in any case.”
“He is newly married!” I exclaim. “He should be lost in bliss and not bored.”
Daniel grins. “Agnes won’t like having him underfoot all the time. Both are used to living alone, or alone with servants to cater to them. In any case, it cannot hurt to ask. All of his friends are old army mates. He is always telling me about Colonel this and Major that.”
“True enough, why not? I want to pay a visit to the club and hopefully speak with Parvati, or even better, her father as well.”
“Hari Patel is not likely to tell you anything about the club’s members, dead or alive,” Daniel observes, and while it irks me, he is probably right. Mr. Patel has no reason to trust me, and even if he did, discretion is critical in the running of a reputable club. He and Quigley would risk losing members, if it emerged that they were gossiping about them to all and sundry.
“I also want to see Violet. We could pay the Purcell’s a visit. She may have questions for me, too, since I was the one who found Roger.”
“She would probably prefer to know less rather than more. Not everyone has your morbid curiosity, my love.” Daniel winks. “But what do I know? Shall we see the Purcells first, after I contact Harold, and go to the club from there? I overheard someone this morning saying a Rugby game is planned for this afternoon, so Mr. Patel, his daughter and Quigley will surely be around.”
It is agreed. Two hours later, we find ourselves knocking on the door of the Purcell’s home in Malabar Hill. We called ahead, for the sake of decorum, and were told by Artie, who answered himself, that we would be a welcome distraction.
“How are you coping?” Daniel asks, as we follow Artie into a small conservatory with a view of the garden. The sun is shining and the greenery is lush, flowers in all shades of the rainbow bobbing their heads in the soft breeze.
“For myself I am managing. I have seen more than my fair share of death, and though it never ceases to appall me, I recognize life’s fragility.” It is a profound sentiment from a man who may be described as the very definition of hardy, but I understand. Humans are a walking contradiction, at times capable of withstanding and overcoming great pain, illness and injury, at others crumbling as if made of paper in the rain.
“And Violet?” I ask, looking at Maggie. I had hoped to catch a glimpse of the young woman, but can hardly make such a demand. I heard the squeal of a child somewhere in the house, so I assume she is not far.
“She refuses to speak of it,” Maggie says. I can see exhaustion in the circles under her eyes. The liveliness I observed in her and Artie on the dancefloor has all but vanished. I suppose she would not speak so frankly with us, near strangers, were it not for her utter weariness and a feeling that propriety hardly matters anymore.
“She is in denial,” Artie adds, and I detect a trace of disapproval in his voice. I doubt he has ever been one to shy away from reality, dire as it has been at times, and perhaps struggles to understand why Violet does not do the same, even as he aches for her and Alice.
“It will take time to come to terms with her new situation,” I say gently. “She is still so young.”
“She doesn’t seem to realize that things will change.” Artie shakes his head. “Just spends all her time with Alice and wants to go home again tomorrow, if you can believe it!”
This does surprise me. I took Violet to be far less independent than this plan suggests. She may consider it best for her daughter to be in her familiar house, or she is overwhelmed by her parent’s concern. Yet being in her marital home must cause her pain.
“I don’t like the thought of her and Alice being there alone. Heaven knows if his killer has his sights set on her as well. The police Malia Zaidi have been useless and the murderer is still roaming free.” Artie thumps the arm of his chair and scowls.
“Artie, please, don’t talk like that,” Maggie pleads, two deep lines etched into her brow.
“You know it’s true, Maggie, and you know I am not one to mince my words. Vi and Alice should stay here where they are safe. Anyone who wishes harm on my girls would have to go through me first.”
I cannot but smile at the image his words conjure up in my mind and would envy no one a confrontation with Artie Purcell. He may be friendly and gentle in many respects, but without a doubt fiercely protective of those who matter to him. I doubt he would shy away from anything, if it meant protecting them. He must feel as if he failed his daughter in some way by not being able to protect Roger when he was in need, even if the notion is ludicrous. Nobody could have predicted what would happen that night. I venture even the killer had not planned to strike as he they did.
“The funeral is arranged for Friday, you’ll come, of course?” When Daniel and I nod in unison, he continues, “He’ll get a worthy military sendoff, Roger will.” Artie nods to himself. “Vi wanted Chambers to lead the service, but I talked her out of it. He hardly knew Roger!”
I cast a quick glance at Daniel, who must echo my thoughts. Why is Violet so fond of the young clergyman? Is it merely for the support and kindness he offers or is there more to it? Admittedly, my mind is constantly geared towards suspicion, so I am judging Chambers unfairly, but I also cannot rule him out. I know too little of both him and of Violet; and as the picture of Roger is beginning to develop, even he remains largely enigmatic. It would help to hear from some of his comrades, but as Daniel has already suggested, I doubt anyone will speak openly of the dead man, especially to a woman they do not know. I worry that our gathering here shall come to an end without me having a chance to pursue the reason we came to begin with, a conversation with Roger’s widow. In an effort to orchestrate such an event, I excuse myself.
The house is spread over two floors, the rooms large with tall ceilings to circulate the air. If I had more time, I should love to look at the trinkets and works of art on the walls and side tables, ask questions about their origins and prepare myself to be regaled with stories of adventure. Alas, time is of the essence, and I force myself to abandon further examination of the Purcell’s décor. The child’s cry I noted earlier came from upstairs, which is where I was directed in my search of the lavatory. I have seen only one servant and he was busy outside, though I am certain the Purcells employ a cook and a maid or two. The silent house serves my purpose well, as I climb the carpeted stairs. I know I am overstepping, but if it serves to offer any enlightenment in this case, it will be worthwhile. The upstairs is divided by a corridor that runs the length of the house, six doors, three on either side. Three are closed, one open to reveal a neatly made bed. Two are ajar. It is from the one at the end of the hall on the right, that the soft sound of a child’s mewling rings out. I take a deep breath and tap the door.
“Mother?” comes Violet’s voice. I take this as an invitation to poke my head through the gap.
“Violet, hello, I was looking for the bath, when I heard Alice. How are you?” She is sitting in an armchair, while Alice stands on a rug, clutching a teddy bear and looking up at me with big curious eyes. It tugs at my heart to think such a sweet, innocent child will never know her father. Whoever Roger was, whatever flaws he may have had, he surely loved his daughter and would have hoped to see her grow. There will be a great deal of wondering on the little girl’s part; endless what-ifs will accompany her through her life from now on. Questions to which she will never find answers. All the more reason to be certain the one regarding her father’s death is known, the killer brought to justice, whatever justice can be had when a life is taken.
“You were there that night. I remember.” Violet nods more to herself than to me. Perhaps she has forgotten we met before in this very house.
“Yes, I was. May I come in?” Another nod and I slip into the room, crouching on a small stool that puts me at a height disadvantage, but is the only other seat.
“You found Roger.” It is not a question. She is not as deeply lost in denial as Artie claims, even if her words are spoken in a monotone which makes me suspect she is still slightly sedated.
“I’m afraid so, yes. I am so sorry, Violet.”
“Did you kill him?” The question spoken in her flat voice startles me.
“Of course not.”
“Then why are you sorry?”
“I...well, for your loss,” I stammer, finding myself unnerved by her manner. She stares at me, hardly seeing me at all. Alice, meanwhile, is babbling unintelligibly and trying to squeeze her teddy’s head through the bars of her cot with moderate success.
“I told Roger I didn’t want to go to the club that night. I told him. He didn’t listen. He wanted to speak to Colonel Lathbury. He should have listened.”
“Why didn’t you want to go?”
“I hate it there. I hate all the artifice. It is so wearying.”
“I understand what you mean. But Roger liked it?”
“I suppose. He didn’t really like most of the people there. Many of them were his superiors and there’s competition in the ranks, he used to say. Used to say,” she repeats slowly, as if the past tense tastes strange on her tongue.
“Did he dislike anyone in particular?” I ask carefully, eager to avoid alarming her, though in her state, it is unlikely.
“He said Celeste Courtland was a disgrace. She makes me nervous, too, always saying what comes to mind. I hardly ever say what I think without considering it before it leaves my mouth.” She lets out a mirthless laugh, which surprises me, her expression almost instantly returning to its prior placidity, as though the moment never happened.
“Sometimes it is good to deliberate before one speaks. Did Roger think Celeste was too bold in what she says or how she behaves?”
“Both, I suppose. We tried to avoid her at the parties. Thankfully Jeremy was there. She doesn’t hold with religion and stayed away from us all evening.”
“Did Roger like Jeremy? Was he a religious man?”
“Everyone likes Jeremy, although Roger wasn’t much interested. He went to church with me and the family, still he didn’t truly believe. You cannot force it, Jeremy says, but what will happen to his soul? Jeremy told me the lord is merciful.” Merciful, I think. What is merciful about taking a father from his child, a husband from his young wife? I feel an unreasonable rush of anger towards Chambers and his naïve preaching, but perhaps I am simply envious and resentful of those who find comfort in that which evades me. All the same, Violet does not appear particularly comforted; she seems numb.
“When did you meet Jeremy?” I ask instead of launching into existential musings that would float past Violet like a scent on the breeze. My absence will soon be noted. I need to gather some information, even as I feel a trickle of guilt for asking Violet my questions in her vulnerable state. Yet I suspect it makes her answer honestly, less rehearsed than usual.
“Was there someone with whom Roger had any trouble? Was there rivalry between him and the other men in his ranks?”
“There was Major Agarwal. I don’t know why Roger disliked him. He seems friendly to me. He is carrying on with Celeste, you know. It’s supposed to be a secret, but we’re all aware of it. Celeste is never very discreet.”
“Major Agarwal?” I repeat the name. It does not ring familiar, and I would have remembered, had we been introduced. “Was he at the club that night?”
“No. He is not a member and Celeste has never brought him as a guest, though she would love nothing more than to scandalize us. I wouldn’t mind if he came. Then she would not pay attention to me or to Roger. He is young. Why would he be interested in someone like Celeste? She will never give him children.”
I do not mention that sometimes children are, in fact, the last thing men want and just nod instead, storing away his name for later consideration. Alice toddles over and holds out her arms to Violet who lifts the child onto her lap, cradling her and kissing her head, making the little one squirm. They are a family of two now. Of course, Maggie and Artie will do their best, but it is not the same. I have outstayed my welcome, for Violet is entirely absorbed in her child, as if I have vanished or was never there at all. I get to my feet, gently pat the top of Alice’s head and offer Violet a smile she does not return before leaving the room.



Chapter 21
By way of Artie’s introduction some days ago, Daniel and I are easily admitted to the club. The rugby game hasn’t started, and I do not envy the players in this heat. There is already a sizable crowd gathering in the dining hall and spilling out onto the terrace and lawn. No one, it seems, was dissuaded from entering that space by news of the grim murder that occurred here mere days ago. Everyone appears merry, yet moving through the crowd, I occasionally hear Roger’s name mentioned in scandalized whispers. The Lathburys stand on one side of the terrace and beckon us over. Perhaps they can introduce us once more to Hari Patel, even though it is his daughter I am keen to question.
“We have just come from the Purcells,” Daniel says after perfunctory greetings are taken care of.
“Oh dear. That poor family,” Diana Lathbury says, shaking her head. There is something regal about her which I noticed the first time we met and it is present again, even as she wears a plain blue shift that pales in comparison to some of the more extravagant dresses on display today, certainly the one Celeste Courtland wears. She is standing amid a group of men, a rope of pearls coiled around her neck, dripping down her chest onto the vibrant orange silk dress that flares out at the knees. She is clearly enjoying the attention. I wonder whether Violet was right in suggesting that she is involved with Major Agarwal. It has become a practice for certain Indian army officers to be sent to the esteemed Sandhurst Academy for their education and training. Perhaps he is one of them, given his rank. I wonder that he is not a member of the Gymkhana, for today there are a few Indians present, only men, however.
“You know the Purcells well?” I ask Colonel Lathbury . We did not have a chance to speak much at dinner, but the fact that Roger was so keen on his approval makes him an intriguing figure. He seems an earnest man, shrewd even. Someone who would see through insincerity in a matter of seconds.
“I’ve known Artie and Maggie the better part of two decades. We met first in England then again here. He’s as forthright a man as I have ever come across.” Lathbury smiles and adds, “Even if he has a bit of a temper on him sometimes. But he’s calmed down over the years, if you can believe it.”
“Was he close to Roger? He certainly is to Violet.”
“He has always doted on her. Broke his heart more than Maggie’s I daresay, when she went off to school in England. It was what she wanted, and what she wanted she got.” Maybe it is in my mind, yet I detect a hint of disapproval in the colonel’s voice.
“Do you have children?” I ask.
“A son and a daughter,” Diana answers, smiling. “Jane and Martin. Jane is married and living in Portsmouth. Martin is stationed in Kashmir.”
“He followed you into the army,” Daniel notes. I suspect Colonel Lathbury expected nothing less of his son.
“Indeed, he did.” Lathbury nods. “But to answer your question about Roger,” he says, “Artie would not have approved of him as a spouse for his daughter, if he did not respect him, though perhaps he would not have prevented a marriage. As I said, he likes to indulge Violet.”
“You make her sound cosseted!” his wife interrupts. “Vi is a dear girl, really. It isn’t her fault that Artie succumbs to her every wish.”
“No, it is a fault in him and Maggie for their lack of discipline in raising her,” Lathbury remarks, smiling to soften his words. Yet I doubt he would have spoken to them if he did not mean what he said.
“Did Roger ever approach you about a promotion?” Daniel asks, and I am thankful to him for steering the conversation onto the desired path. I trust the colonel appreciates directness.
“He did,” Lathbury replies, pleased with Daniel’s question. Not for the first time do I sense that he has rather more regard for the thoughts and opinions of men, even as his wife seems unafraid to assert hers.
“He wanted you to put in a good word?”
“Something like that. Nothing wrong with it.”
“Did you?” I ask.
“No. I prefer men to receive their commendations based on merit, not on whom they know. Roger was a fine officer, but I had witnessed nothing in his actions to paint him as exemplary. I suggested Major Agarwal for promotion instead.”
“We have heard the name once before today.”
“Doesn’t surprise me. Good man.” Lathbury nods his approval. Good man, but mysterious. Will we ever lay eyes on the fellow?
“Roger must have been frustrated to be passed over,” I note.
“That is the nature of life. Sometimes you win, sometimes others do. It is a good lesson to learn.” Lathbury shrugs. “Now if you would excuse us, I see a friend I must speak to. Enjoy the game.” Diana gives us a generous smile as she and her husband leave to join a uniformed man with a nose that must have been broken so often a doctor finally decided resetting it was futile. I turn to Daniel.
“So, Roger was going to miss out on a promotion. I wonder who made the final decision? What if he quarreled with that person and the other got the upper hand?”
“It’s possible, but I am not convinced. By quarreling with a superior officer and in a physical manner at that, Roger would have risked destroying his career. If our sources are reliable, he was too ambitious, perhaps one might go so far as to say too calculating, for such a misstep.” He opens his mouth again, and hesitates, glancing over my shoulder. I turn to follow his gaze and notice Hari Patel speaking with Horace Quigley at the edge of the terrace. Both men wear anxious expressions, which could be a result of work related anxiety, or it could be rather more sinister. When I turn back to look at Daniel, something – or rather someone – more interesting than the two men catches my eye. The unmistakable figure of Parvati Patel has just slipped from the terrace into the main building.
“It’s Parvati!” I hiss in an excited whisper. “I have to follow her.” Without awaiting Daniel’s answer, I hurry after the young woman before she gets lost in the crowd or disappears into an area of the club to which I have no access.
I see her ahead, carrying an empty tray. She wears the pale blue uniform of the serving staff and has pinned a lotus flower into her long black hair which makes her stand out from everyone else.
“Miss Patel!” I call out, not too loudly, for I desire no attention other than that of the young woman. Few people are in this area of the club, most having congregated outdoors, which suits my purposes well enough. She turns around, a forced smile on her lips.
“Yes, madam? How can I help?” For all her loveliness, there is a weariness in her countenance, speaking of lost sleep, worry or dissatisfaction with life. Then again, I may be assigning these qualities to the woman I have cast in my mind as unhappily in love with my tour guide, an assumption for which I have no proof beyond my womanly intuition which, I confess, is not infallible.
“You may not remember me, we met a few nights ago at the dinner?”
“I remember. I will never forget that night as long as I live.” She shudders and tucks the tray under her arm.
“Neither shall I. Do you have a moment to speak with me? I won’t ask much of your time, I know you are busy on such a day.” I see her hesitation, but she finally nods. In unspoken agreement, we move into a smaller room, adjacent to the dining hall. It is a trophy room, with a glass cabinet displaying gilded cups and medals on velvet cushions.
“Did you know Roger Quinn? I gather he and his family came here frequently?”
“I knew him by sight,” she replies, glancing at her hands, an indication that there is more she is not saying. I cannot blame her. Would I be willing to speak openly with a stranger about a man who has just been murdered in the club my father helps manage? For all she knows, I could merely be after fodder for gossip that would damage the reputation of the Gymkhana Club.
“The police will have asked you all about them, I am sure.” I offer a sympathetic shrug.
“No, no one asked me. They spoke to my father and most of the staff but not me.”
This is puzzling, though not surprising. In the chaos of that night, it was easy enough to overlook one or the other person. Yet it strikes me as odd that a woman such as Parvati Patel escaped notice.
“And what would you have told them, had they asked?”
“I -” She stops herself, regards me with her large brown eyes. “Why do you want to know, if I may ask?”
“You may indeed. I know the Purcells and Quinns only a little. Nothing you could say about them would cause offense nor would it reach their ears, you have my word. I ask because I think you are an observant woman, and I imagine you have formed an opinion of the people who visit the club with regularity, including Roger Quinn.”
“Why does it matter to you, madam?”
“I found his body.” I decide to omit the fact that my inquiry comes in the unofficial capacity of a private detective. I cannot gauge Malia Zaidi how she would react to a lady detective and a British one in Bombay at that. She may simply think me meddlesome and I daresay she would not be alone in that particular – if unflattering – estimation.
“That is terrible!”
“It was. So, you understand, I feel the need to find some answers.”
“Yes, I do.”
“Was Roger Quinn well liked? I have heard a variety of answers, but you may have a good sense of his reputation at the club.”
“Everyone seemed to know him, or he knew them. It was always he who approached people, rarely the other way around. Although I did not watch him very carefully, of course,” she is quick to add. I wonder whether it is true. Might my initial suspicion prove true that Roger set his sights on this lovely woman, his own wife withdrawn and unhappy. He would not be the first nor the last. If it had been so, might Rafiq or Hari Patel have taken revenge? It sounds far-fetched, given my complete lack of evidence to support such a claim. Again I catch myself making Roger a villain in his own death. Why, I wonder, can I not help myself from coming to such a conclusion?
“Was he friendly, polite?”
“Yes, always polite.” I sense there is more to be said and wait for her to fill the silence, which she does after a moment. “Sometimes he was – what is the word? – he did not mean it?”
“He was insincere?”
“Yes, that is it. He smiled, but it was not in his eyes, and when he turned away, the smile disappeared. Many people are like that.”
“True enough. We all present a slightly altered version of ourselves to different people. The public sees someone else than those to whom we are closest, don’t you agree?”
“Yes,” she says slowly, as if I am luring her into a trap.
“I notice it in myself.” I smile to set her at ease. “I behave differently with my husband than in company. It is only natural, just as I am sure you are different with your family or friends than at work. You are not married?”
“No,” she says quickly and looks at her hands again, which are folded in her lap. Goodness, the girl would be a disastrous cards player! She displays her unease so openly, I almost wonder whether it is some sort of double bluff. Yet she appears quite guileless. All the same, I have been fooled before. I contemplate asking about a sweetheart but push the question aside. It would only serve to make her pull away from me. She is under no obligation, after all, to answer any questions. But I believe part of her is eager to speak. There is something on her mind, waiting for release. I only need to find the right words to coax it to the light.
“Did Mr. Quinn ever speak to you?”
“Sometimes. He liked whisky. I do not serve alcohol, but he did not seem to know. I had to find Rashid or Jamal, who deal with that.”
“Was he friendly? I imagine some of the members get a little too friendly when they are very fond of whisky.” I suppress the urge to wink.
“Yes, some of them. I have been fortunate. They like my father, so they are more respectful.”
“Do any women who work here have complaints about guests?”
“A few, maybe.” She shrugs and meets my eyes. “That has nothing to do with Mr. Quinn.”
I nod, holding her gaze. I can tell there is more she wishes to say. So, Roger did not overstep with the women...
“Do any of the male staff have similar grievances?”
She narrows her eyes until comprehension dawns and a ghost of a smile touches her full lips. “Not that I am aware, madam. They would not tell me in any case.”
“Parvati – may I call you that?” At her nod I continue, deciding to be frank. “Did you like Mr. Quinn? It’s all right, your answer will not offend me.” I watch her, trying not to look too eager as I wait for a reply. Her hesitation makes me think whatever her feelings about Roger Quinn, they are not wholly flattering.
“I did not like him very much, no.” She takes a deep breath. “It was not on account of any misbehavior towards the staff or me, but I overheard him speaking harshly to his wife. Mrs. Quinn is gentle and quiet. We do not see her very often, but she is always polite and kind. One day a new girl spilled a red cocktail all over Mrs. Quinn’s pale blue dress. It must have been ruined, still she did not make a fuss. Later my father told me she asked that no trouble should come to the girl for her mistake.”
“I, too, have the impression she is a caring woman,” I say, though frankly, my impression of Violet is rather hazy. “You imply that Mr. Quinn did not treat her with the same regard.”
“I overheard them once.” Hastily, she adds, “I do not listen in on conversations, but they did not take note of me.”
“Of course. How could you avoid hearing the odd bit here and there.”
“Yes, exactly. They had arrived late for a dinner celebrating Colonel Brown’s retirement, and Mr. Quinn was upset. This was less than a year ago, I believe. I was tending to the coats that evening, because I had a cold and wasn’t allowed near the food. They must not have paid me attention, because he said in a very severe tone, ‘You are forcing me to live a lie. The least you can do is be supportive the few times I ask anything of you.’ I remember it exactly, word for word. She looked close to tears, and he turned his back on her and walked away. I wanted to say something but didn’t want to embarrass her, or let her know I had overheard.”
“He said she was forcing him to live a lie?” I sense myself frowning. What could he have meant? I ask Parvati as much.
“I wondered about it myself. They usually presented themselves as a happy couple. But as you said, people are not always who they appear in public.”
“No, I suppose not. He never acted aggressively towards her, did he?”
“Never. That was the only time I ever heard him speak in such a way. It was a moment. Later in the evening, they behaved as they always did.” Parvati shrugs and presses her lips into a tight line, as if this might prevent her from saying more.
“Perhaps you should tell the police what you overheard, Parvati,” I suggest, uncertain whether it could be of any relevance, but clinging to any thread I can grasp. “Or I can do it for you. Does anyone else know?”
She shakes her head, glances at her hands, a nervous habit, I have noticed during our brief interaction.
“You didn’t tell your parents?” I coax.
“No.”
“Your friends?” Her reaction tells me I am getting closer. Slowly, slowly, I instruct myself, fighting my impatience. “Have you told anyone here? Someone you trust?” She looks at me and sighs.
“There is a server, Rafiq. I told him.” She adds, “He noticed I was upset.”
“I know Rafiq.”
Now she is the one to look surprised. “You do? Oh, yes, he was here that awful night.”
“He has been a guide for my husband and me.”
“He is very clever.”
“And he is your friend?” I ask. The answer is clearly more complicated, and I am excited to proclaim to Daniel that my intuition was correct! Parvati and Rafiq, the names have a pleasant ring to them, I decide, before she has even replied.
“He is friendly to everyone.” Yes, yes, I think, and the sky is green. Still, it is not Parvati’s romantic life I am trying to uncover – all right, it is a bit – but the mystery of Roger’s death. I sense she has little more to share and is fidgeting with the hem of her shawl. She gives me permission to inform the police of what she told me, and I thank her before bidding her good day. I wait a few moments longer in the trophy room, allowing the conversation to take root in my mind. Parvati couldn’t offer much in the way of substantial information, for a tiff between husband and wife is surely quite ordinary. Yet Roger’s words were too specific to be taken as a meaningless comment made in a quarrel. You are forcing me to live a lie. What sort of resentment ran between these two people within the short span of their marriage? I had an immediate impression all was not right between them but was willing to accept Daniel’s assumption that an ailing child or lack of sleep had been at the root of their tension. Now, however, that notion might be dismissed, to be replaced by new possibilities. It will not be easy to speak with Violet again, for earlier when I returned to Artie, Maggie and Daniel and they inquired where I had been, I noticed a distinct cooling of the atmosphere when I admitted having spoken to their daughter. They are protective of her, naturally, as they should be, but are they also hiding something? Could Artie, who seems to possess no guile in his blunt manner, know far more than he lets on about his son-in-law and possibly even about the man’s death? Questions upon questions, but in my experience, the right questions can lead to the right answers, too.



Chapter 22
“A rather strange comment to make, especially in public. Maybe Parvati, similar to the other staff, had become part of the scenery for Roger and he did not notice her presence.” Daniel shrugs. We are walking along the waterfront, the sky a darkening blue, though I cannot catch sight of a single star. The onset of night brings with it a welcome breeze of cool air, rolling in on the tide. It is pleasant to be out of doors after the crowd and heat of the Gymkhana Club rugby game. We were told by the hotel manager to stay on the main roads, for the riot and its disastrous results have created an almost palpable tension and reprisals are feared. There are fewer people about tonight than I have seen at any other time. Usually there are numerous couples, sitting closely together on the uneven boulders that act as sea-breakers. This evening, however, they are few and far between. Despite the pleasant rush of cool wind on my face, I feel ill at ease and fight the impulse to look over my shoulder every few minutes.
“I am going to visit Celeste again. If there were rumors about the Quinn marriage making the rounds, she is the one who would know.”
“We were supposed to go to Siddhivinayak Temple tomorrow,” Daniel reminds me. “Can we occasionally pretend we are on our honeymoon and not caught in an Agatha Christie novel, sadly without Hercule Poirot, who could take on the task of detection in your stead?”
“Oh, you’re enjoying it! You can admit it,” I tease, nudging him. He shakes his head but cannot hide a smile. “It was your idea to contact Harold and dig into Roger’s move from England to India, may I remind you.”
“Only to prevent you from rolling up at the army headquarters demanding answers!”
“What do you take me for?”
“Nosy, my dear, nosy. But what a lovely nose you do have.”
I huff but cannot stay displeased with Daniel for long. “You haven’t heard from Harold, have you? I wonder whether Roger’s comment to Violet had something to do with his past. But in what way was she then forcing him to live a lie? He was more than ten years her senior. They had not known one another very long. He had already been in India several years by the time she returned after her schooling in England.”
“Maybe they met when she was in England?”
“Artie mentioned Roger had not seen his father in nearly a decade. If he had gone back home, surely he would have.”
“If their relationship was strained, neither may have desired the other’s company.”
“Hm...”
“And if, by some strange coincidence bordering on a miracle, Roger met Violet during such a visit, she was practically adolescent!”
“History has taught us men are not exactly revolted by younger women.” I raise an eyebrow. “Even obscenely younger ones. While Violet is quite pretty, she has a nervous nature, and the attentions of a man like Roger would probably have felt like a great flattery.”
“If we allow ourselves to entertain this notion for a moment, he may have heard she was the daughter of a Brigadier. In fact, even if they did not meet under such unlikely circumstances, I suspect Artie’s position played at least a small part in Roger’s attraction to Violet.”
“And I thought you were a romantic!”
“A romantic realist, need I remind you?”
“Maybe she made him a promise when they met? An indication that she could convince her father to help Roger advance his career?”
“Do you think she was that desperate for Roger’s affection? I did not have much of an impression of her, but to believe a man only wanted to marry her for the connection to her father would surely have put off an educated young woman, even a reserved, timid one.”
“You underestimate the power of infatuation. Heaven knows what I might have tried to sell you to win your heart?”
“Tragically, I shall never know. You had it within moments.”
We decide to turn around, walking once more in the direction of the hotel. The lights of the Taj twinkle in the distance, a beacon in this strange and fascinating city.
“Daniel! There is another answer to explain Roger’s comment!” I exclaim, stopping in my tracks as a thought, so obvious it almost hurts, assails me.
“I am all ears.” Curiosity mingles with amusement on Daniel’s face. I decide to ignore the latter and launch ahead.
“What if Alice is not Roger’s child!”



Chapter 23
“She is the image of her mother, but that does not prove she was Roger’s daughter,” I continue, any weariness having evaporated as this new line of investigation takes shape in my mind.
“It doesn’t discount the great likelihood that she is, however. Roger does not strike me as the sort of man to accept a cuckoo’s child as his own.”
“Unless he decided being part of Violet’s family was worth the sacrifice.”
“Possibly,” Daniel concedes. I have not convinced him. I have not convinced myself either, yet the notion that Roger’s resentment arose from his wife having cuckolded him seems plausible at least.
“This still does not explain why someone killed him and not the other way around. Besides, Alice is two years old. If she isn’t his child, whose is she and when did Roger find out?” I take a deep breath of sea air and contemplate the questions that have blossomed in my mind. “The Purcells are protective of Violet. Any parent would be, of course, but what if they know much more than they are letting on? What if,” I say, clutching Daniel’s arm, “Roger threatened to leave or expose Violet for her betrayal? Artie would not have stood for it. He might have silenced Roger before the man had a chance to open his mouth.”
“I struggle with the notion of Artie as the killer. He seemed genuinely distraught, and he may be many things, but the man is not destined for the stage.”
“The murder was committed in a fit of passion, that much we have agreed upon. Perhaps Artie killed Roger and when the body was found, he was so stunned by his own actions it manifested as genuine shock.”
“Possible, but so far, this is mere supposition. How can you prove Alice is not Roger’s child?”
“By finding the real father.”
“Let me guess. You suspect Jeremy Chambers, the clergyman?” Daniel grins. This is, in fact, the route my mind has begun to traverse. He does know me well, this husband of mine. “That theory is flawed. Chambers has only been here a little over a year. Alice is two.”
“We have no guarantee Chambers was telling the truth. The two appear rather close. Unusually close, don’t you agree?”
“Not if he is comforting her in her grief.”
“Oh, must you be so sensible?” I sigh and shake my head.
“You think Violet and Chambers were carrying on under Roger’s nose? Their friendship – I shall call it that for now – was very obvious. Would they have been so reckless if they were lovers?”
“Violet appears quite naïve, maybe so.”
“Chambers has a lot to lose, if it is true. He can marry, certainly, but to have an affair and a child out of wedlock with a married woman is another matter entirely. He would be excommunicated!”
“For the sake of love, he may take the risk. He could return to England with Violet and Alice. The Purcells are well off, they will provide for their daughter.”
“It seems a bit much, a bit far-fetched, to be honest, Evie. A naughty priest and an illegitimate child?”
“But not impossible, you must admit.”
It is Daniel’s turn to sigh. “No, not impossible.” We have reached the hotel. I am suddenly energized and do not wish to return indoors yet, so we walk up to the Gateway of India and sit on the steps leading down to the sea. The light cast by the street lanterns turns the water into puddles of liquid gold dappled with black, each time the surface of the water shifts and swells against the shore. On the other side of Back Bay, lights glitter in the distance, and here and there I see the flash of a seagull dipping down to the water, then soaring up again, disappearing into the deep blue night.
“Maybe all of this is wrong, and I am allowing my imagination to take a hold of me. Do you think I am incapable of enjoying a peaceful holiday?” I ask, leaning my head against Daniel’s shoulder.
“Not incapable.” I hear a smile in his voice.
“But?”
“I think you have the powerful urge to restore harmony to an unharmonious world. Not a bad thing in itself, unless it robs you of your peace in the process, and we both know it does. I would never try to dissuade you from the pursuit of your profession or from doing what you think is right, yet sometimes you seem to prefer the realms of discord and wickedness more than enjoying the realm of love and comfort in your reach.” We are silent for a few moments as I let his words settle. That which remains unspoken is almost as audible as what he said aloud. I have carried a sense of frustration about the loss of my parents well into adulthood, even if logically I understand it was a tragic accident. I desire to find answers now, to restore some semblance of peace to a world which, in truth, has rarely known the meaning of the word. Daniel recognizes this because he understands from personal experience.
My head rests on his shoulder, my eyes focused on the ambiguous distance.
“The world can be such a dark place, Evie. I worry that one day it will swallow you, if you persist in this business.”
“One day it will swallow all of us,” I reply bleakly. Ours is indeed not the sort of chit-chat honeymoons are made of, I suspect. But we are who we are.
“I would not try to hamper you in your endeavors. You are brilliant, my dear detective, and I feel proud having you by my side, but I wish it to be as long as at all possible. After the war, after William, Henry and our parents were gone, I was convinced nothing would ever bring me hope again. Then you arrived in Crete and set about solving Caspar’s murder. Though I recognized in you the heaviness of living with ghosts, I also saw something so bright, I craved to be a part of it. Since then, that desire has never waned. I would lose all sense if I lost you.”
“It is a mad thing to love someone.” I take hold of his hand.
“Sheer lunacy.”
“At least when we have children the madness will be divided up among more subjects to love.”
“What a delightful projection,” Daniel says, unable to stop himself from smiling. “Heaven help us if we have a daughter. She will likely take after her Mama in every way, and I will undoubtedly go gray and bald well before my time.”
“I will love a bald Daniel, too,” I say, and add, “Though I doubt you would say the same of me. Men are so fickle.”
“I would most certainly!” he says in mock affront. “And I would buy you the best hats Paris has to offer to keep your clever head warm.”
“Better to solve all the murders I run into.”
Daniel sighs. “And there we are again.”
“I will claim the last word, and suggest we go inside. Let us forget about murder and mayhem for tonight. Or I will try my very best at least.”
“I will take what I can get.”
“Not the last word,” I say and jump up running towards the hotel, hearing Daniel right behind me, laughing.



Chapter 24
“I didn’t expect to see you again so soon, though I’m not complaining.” Celeste leans back languidly on her sofa, eyes never leaving mine. I called her in the morning to ask whether I might come round. She agreed, as long as it was past noon, she needed a few hours of added beauty rest after the rugby game. She said this as if she herself had wrestled in the mud, but I thanked her and agreed, appearing at her house two minutes past the hour.
“I have a somewhat delicate question and will get straight to the point. Did you ever hear rumors of anything untoward between Violet Quinn and Jeremy Chambers?”
“My, my, you are direct. Where did you hear such a thing?”
“I didn’t.”
“I suspected you had a lively imagination. I recognize in others what I possess myself.”
“So, you do not think it is true?” I ask, vaguely unsettled by her unblinking stare.
“I didn’t say that. Fantasy isn’t always far removed from reality, is it? I confess, in this case, you are the first to suggest any such alliance...or rather dalliance.”
“You’ve never suspected it yourself? You indicated that Violet and Roger’s marriage was not all it appeared.”
“By which I did not mean to indicate our sweet little Violet had strayed.” There is derision in her description of Violet, and I stiffen, remembering the young woman. Whatever she did, I do not believe she killed Roger and her distraught, eerily sedate manner leaves me feeling very sad for her. All the same, the truth must emerge and knowing whether she and Jeremy are or were involved could be critical. Still, something in Celeste’s tone tells me I may have misjudged.
“Roger?” I ask. “Were there rumors of his infidelity?” This could support my initial suspicion that he had his sights set on Parvati, a notion I more or less discounted since speaking to the woman and hearing of her uneasiness towards the dead man.
“He wouldn’t be the first married man to seek comfort outside the marital bed.”
“Do you have any proof? You must tell the police. If there was another woman, she could be connected to the murder. Her husband might -”
“She is unmarried.”
“Even so, you -” I fall silent, realization dawning. “Oh...it’s you.”
“Don’t look so shocked, dear, it will give you wrinkles!” She rolls her eyes. “It happened ages ago. And don’t you worry, I certainly was not bothered enough to have killed the chap. Besides, sweet little me could hardly have overwhelmed him. Throttled him? Heavens, no. I would have poisoned him, had I set my mind to it. Much tidier. Puts me in league with Lucrezia Borgia.”
“Perhaps not a figure to which to aspire,” I observe.
“We women must use whatever means are at our disposal. It is a man’s world, after all.” She shrugs, and wraps a strand of hair around her finger, as if this conversation is beginning to grow tedious.
“What of Major Agarwal?” I am gratified to see her stiffen. I have surprised the unflappable Celeste Courtland. Not so boring anymore, am I? She recovers quickly, I must grant her that, yet not quickly enough. I have touched upon something which may prove significant.
“What of him?”
“Come now, Celeste, you mean to pretend you are not well acquainted with one another? You and I both know that to be a lie, and if I recall, you take pride in being candid. Or does such candor only concern other people’s affairs.” I smile to soften my words. I am in her home and wish for her cooperation after all.
“Who told you about us?” she asks and raises a brow, her expression hovering somewhere between interest and contempt.
“That hardly matters. What does matter is that it is true, is it not?”
“What if it is?” She shrugs. Her nonchalance is an act. The strand of hair she was twirling around her finger is pulled taut, cutting into her skin.
“If Roger was once your lover, did your new one have reason to wish him harm? The two men did not see eye to eye, I hear.”
“Been talking to the little birdies, have you? Heavens, this town is filled with gossips! I left London to avoid loose tongues, but it is even worse here.”
“Gossip is not always malicious,” I note. “No one can blame you for finding companionship with someone else. Society cannot expect you to grieve forever.”
“I am the corrupted widow, that is how they view me. Don’t imagine I am unaware of it. They feel for Bikram, not for me.” It is the first time she acknowledges her acquaintance with Major Agarwal, and I feel a stirring of hope that I may come away from here having learned something of consequence. Unless Celeste and Agarwal killed Roger together and will now do away with me, too, that is. I spare a thought to Daniel and his anxious mind, before dismissing the notion. He knows I am here. Khalil is waiting outside in his rickshaw. I do not think she is reckless enough to risk harming me now. Though if guilty, I cannot expect her candor to reach as far as a confession.
“How long have you and Major Agarwal been...involved.”
“Who keeps track of these things?” She makes a dismissive gesture with her hand.
“Weeks? Months?”
“If we’re being pedantic about it, I’d say around a year.”
“No one is meant to know.”
“Secrecy has its thrills, but I suppose we weren’t as discreet as we might have been. It was probably Manju and her big mouth, yammering away at the marketplace to all who would listen. I really ought to find myself a better servant, but my late husband was terribly fond of the wretch.”
“I cannot tell you how the information became public, but I did not hear it from Manju myself.”
“In any case, now you know and so does everyone at the club, I presume. Oh, well, such is life.” She sighs dramatically and closes her eyes for a moment. I wonder whether she is not quite as blasé as she appears. It cannot be easy to be aware that others view her as silly – to be generous – or a harlot – rather less generously. It would require skin as thick as an elephant’s hide to remain unaffected.
“I am not interested in what others think of you, I prefer to make up my own mind. When did you and Roger meet?”
“It was ages ago.”
“When he first arrived in India?”
“You are acting the detective today. All right, I may as well tell you. Roger is dead, after all, and it was long ago. I met him when he arrived, maybe a month or so later. My husband invited him to Malia Zaidi a dinner party and took Roger under his wing. George liked to do that, to find himself a protégé in whom he saw a younger version of himself.” She gives a little snort, which leads me to assume she had a rather low opinion of her husband. I suspect his whole world revolved around the military, I’ve met the likes before. Celeste is not a woman who does well when left wanting attention. No, she would have sought it elsewhere. If it wounded her husband, all the better. Roger, the golden boy in George Courtland’s eyes, had been ripe for the picking. Did she choose him more to hurt her husband and provoke his envy than for the allure of Roger himself?
“George and I never had children. It simply did not happen. He was frustrated, set on a son to inherit his legacy. Another man might have left me, found himself a bright young thing with child-bearing hips and a healthy constitution, but he was traditional. In hindsight, I wonder whether it was for the best. Perhaps both of us would have been better off if he had left and we had been given a chance to begin again, insofar as that is possible.”
“When did you start seeing Roger?” I try to word my question as tactfully as I can.
“When did the affair begin?” Celeste rephrases it with a grin. “Not immediately. I will say this much for Roger, he cared for George. He and his own father had a terrible relationship. None to speak of, frankly, and while George was only twelve years Roger’s senior, they shared a certain paternal bond. It was cruel of me to do what I did, but Roger was no innocent boy either. It took two years for the affair to begin, and it lasted three.”
“Three years!” I exclaim in surprise. I had anticipated a few reckless months but did not expect it to have lasted for several years.
“Well, on and off. Don’t gape, it is not becoming,” Celeste admonishes.
“Did you two ever think of running away together? Did you love him?”
“Yes and no. We toyed with the idea. Where would we go? He was stationed here and doing well for himself. I was a married woman used to a certain lifestyle. I was very fond of Roger, had fun with him, I won’t deny it, but I cannot have loved him. Had I loved him and vice versa, everything that stood in our way would have been surmountable. I will not delude myself. Roger was a man who enjoyed a thrill, and I am the same. I wanted a bit of excitement in my stuffy life. We were to each other what we needed to be, nothing more and nothing less.”
“Yet you carried on for three years. Why did it end? He only met Violet later. Was there another woman?”
“Oh, there may have been other women, though I do not know how he would have had time for multiple affairs. But then, he was a resourceful man, Roger was. It ended badly, I admit. Perhaps it started because I wanted George to be jealous. I can’t deny being above so base a motive. After a while, there was a certain comfort in the situation, and we took greater care. Roger did not wish George, who still thought of him as a ‘fine young man’,” she mimics a deeper voice, “to learn he had betrayed him. I, too, for all my faults, wanted to spare my husband a rude awakening. I was a disappointing wife to him and did not wish to be a cruel one as well.
“You can guess, it did not go to plan. One day, George came home early from a trip to Pune. I expected him the following day. So did Roger. We always made sure. George was as dependable in his routine and as rain during the monsoon season.”
“Was he very angry?” I have no picture of Celeste’s late husband in my mind. She sketched him out to be a stiff, traditional man with little imagination and little passion. But people are always more than they appear, in particular if their bitter widow is describing them.
“George was never loud in his anger, which made him even more intimidating. He never laid a hand on me, not that I would have stood for it, mind you, but he was no tyrant. He would, however, let you feel his disappointment quite acutely. In this case, I could hardly blame him. He was angry, while indicating he hardly expected any better of me. He had viewed Roger as the son he never had, and I had robbed him even of that. He skewed it so that it was solely my fault. Roger was a disappointment, but ultimately I led the poor boy astray.”
“You cannot have had a happy marriage after that.”
“It was not happy before either, so in some ways little changed. Except even the pretense of marital harmony was done away with except in public. We hardly spent any time together, certainly never slept in the same room, let alone in the same bed again.” There is a hint of sadness in her features, and her voice remains too bright for the story she tells.
“And Roger? What was his punishment?”
Celeste lets out a laugh. There is no joy in it. The sparkle seems to have left her, if it was ever truly there at all. Her bravado may be simply a façade to hide the disappointments of her life. “Roger was punished only insofar as George not treating him like a son anymore. He did not lose reputation or rank, even if his rise slowed, lacking my husband’s support.”
“Did you see him afterwards?”
“Oh, here and there. At the club, at social functions. I was there when he first met Violet. It was about a year after our dalliance had ended.”
It was not a mere dalliance to her, I can tell as much. Perhaps she is telling the truth and never loved Roger, or at least not enough to leave her husband for him. But he offered her something she craved, attention, affection, and when it was taken away, she must have felt slighted and alone. Especially when a younger woman appeared on the scene. The daughter of the Brigadier, even more useful to Roger as such than George Courtland was. I say none of this. She knows, and I do not doubt she is aware that I know as well.
“How soon afterwards did George die?”
“It will be four years next month.”
“So, he was alive when Roger and Violet married.”
“Yes. He died two weeks later. Roger and Violet came to the funeral, of course. By then, so much time had passed I sometimes wondered whether it had happened at all. The way he acted towards me, formal, almost disapproving, made me question how I could ever have seen in him the bright, exciting young man I did before.”
“Did you hate him?”
“Hate?” Celeste shakes her head. “No. I did not care enough to hate. I occasionally hated George, because I had once loved him. Disappointment is harder to bear, when you care for someone. Perhaps you will learn that for yourself. But your husband dotes on you in a way George never did.”
“I am very lucky.”
“Luck is fragile.” She watches me in silence for a moment. We view one another differently now. How quickly one’s image of a person can shift.
“You and Roger...It was truly over when he married Violet?”
“I do not make the same mistake twice. Roger was a man who takes ownership of things, of people even. He didn’t mind handing me back to my husband. Yet if ever there was anyone else, or rumors of anyone else, he would not shy from making the odd cutting remark. He was unhappy, I think, and could not abide me being otherwise.”
“Are you happy?”
“You do like asking questions, don’t you?”
“It is my calling, one might say,” I reply, smiling. “My aunt calls me meddlesome.”
“I have heard worse insults. To answer your question, am I happy?” She sighs, twirls a golden ring around her finger, clockwise, counterclockwise, as though unscrewing the limb. “I am content. Is that not a noble state? Contentedness is undervalued. Everyone is constantly striving for unbridled joy. It never lasts, and what follows is all the more disappointing.”
“Is Major Agarwal a good man?”
“Better than most, I daresay.”
“And you have no reason to believe your past association with Roger provoked envy in him?”
“Enough to kill? My dear Bikram would not go quite so far for me. Besides, he wasn’t at the club. Not a member, you see, though well respected. He favors self-rule, and the Gymkhana Club rankles him with its elitism and – how does he put it? – ‘self-aggrandizing conquerors’ for members.” She grins. “Naturally, his attitude holds no sway with me, though he is right, of course.”
“Do you grieve for Roger? His funeral is Friday.”
“As it happens, I am surprised not to have shed a single tear. I will come to the funeral. As the wife of a former colonel, I feel a certain duty, but I will not weep for him. I shall leave that to his widow.”



Chapter 25
I leave Celeste feeling both satisfied and confused. I have learned so much about her and even about Roger, yet I cannot connect this information with the killing. She indicated that she had heard nothing of an affair between Violet and Chambers, which does not discount the possibility, of course. Somehow I doubt she would have held back. Then there is Roger himself, a man whose loyalty was weak, easy to corrupt, betraying George Courtland who viewed him as a son and treated the woman with whom he committed his betrayal with disdain afterwards. I believe Celeste, even if I must acknowledge that her interpretation of events may differ from her late husband’s or Roger’s. Whatever they may have said, it is clear she was unhappy in her marriage and Roger, for all his faults, provided affection and the attention she sought. I feel sorry for her. She claims to be content, yet I detected a fragility in her, which belies the performance she puts on in public. The sparkling dresses, the red lips and loud laughter, are they genuine, or are they an act, one she has crafted to shrug off the sadness she carries when alone? Daniel may say I paint her in too gloomy shades, but I discovered a version of Celeste Courtland today which I suspect few people do. Perhaps she will never let me see it again, already regretting her candor. Despite my newfound knowledge of her and Roger, I feel she is indeed innocent of his murder. As for Major Agarwal, I have yet to make up my mind. The only person apart from him, who might have wished for revenge on Roger is George Courtland, and he has been dead for many years. Celeste never mentioned how he died, and I was so absorbed by her revelations I did not think to ask. Maggie and Artie Purcell would know. It should be a simple question to answer. Though simple questions often unearth a trove of complicated truths.
“Hotel, madam?” Khalil asks, helping me into the rickshaw. Daniel is waiting for me at the Taj. I promised not to be long, after convincing him that Celeste would be unlikely to speak freely in his presence.
“Yes, please,” I reply, nodding and Khalil sets off. It is surprising how quickly one grows used to the pace of a new city. The traffic of goats, cows, pedestrians, buses, rickshaws and bicycles that had me clutching the side rail upon arrival, does not produce the same effect anymore. All right, I do still flinch, when Khalil narrowly avoids a collision with another rickshaw, the other driver shouting what can only be obscenities at our back, but all in all I am beginning to enjoy the frenetic energy of this city. If I thought London’s roads were mayhem, the notion seems laughable now.
Khalil deposits me safely and in one piece at the hotel entrance. As he helps me disembark, I ask, “How is Rafiq? I have not seen him in some days?”
“Rafiq?” Khalil repeats the name.
“He is well?” I ask hopefully, for the millionth time wishing I could speak the local language.
“Yes, Rafiq is good, very good, madam.”
“Thank you,” I say, nodding, realizing there will be little more to learn from him with the communication barrier between us. Many here speak perfect English, but Khalil, perhaps, did not learn it or is uncomfortable both with the language and with me as a woman. I have never before been in a country where I could say little more than please and thank you. In Greece I could get by, thanks to my schooling in the classics. I learned French in school and English has been all that was required on my other journeys.
“Evie, there you are!” Daniel greets me.
“Yes, here I am. You weren’t worried, were you? I have only been away, oh, two hours.”
“Plenty of time for you to get into trouble. But no, I was not especially worried this time, only eager to speak with you. Harold has been in touch.”
“Has he learned anything about Roger’s past?”
“It is a fairly cryptic message, given the telegram style but yes, there is potential.” He hands me the missive and I read. See friend in Bombay. John Bainbridge. Will set up. Take care.
“That is cryptic indeed,” I reply. Then again, Harold has been quick and dependable as ever. I can hardly expect him to send me the name of the killer. The facts surrounding the case are in a messy heap, and I am wading through it to find a path that might lead us to the truth.
“We must wait for Harold to organize an introduction. I hope Bainbridge can give us insight into Roger’s background. How Harold knows he can do such a thing is beyond me. Maybe he worked in administration.”
“Harold knows everyone, it seems. While you were treading ruts into the carpet, I learned something quite intriguing.” We settle on the sofa, and I tell Daniel about my meeting with Celeste. His reaction does not disappoint. He raises his brows, opens his mouth as if to interrupt, then shakes his head and nods for me to continue until I am done.
“My, my, you had a productive morning,” he observes, rubbing his chin. “Poor Celeste.”
“I thought the same. Even if she proclaims to be content and her manner is the very antithesis of gloom, I came away from her house feeling sad for her. I think she loved her husband quite a bit, and when he grew distant, likely blaming her for their inability to have a child, she was terribly disappointed and hurt. Perhaps Roger was a plaster for her wound, a distraction. I believed her when she said she never truly loved him.”
“It may have been hard for Roger, too. We do not know his side of the story. Perhaps he was madly in love with her and hoped she would run away with him.”
“She thinks he was interested in her because of the connection to her husband and that ambition fueled his interest in Violet as well.”
“We have suspected as much ourselves.”
“I wonder whether Artie ever did?” I muse. “He is an intelligent man, slightly uncouth, possibly, but clever. If he thought Violet was being used, he would have opposed the match.”
“We are going in circles, Evie. We have a number of potential motives, but they are not supported by proof.”
“You hardly need to tell me.” I sigh and pluck a grape from the fruit bowl on the table. “Let us make a list and see what emerges.” I get to my feet to find my notebook and a pencil.
“No potential suspect has a strong alibi for that night, except Artie and Maggie, who were dancing through the soles of their shoes. If Roger was in some way harming Violet, Artie could probably have orchestrated the murder with outside help. Still, it seems unlikely, given his personality, that he would not do it himself. Even if Maggie had set her mind to it, I doubt she could have physically overpowered Roger.”
“It’s a stretch, but I will add them to the list all the same. If Roger had done something to hurt Violet, they might have wished to protect her,” I say, writing down their names.
“I doubt they are involved, but there is also Jeremy Chambers, who may be in love with Violet. Or, at the very least, who could have been her confessor, if something was troubling in her marriage. If they are involved, he might have wanted to get rid of his rival, Roger.”
“Celeste said she had not heard rumors of anything untoward between the pair, but if he was or rather is infatuated with Violet, he may have thought he was doing her a favor. We must not forget that the murder was likely spontaneous.”
“Which rules out the Purcells. If they wanted him dead and got someone else to do it, it would have been pre-meditated.”
“Well, we cannot be certain of anything at this point. Maybe they only wanted the killer to intimidate Roger.”
“No one would have served better for that purpose than Artie himself,” Daniel counters. “If there was someone Roger would have listened to, it would have been the Brigadier.”
“All right. We cannot wholly discount Violet either. She would not have been able to act alone, but if what Parvati heard was true, Roger blamed her for making him ‘live a lie’. Maybe she resented him, too.”
“It’s a big step to go from marital resentment to murder.”
“Yet not unheard of,” I remind him.
“For future reference, I would welcome a chat if you ever feel murderous.”
“Fair enough. Though I can almost guarantee, you are quite safe with me.”
“Almost?”
“People are mad creatures, Daniel.” I shrug and grin.
“Best to get back to the subject at hand,” he says, throwing a grape at me.
“We must also add Hari and Parvati Patel.”
“On what grounds? We cannot make everyone who was on the premises that night a prime suspect. Then we would be wading through a hundred names and there are better things to do on one’s honeymoon.”
“Fear not, my dear,” I soothe, writing down their names. “I sensed Parvati disliked Roger, and I still wonder whether he pestered Malia Zaidi her in a bid to distract himself from his marital unhappiness. If so, Hari Patel, as her father, as well as Rafiq, her ‘friend’ belong on our list as well.”
“What of the Lathburys?”
“Roger wished to impress them. I cannot see a reason for them to have killed him.”
“Diana Lathbury knows more than she said, I am certain. She seems a shrewd woman, and not one to suffer fools.”
“We must speak to her again. I shall add their names with a question mark.”
“Who else?” Daniel mutters.
“The rest of the staff, of course, but the police will have done their best to verify everyone’s whereabouts. It will be an almost impossible task. Roger’s murder seemed personal, so it must have been committed by someone who knew him, which probably discounts much of the club’s staff, even if he was a frequent guest.”
“Horace Quigley?” I suggest. “He and Patel had a rather anxious discussion at the rugby game.”
“It’s natural for them to be nervous after what happened.”
“True enough, but there is something about Quigley I do not quite like.”
“It’s the mustache,” Daniel says knowingly.
“I would not cast a man as a murderer simply because a caterpillar has taken up residence above his lip. No, it is not the offending hair, but he seems to be putting on an act, much like Celeste.”
“Perhaps he is unhappy. Besides, if your work entails entertaining people, hosting them, you would surely put on an act much of the time. It is a role to play.”
“You believe in his innocence?”
“The only two people of whose innocence I am convinced are in this room,” he replies.
“I agree and shall omit your name from my list.”
“What an honor.”
“Who else can we potentially implicate, then?” I wonder.
“What of Celeste’s lover, Major Agarwal?”
“Roger and he did not get along. He may have had a motive, but Celeste said he was not in Bombay at the time of the murder and is not a member of the Gymkhana Club. Then again, she could have lied. It was so busy that night, who was going to stop a man in a major’s uniform from entering the club?”
“True enough,” Daniel agrees. “But if he had entered the club intending to kill Roger, it suggests premeditation.”
“Unless he came to surprise Celeste or to talk to Roger and things got out of hand.”
“To put it mildly.” Daniel grimaces.
“We must talk to Inspector Woods and Sergeant Gupta. I left them a message about what Parvati told me, but they haven’t been in touch since.” I cannot fail to note the irritation in my voice. Daniel grins.
“Some police officers may not view it as their utmost priority to keep a visiting private detective abreast of their investigative developments. Not a notion I personally comprehend, but it is a possibility we must consider.”
“You mock me!”
“Only very slightly.”
He is right, of course. Woods and Gupta have more on their shoulders than either would care for, but I only wish to lighten their load!
“There was a short article about the investigation in the Times of Bombay this morning. You were off on your investigation before I could show it to you. Not very insightful, I’m afraid.” Daniel walks over to the desk and produces the folded paper, handing it to me. The article is brief, and more or less a reminder to the public that the police are still searching for Roger’s killer. Woods makes a brief statement claiming to have “several leads”, which tells me exactly nothing. Daniel and I have several leads ourselves. I wonder whether they are much further along, since they neglected to question Parvati. Who else have they omitted from their inquiry? And they cannot know about Celeste and Roger, even if they heard murmurs of antipathy between the dead man and Bikram Agarwal, who, thus far, remains faceless to me, a state that must soon be corrected.
“I wonder how we might arrange a meeting with Agarwal. We won’t run into him by chance at the club – and frankly I am none too keen to return there. Maybe Celeste could orchestrate an introduction?
”She is unlikely to do so, if she feels you will question him like a murder suspect.”
“Why must you be so sensible, Daniel!” I sigh and cross my arms, slumping against the cushion at my back. Daniel chuckles and sits down beside me. It does not take long for my frown to melt away. “Do you have a better plan?”
“He will be at the funeral, surely,” Daniel suggests. “Even if the men were not close, there is a duty to honor those who served alongside you. He would act too conspicuously, if he chose to be absent from the event. People would notice. His superiors would notice.”
“You are right! Sensible and clever, what a lucky wife I am.”
“Music to my ears.” Daniel smiles, and I kiss his cheek. “Speaking to him at the funeral may not be as easy as we imagine. There will be many people there, lots of unknown faces. We may not easily recognize him.”
“We will keep an eye on Celeste and see whether she provides a clue.”
“If she goes to the funeral at all. Doesn’t sound as if she thought very highly of Roger.”
“She will be there. She is too curious to stay away. I am confident of it.”



Chapter 26
As expected, I am proven right. In fact, Celeste is one of the first familiar faces that catches my eye. Even in her black dress, she stands out from the crowd – it is rather shorter and lower cut than the dresses of other mourners. I notice Inspector Woods, his trusty sergeant by his side. They give us a nod, Gupta’s mouth stretching to a smile, as we pass by. I am itching to speak with them, but they are likely on the lookout for anyone who appears suspicious. They may already have a suspect in sight, despite Woods’ claim of following several leads. Before I can make any inquiries, Daniel has pulled me along to where the Purcells stand with Violet, who is holding Alice by the hand. The little girl watches with big eyes, as the clusters of men and women in gray and black crowd into All Saints’ Church in Malabar Hill. The church is really far too small, and Artie indicates it is not typically used for the funerals of officers, but it is the family church. For his part, Artie appears the halest member of the family, towering over Maggie and Violet, who look pale and weary in their dark suits. Alice wears a navy dress with a ribbon in her white-blond hair which she attempts to tug free with the hand that is not clutched by her mother. She makes a mewling sound, but Violet hardly seems to notice. Daniel and I murmur our condolences, shake hands and pat little Alice’s head before we file into the church. It is quickly filling up. Rows of men in military uniform take up a considerable amount of space. Some stand sentry at the entry and others will act as pall bearers alongside Artie. There is a din of hushed conversation which always seems to fill a church right before service begins. The reverend or priest will step to the altar and a sudden hush will descend upon all present, until they are invited to sing or to pray, the quiet only interrupted by the frustrated squeal of a young child. I wonder whether Alice is aware of what is happening, what a strange and tragic occasion this is in the history of her family. Will she think back when she is older, trying to remember? I was four at the funeral of my parents and cannot for the life of me recall a single moment. Perhaps it is for the best that way. From Violet’s sedated manner when last we spoke, I would guess Malia Zaidi much of the day will be lost to her as well. She looks very young as she, Maggie and Alice follow the casket down the aisle, a widow already. Alice seems frightened by the sound of the organ and the sea of eyes on her family. Maggie lifts her into her arms, when her bottom lip begins to quiver. Violet walks on, as if in a trance. It is so strange to witness the effect of loss. Everyone bears it differently, some rise stoically above the pain, while others appear to shatter or walk as ghosts, as though they, too, have left the world of the living behind. No matter the reaction visible to the outside world, the very fiber of one’s being shifts, when a loved one suddenly, shockingly, disappears from one’s life. The new reality is ugly and unfamiliar, a cruel place in which our presence is a bitter joke or a daily trial. Death shows us in the harshest way what life is worth, how powerful and fragile it is all at once. It is not like other stolen things that can be mended or retrieved; once gone it is gone for good, unless there is an afterlife, unless all the otherworldly magic I cannot allow myself to believe in is real. I wish for it. However, wishing is not trusting, and I envy those who do.
In the front, where the family sits, I spy Jeremy Chambers. Perhaps it is irrational, or at the very least uncharitable to suspect his presence in the heart of the family, yet I cannot help myself and nudge Daniel.
“It could be quite innocent. He’s Violet’s friend,” Daniel says, all sense and reason, while my mind is painting a less complimentary picture. Perhaps my husband is right, and Chambers offers Violet comfort, bolsters her belief that Roger has moved on to a kinder place. Perhaps.
My eyes scan the crowd of mourners. We are seated towards the back, which seems decorous, given how little we actually knew Roger, yet it has the unfortunate effect of allowing me to mostly observe the backs of people’s heads. Not very telling, sadly. Alice is restless at first, crying out, but is soon soothed to silence and not heard again throughout the service. Again, I wonder if, on some level, she understands that today marks an event in her life that changes it irreversibly and forever. The vicar, a silver-haired man with a reedy voice, begins his sermon. I hardly hear the words, for rarely are they personal, rarely do they reveal anything about the deceased beyond cliches of how he was loved, how much he will be missed. He was a father, a son, a husband, a valued and respected officer. I watch the Purcells and Violet in the front. Maggie keeps dabbing her eyes with a hankie, while Violet has taken Alice onto her lap and is staring straight ahead. I hear Artie’s voice as he says, “amen”. Celeste is sitting a few rows in front of us, her hair twisted into a knot at the nape of her neck. Beside her are the Lathburys. Every once in a while, I notice her twisting her head to the right. The pew on the opposite side of the aisle is occupied by officers in uniform and at the end sits an Indian man. I cannot judge whether his is the regalia of a major. When I prod Daniel and gesture in the man’s direction, mouthing, “major?” he nods. Could it be Agarwal? Judging from the back of his head, there is maddeningly little to be gleaned. It is a well-shaped head with thick black hair, and I spy a trim beard, when he turns towards Celeste for just a moment, before refocusing his attention on the sermon. The name, Bikram, is a Hindu name. I wonder whether he thinks it strange to hold such a funeral service when the custom in his religion is ritual cremation, the ashes then being scattered into a body of water. There is something appealing about this, something peaceful, and I consider putting it to Daniel, but he will accuse me of being morbid and I suppose he would not be wrong.
After a while, Roger’s superior, a Colonel Bryant, takes to the altar, giving a bland eulogy extolling Roger’s virtue. He is followed by Artie, who towers above the vicar.
“I have seen too much loss in my lifetime, and still Roger’s death struck me with a force I could not have expected. He was a young man.” He lets out a melancholy chuckle. “But then most are young to the likes of me. He should have lived a full life, should have seen his Alice grow into a woman.” His voice breaks and he swallows before continuing. “Should have seen his Alice grow into a woman who made him proud and worried and happy, just like my Violet does for me. Roger was not everyone’s friend, he was not perfect, but he was a part of my family, and we were all glad of it.” He sniffles, takes a large hankie from his pocket, not using it, only clutching it in his fist. “I’m not a man for speeches, though those who know me, as Roger did, know I can tell a story. I am all out of stories today. Roger,” he turns towards the casket, “I hope you have found peace, my boy. I will do my best to take care of Vi and Alice, you have my word.”
The service ends with a few more prayers and a song, then it is time for everyone to file out of the church once more. The heat of the day bears down on us. The sky is cloudless, too perfect for an occasion such as this one, which calls for the dull gray and damp of Malia Zaidi an English winter. Roger will never see winter again, never return home, though perhaps he no longer considered England home, even as his wife seemed to long for it. I wonder what Harold’s friend, John Bainbridge will be able to tell us, if anything. I am trying to keep my expectations low, even as I hope he will provide something to push our investigation along. Daniel is right, it is our honeymoon, and we ought to make the most of it, yet I cannot find peace and enjoyment in my surroundings, if the murder remains unsolved. The thought that it could remain so by the time we have to leave fills me with dread.
“We meet again. The circumstances are becoming more and more dismal.” Celeste says as she sidles up to us. She is wearing a dramatic hat, casting half her face in shadow. I cannot see if her eyes are red-rimmed, if the absence of grief she claimed to feel was only an act.
“It was a moving service,” Daniel says, though the words spoken about Roger, apart from Artie’s, were bland and superficial.
“Oh, these occasions are always the same. If I had closed my eyes, it could have been my husband’s funeral.” Celeste shrugs. “Don’t be too appalled, Mr. Harper -”
“Daniel, please.”
“Daniel, then. I am certain your lovely wife has shared with you just about everything I told her.” She makes a little tutting sound but is smiling. “I would expect nothing less. Well, I hope you don’t think too badly of me, can’t have that, can we?”
“Not at all,” Daniel assures her.
“May I ask if the man in the pew across the aisle from you was Major Agarwal?”
“So astute, my dear!” Celeste exclaims, then pokes Daniel’s arm. “You best beware. This one misses nothing.”
“I have few secrets.” Daniel smiles.
“Few?” I ask and raise my brows.
“A few are owed to everyone,” Celeste says. “Nobody must know everything about a person. It destroys any sense of excitement and mystery, and once you lose that, what is the point? I hardly need to tell you that. You relish enigmas.” There is a hint of derision in her voice, but I decide to ignore it. Besides, she is not too far from the truth, which is to say, not at all.
“You wouldn’t care to introduce us to the major?”
“You don’t give up easily, do you?”
“I can promise you she doesn’t,” Daniel replies.
“A woman after my own heart, even if you are a bit of a pest, my dear.”
“The nature of my profession.”
“You are on your honeymoon!”
“I keep telling her,” Daniel observes wryly.
“And yet she has only eyes for dead men and those she deems suspects.” Celeste sighs. “If I had a husband like you, I would not notice if the sky was blue or green.”
“I am flattered.”
“But then too much attention and a man grows spoiled. One must never treat one’s husband like his mother, doting like a clucking hen.” We stand to the side of the church as the others file out, shaking hands with Violet and the Purcells, muttering condolences, sharing anecdotes of Roger. I notice Agarwal immediately. Celeste chose well. He is a remarkably handsome man, yet he does not once cast a glance in our direction.
“We have an agreement,” Celeste explains, reading my mind. “Ours is an exclusively private friendship.”
“Not quite. I heard of it within the short time we’ve been in the city,” I note.
“I cannot make an introduction here. I would not make it at all, if I did not fear you would cause trouble for us in a clumsy attempt to meet him yourself. Come to my house tomorrow evening. You may bring your handsome husband along. You can meet him then. However, if you start acting the inquisitor, I shall send you both off posthaste. Bikram had neither motive nor opportunity to kill Roger, just so we are clear.”
“We will be there. Thank you, Celeste,” I say. If she notices that I make no promises regarding my line of questioning, she does not offer further comment, instead floating away, raising a hand with her back already turned to us.
“Well, that was easier than I expected. I assumed she would try to prevent a meeting. She owes me nothing, after all.”
“She likely got the measure of you and realized any such effort to be futile. Better to orchestrate the meeting herself and be a part of it. A chaperone of sorts, if you will.”
The burial is marked by tradition, and Roger’s casket is lowered into the ground accompanied by military salute. I notice no one apart from Maggie shed a tear. Violet is in a trance. Alice has fallen asleep Malia Zaidi in her grandfather’s arms, and Artie himself has regained the sense of composure that wavered during his eulogy. He stands straight and firm alongside his small family. There is Hari Patel, but no Parvati. No Rafiq either. Horace Quigley is standing alone to one side and the Lathburys to another. Jeremy Chambers has hung back, not queuing for space beside Violet for once. As we make our way out of the graveyard, I try to subtly direct us towards him. The question I wish to ask cannot be asked here or now, still I want to get a sense of the man, who is perpetually on the fringes of events. I wanted to speak to him about what is being done for the very poor of the city as well, and feel this topic may be a better way to loosen his tongue than to launch right into, “Are you in love with Violet Quinn?”
“Mr. Chambers, how are you?” I ask, as we sidle up next to him. He is pale, except for a spot of red, peeling skin, a sunburn on the bridge of his nose.
“It is a sad occasion, but at least Roger has now been laid to rest and is in a better place.” It sounds like a studied, banal statement, nothing personal, nothing particular about it.
“Did you know him well?”
“I met him with some regularity. Mrs. Quinn is more engaged with the church and our work.”
“What sort of work do you do, Mr. Chambers? I fear I am ill- informed, though it has not escaped my notice that much must be done for many people in this city.”
“Yes, very true. I am here to offer assistance. I visit the ill and infirm and through the church try to bring at least the children into the light.” Into the light. It is an interesting turn of phrase, but I do not remark upon it.
“Does Mrs. Quinn volunteer her time?” Daniel asks.
“She does what she can. She has her daughter to care for, of course.” Her daughter who also has an amah and two grandparents who dote on her. Plenty of possibilities to get away, if she wanted to, while Roger was at work.
“Remind me, how long have you been in Bombay?” I ask, as we near the gate.
“About a year,” Chambers looks around, avoiding my gaze. Violet and her parents are behind us, speaking with fellow mourners. The Purcells are hosting a small wake at their home. I gather not everyone is invited, though they extended invitations our way.
“Where are you from?” asks Daniel.
“I grew up in Canterbury,” he replies absently. “Now, if you would excuse me, I must speak with someone I know.” He gives us a nod and turns away, moving towards a couple who smile at him in recognition. I suppose in his position he mingles with many people. Perhaps Violet made a few introductions. I cannot read the man, and while I have no reason to think badly of him, a sense of suspicion lingers in his wake.
“Interesting,” Daniel says, drawing me back into the moment.
“What is?”
“He is from Canterbury.”
“Which is interesting because of the relation to the Archbishop?” I posture with a shrug.
“Not so much that as the fact that someone else hails from Canterbury.”
“Daniel!”
“All right, all right, sometimes I enjoy holding the cards, too, rare though the occasion may be. Roger, my love, Roger came from Canterbury. He mentioned it when I told him I grew up in Maidstone, which is not far from there.”
“Indeed,” I say slowly. “It could be significant.”
“Or not.” Daniel shrugs, always quick to bring me down to earth again. “It does seem an interesting coincidence, and I have heard one or the other brilliant detective claim they do not believe in pure coincidence.”
“How clever you are!” I grin. “Now we must find out why Jeremy makes me suspicious, whether Bikram Agarwal had reason to kill Roger, whatever happened to Rafiq, and whether Violet and her parents know far more than they are letting on.”
“All in a day’s work.” Daniel sighs. “I knew what I was getting myself into when I married you. It certainly has not been dull.”
“Regretting your decision already?”
“Not for a moment.” I tuck my hand into the crook of his elbow, taking pleasure in having him at my side...until I think of Violet, who will have to rely on memories of her own husband. Outside the gates, I press my face into Daniel’s shoulder, just for a moment, just to be certain he is entirely real. He gives me a curious look, pushes back my hat, kisses my forehead and says, “I’m here, Evie.” My beloved mind reader.



Chapter 27
The “small gathering” after the funeral includes around fifty people, among them a number of uniformed men. Major Agarwal is not present, however. I suppose Artie feels an obligation to Roger’s comrades, even if none emerged to have been particularly close to the dead man. I recognize two we met at dinner on the night of the murder and after a moment, their names return to me, Lieutenant Chilcott and Major Gilmour. The two men stand a little to the side, absorbed in a hushed conversation, while two young women make the rounds, offering pastries called samosas and pakoras. Daniel has abandoned me – momentarily – in search of the conveniences. I cast my eye about for someone to engage in conversation, or rather, as my dear husband would put it, whom to charm into an interrogation.
I am curious about Chilcott and Gilmour and their impressions of Roger, but they are unlikely to speak freely, even if they may do so more willingly with me than the police. I am, after all, merely an innocent lady, or at worst, a busybody. I decide to try my luck but am intercepted by Inspector Woods. I am surprised to see him here. Artie had expressed an unfavorable opinion of the police’s efforts.
“Inspector, nice to see you again, though the occasion is not what either of us would have wished.”
He nods and runs a hand through his hair. By the way it sticks up, I gather he has done so on numerous occasions already, a nervous habit. The likelihood that Roger’s killer is among us is high.
“Yes, a moving service, well organized, too.” That is the best that can be said of it. Discounting Artie’s speech, there was little personal about the service.
“You received a message of what I learned from Miss Patel?” I ask, lowering my voice, though we stand at the edge of the room, and no one threatens to overhear.
“I did.” He nods, hesitates, then continues. “I owe you thanks.”
“Not at all. One detective helping another. It was my duty.”
“It is not mine, however, to return the favor, Lady Harper,” he says. I notice a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.
“Have you learned anything to keep to yourself?” I wheedle.
“I do not mind telling you that there is considerable pressure from my superiors and the army to solve this case and put it to rest. Mr. Purcell holds some sway and if I do not find the culprit soon, I fear the case will go to someone else. Perhaps that would be for the best.” He sighs. He looks very young and reminds me of a similarly world-weary Inspector Lucas Stanton.
“Shall we step outside for a moment?” I suggest. He narrows his eyes but nods and follows me onto the terrace. In the near distance, we see a silver slice of the sea. Birdsong and the unmistakable sound of monkeys in nearby trees fills the air. It is a pleasant respite from the cacophony of voices indoors. For a moment, I am reminded of the night of Roger’s death. Then, too, I ventured outside for silence and fresh air only to learn my peace would be short lived.
“How do you like living in Bombay?” I ask him, as we sit on a wall overlooking the small garden. It is teeming with color, striking even in January.
“It is a place unlike any I have ever been before, or likely ever will be again. I grew up in a village near Bath. Many of my friends and family can’t truly imagine a city like Bombay exists.”
“It is a fascinating place, but it could swallow a person up.”
His face is in profile, but I see him smile. “I feel much the same, Lady Harper. Which is why I worry that it may swallow up our killer as well, never to be found.”
“Do you have a suspect?” I ask.
“Not a distinct one, I fear. There are too many names in the mix and few robust alibis.”
“What do you make of Roger Quinn, the man he was?”
Woods inhales deeply before he replies. “I am told he was a good officer, a good husband, and a dependable person. Ambitious, polite. In other words, I know next to nothing about him.”
“My impression was similar, until very recently. The comment Parvati overheard has left me wondering about his marriage, yet Violet is vague, and I am unable to learn much of use from her. I will not deny, I am suspicious of her connection to Mr. Chambers.”
“The clergyman?” Woods raises his brows.
“You cannot have failed to notice he is always about?”
“He is providing comfort, which is his duty, or so I assumed.”
“Possibly, though they spent considerable amounts of time together even before Roger’s death. I hope you will forgive my candor, but I wonder whether she found comfort with him while her husband was alive?”
“You suggest he was her lover and thus had reason to kill Roger?”
“Even if he was only in love with her and fancied himself her savior from an unhappy marriage, it is plausible. Besides, I learned something interesting today. He and Roger both grew up in Canterbury.”
“I heard Roger came from there. The army did release some information to us about him, but not that Chambers hailed from Canterbury as well. It could be a mere coincidence. Canterbury is not a village.”
“It could also be meaningful.”
“Roger was thirty-seven when he died. Chambers is much nearer Violet’s age. It is unlikely they were school friends or anything of that sort. They probably never even met before coming to India.”
“Possibly. Yet I am inclined to think there is more to it. Leaving that aside for a moment, there is something of a rather delicate nature which may be significant. I can trust in your discretion?” He nods and in sparing language I explain that Roger was once involved with Celeste and that her new beau and the dead man did not see eye to eye.
“Major Agarwal,” Woods says the name slowly, shaking his head. “If he is involved, he has managed to keep himself out of the light.”
“Celeste claims it is impossible, as he was not a member of the club and not present when the murder took place. He holds the club in disdain.”
“I hate to disparage Mrs. Courtland’s word in any way,” Woods says. “Still, I fear I cannot fully trust her. She has neglected to inform the police of any of this. Her former connection to Roger could prove significant. You do not think she killed him?”
“Not alone, certainly, and apart from Agarwal, who would have helped her?”
“I must investigate his alibi.”
“My husband and I intend to see him tomorrow. Celeste has arranged a meeting.”
“Is that wise?” Woods wrinkles his nose.
“It will be all right, and I will not be alone. Have you learned anything about Roger’s reason for leaving England?” I neglect to tell him that Harold’s friend, John Bainbridge, may be able to help us on that front. So far, we have not heard from the man.
“He left shortly after the Armistice, which is hardly suspicious. He likely wished for a chance to begin again. The war had that effect on many. Most, I venture, desired to sever their ties with the army, but that was clearly not the case for him. It must have suited him well enough. He was decorated, did you know? Nothing out of the ordinary, but a few medals here and there. By all accounts, he was a good soldier who quickly rose in the ranks.” Woods pauses and glances at the gardens. “In my experience, no one is quite as perfect as Roger Quinn seemed to be. Sam, my sergeant, has an uncle who works in the army mess hall. He said Roger was hardly ever there. Didn’t mix much with those he viewed below him in station or rank.”
“I have heard much the same. You think his ambition got him killed?”
“There is more to it than that.” He hesitates, and I fight the urge to fill the silence, waiting for him to continue. “Roger’s finances were in dire straits. We finally obtained access to his accounts, and they are nearly empty. He did not live particularly lavishly and was paid a generous wage. Bombay is not an expensive city to live in if you are employed by the British Army, and yet he struggled.”
“Can you see how long he had been in trouble?” I ask, considering this new information. If Roger struggled financially, it broadens the possibility of motives. He may have owed money and was unable to pay it back. Yet as any money lender would know, a dead man is unlikely to settle his debts.
“For about ten months. Before then, he wasn’t rich by any means, but getting by well enough. The house was his greatest expense. They also employ a cook, a maid and an amah for the child. That is not unusual nor considered particularly frivolous. Even I have a maid, something I could not comfortably afford at home, and which still feels rather strange to me, I admit.” Woods shrugs, his cheeks coloring slightly. He told us he is unmarried and has the air of a slightly lost bachelor, uncomfortable making eye contact with a woman. He has a tendency of glancing at his hands or over my shoulder. I wonder how efficient an investigator this behavior makes him. Perhaps his affable sergeant is better suited to that task.
“What could have happened ten months ago?” I muse aloud.
“I have been trying to answer that question, too. There is plenty of information and yet not enough to form substantial conclusions.”
“It could be related to the conversation Parvati overheard. He felt he was living a lie. Was it connected to his waning finances? In what way did he blame Violet? Parvati said she heard his comment less than a year ago at a retirement party for Colonel Brown. It should be easy enough to find the date in the Gymkhana Club’s records.”
“You are right,” Woods says slowly, and I do not think I am imagining the hint of grudging admiration in his tone.
“Violet must know more than she is saying. She is in shock, understandably, but she is also keeping something hidden.” I lower my voice. “At first my husband and I suspected Alice was not Roger’s child. We have not disproved the theory, but she is unlikely to be Jeremy Chamber’s given that he only arrived here a year ago.”
“His arrival could coincide with Roger’s financial troubles. Another coincidence?” Woods meets my eye for a fleeting moment.
“Too many coincidences,” I mutter.
“My thoughts precisely. I -” He is interrupted by the sound of the terrace door opening. Daniel appears, an amused expression on his face.
“There you are. I should have guessed.” He grins and holds out a hand to the inspector who shakes it. “I trust you have been discussing the weather.”
“And all its vagaries,” Woods replies.
“Indeed, and are calmer seas on the horizon?”
“I fear a few storms may yet be on their way,” the inspector says.
“Oh, come now, enough with these ambiguities. I shall keep you abreast of anything we come across that may carry significance,” I tell Woods and get to my feet, taking Daniel by the hand.
“I would be grateful if you did,” Woods replies, not adding that he will reciprocate the courtesy. I am not worried, however. He was eager to talk today and may feel similarly inclined in the future. I have the impression he is lonely. Maybe one could find him a wife... Best keep this notion to myself. Daniel would only roll his eyes and rightfully so.



Chapter 28
“You are not the only one with some potentially revelatory news, Evie. While you were enchanting our inspector, I was doing my best to act as Watson to your Sherlock.”
“Do tell, Watson!” We are in a car on our way back to the hotel. The funeral and wake took us well into the afternoon, and I am eager to slip out of my black dress and speak privately with Daniel. The rest of the time at the Purcell’s house yielded little. We spoke briefly with the Lathburys and Artie. Violet had disappeared. Lieutenant Chilcott and Major Gilmour had also made themselves scarce by the time I ended my conversation with Inspector Woods, though I would dearly have liked to question them about the deceased. If they stayed for less than an hour, they cannot have felt much kinship with Roger. The only people who appear genuinely affected by his passing are Artie, Maggie and Violet. I suppose it is no great surprise Violet did not speak at the funeral. Still, I am unable to shake the sense that something in her behavior is odd. I did not see Jeremy Chambers again after we left the church, though surely, he was asked to come to the wake? That being so, in his conversation with us a few days ago, Artie did not sound particularly impressed with the young clergyman. Oh, it is a muddle of mysteries, to which, judging by his expression, my husband is about to add a healthy heaping.
“I was looking for you, admittedly making use of the excuse to poke around a bit.”
“Bravo!”
“I trusted you would see it that way. In any case, you will not guess what I came across.”
“Chambers and Violet in a telling situation?”
“Guess again. While I ought not encourage it, your somewhat lurid imagination may be rewarded in this case.”
“Hm...” I tap my bottom lip with my finger. “I did not see Parvati or Rafiq, or else I would make them my second guess.”
“I warned you, it is unexpected.”
“You are enjoying this too much!.”
Daniel lowers his voice, “Horace Quigley locked in a tight embrace with none other than Maggie Purcell.”
“No!” I exclaim, both scandalized and fascinated at once, my mind instantly conjuring up the image of Quigley holding Maggie in a romantic clinch. Heavens, is nothing as it appears?
“Could it have been innocent? They must have been friends for many years.”
“I think I am at an age where I can judge an innocent hug and a passionate embrace. What I witnessed falls into the latter category.”
“Poor Artie,” I note. The man is devoted to his wife. I recall them whirling about the dance floor on the night of Roger’s murder. Surely, he cannot know, or else he would never return to the club, nor allow Quigley entry into his home.
“Unless Artie has found someone else, too? Maybe he and Maggie are dear friends and nothing more. Passion fades, people find it elsewhere. It happens, I hear.”
“Don’t you go getting ideas, Mister!” I warn.
Daniel raises his hands, “Never! Besides, you would be on my trail before the thought even crossed my mind.” I shake my head and narrow my eyes, which makes him laugh. “Do not fear, it is far more likely you will grow bored with me than that I will with you, even if you give me gray hair before my time.”
“I look forward to gray hair and old age with you, Daniel,” I say earnestly.
“And backaches and children who never visit and complaining about neighbors who let the weeds grow into our garden?”
“All of those delights and more.”
“And knowing you, many murders to solve as well.”
“The world is corrupt.”
“Not wholly, though.”
“Not wholly,” I agree. “Only bits and pieces to poison the peace.”
“Then who am I to try to stop you in finding an antidote?”
“Better than not trying at all, don’t you agree?”
“I suppose you are right,” he says, takes my hand and laces his fingers through mine. “How do we continue? I take it that my observation of Horace and Maggie shifts the focus of the investigation slightly. Yet Maggie and Quigley being lovers, does not provide a clear correlation with Roger’s death. His dire financial situation is more likely to lead us to the killer. Where did his money go, and did he have debts or gambling problems?”
“Perhaps Celeste can help us find answers to those questions, unless she feels all her favors have been granted already, given that she is organizing a meeting with Agarwal tomorrow.”
“Worth a try. If Violet knows, she appears unlikely or unwilling to talk. Artie is protective of his family and will not allow his daughter’s name to be tarred in any way if he can prevent it.”
“I had the impression Colonel Lathbury had some reservations when it came to Roger. Perhaps he knows something he is reluctant to say due to a sense of loyalty among military men?”
“Possibly.” Daniel nods.
“Then there are his fellow army men. I noticed Lieutenant Chilcott and Major Gilmour at the wake, and of course many others at the funeral. They may have had a much better understanding of who Roger was than most others, spending much of their days together.”
“If you serve together, there is little to hide. But these are times of relative peace. I daresay, they are more work colleagues than comrades, as we were during the war.”
“How to get them to talk? If they gambled with Roger, they may not want to admit to it. If he owed them money, it puts them into focus as murder suspects. So why would they speak out?”
“Something about the image I have of Roger has me doubting that he was a gambler. He seemed too calculating, too much a person who made very sure he understood the hazards that came with making any decision. He was ambitious, not reckless. I think he made certain he always had the upper hand when risk was involved.”
“An astute analysis, and I agree. But how else did he lose so much money? By all accounts, he was not close to his father and had no other family to support. Even if he did, he would not have emptied his accounts, would he?”
“Probably not. What of a love child? It’s a possibility we must consider.”
“It would not have driven him close to financial ruin, would it?” I frown when a thought comes to me. “Though blackmail might have.”
“Blackmail,” Daniel repeats, his brow creasing. It is an ugly word, especially in the context of murder. It never goes according to plan, and the results can be disastrous. People become greedy, all Malia Zaidi honor abandoned. They become desperate, and desperate people can be reckless. Is that what happened to Roger?
“It is only a thought,” I say, yet as I do, I have the strong intuition it is more than that. Perhaps I am growing desperate, too, willing to convince myself of anything, but the possibility that Roger was blackmailed strikes me as more probable than that he was a gambler. It could explain his lack of funds, his claim of living a lie, and even his murder. I mustn’t let myself get caught up in imaginings without proof, however.
“What are you thinking?” Daniel asks, and I realize I have forgotten he cannot always read my mind. I enlighten him, and he nods his agreement.
“Speaking with Agarwal may be useful. If he did not like Roger, but was quite unlikely to have been at the club the night of his murder, he has little reason to hold back.”
“Unless Celeste asks him to.”
“She has been surprisingly candid thus far and not painted herself in the most flattering light.”
“If what she told me about her relationship with Roger was a lie, I cannot comprehend her reasoning. Unless she is a sensationalist and slightly mad at that.”
Daniel shrugs.
“We must consider what to ask Agarwal tomorrow. He may be cautious, since he does not know us. Celeste making the introduction may inspire some confidence in us, which he may not have in the police. I feel for Woods, he is in a difficult position. Young, English, an outsider. I wonder why he came to India. He is old enough to have served in the tail end of the war, but he has not been here long, not like Roger who seemed to have fled England the first chance he got. Woods sympathized with him on this front when we spoke.”
“He acted not unlike me. It is impossible to explain how strange one feels returning home where everyone is eager to forget, while for you that notion is an utter impossibility. You go through the motions of a normal existence, but your mind is never truly there, you never truly let go. For some it is easier than for others, I will say that much. But no one forgets. War leaves scars, whether visible or not. I understand why Roger left, but he cannot have been as disillusioned as Hugh was or I am, for he chose to stay in the army and thrived there, too. We have to believe he did not leave England to flee ghosts, but rather the living.”



Chapter 29
We spend the rest of the day exploring the city, trying to distract ourselves from the grim subject of murder. I catch myself failing on that front more than once. There is tension in the air, a result of the recent riot. Before we left the hotel, we were given instructions which areas to avoid so as not to stumble into conflict. It is a strange feeling to find oneself in a place where one is at once almost at home, for it is part of the kingdom, and yet being so much of an outsider. People are friendly wherever we go, though I notice a few uneasy looks, as if our presence could mean trouble. It makes for less than peaceful sightseeing, yet spending time with Daniel, as intended, on our honeymoon is satisfying all the same. Forgoing dinner at the hotel restaurant, we decide to try a place Rafiq pointed out to us on our first day, overlooking the bay. Tonight, the waterfront is busier than in the aftermath of the riot. I take comfort in the calm, even if a complete return to normalcy is unlikely in the near future. Then again, perhaps this is considered normal. The situation must have been a source of frustration for the Indians since the time the British arrived on these shores. I say as much to Daniel in a hushed voice, for the restaurant is small and busy, tables crammed close to one another.
“True enough, but the British have brought certain advancements as well. The railway and universities that have sprung up are improvements the British introduced, from which the Indian population will hopefully benefit for many generations to come.”
“Initially, only the British could use the rail, did you know?” I ask pointedly, as though it was Daniel who instituted this rule.
“I did not. I suppose change comes slowly. The English who live and rule here must understand it will inevitably come, and the Indians who swallow down injustices and inequities foreign rule forces upon them will hold on to that hope as well. It cannot stay like this forever, but if change happens too fast, it will result in disaster. I am convinced of that.”
“You are no friend of revolution?”
“Not unless a reasonable plan is in place for its aftermath, and that is rarely the case. If the British leave tomorrow, who comes in their place? One of the spoiled maharajas or nizams? Will they bring progress to the country?”
“They are at least a native part of it,” I offer.
“Many British men and women were born here. This is their home. What becomes of them under self-rule? And then there is the question of religion, to consider. There are already conflicts between Hindus and Muslims. What if a new leader or parliament is in favor of one. It will not bring peace.”
“They may be so happy to have achieved a form of self-rule, it could unite the country.”
“Evie,” Daniel says meaningfully, and I appreciate that he does not add, “Do not be so naïve” which would be warranted, I have to admit.
Our food arrives and we cease our conversation for a moment, as a server explains the various fragrant dishes in perfect English, another mark of the influence of our homeland on this shores. Is it a negative one? The matter is too complicated for someone like me, who has spent little time thinking and learning about it, to form a solid opinion. Even so, I feel for people like Sim and Rafiq, who advocate for an independent India. Whatever advancements may have come to the country on account of a British presence, the inequality that it has fostered and worsened is no fair price to pay.
“I am not saying I oppose independence, Evie,” Daniel says, handing me a basket of naan. “But it must be done with a well-honed plan in place or the results in this wildly diverse country could be catastrophic. Civil war would not be out of the question. The world has seen too much fighting this century alone. I do not delude myself into thinking peace on earth is possible, but the effort is surely worthwhile.”
“Surely, yes,” I agree, dragging my bread through the delicious puddles of brown and yellow curry on my plate. “You know what I felt when I was at Sim’s house?”
“Wretched?”
“Yes, for him and his family. They live in squalor, Daniel. Such poverty was painful to witness. I felt ashamed.” Daniel takes my hand and gives it a squeeze. “Oh, the world is a mad place,” I say, pushing aside my plate, which is whisked away by the server.
“Getting madder as we speak,” Daniel says, quickly adding, “But better, too, in other ways.”
“Tell me something good, Daniel. I am in a glum mood now.”
“Well,” he begins, rubbing his chin. “People are living longer.”
“Go on.”
“We have better medicine. Imagine if little Elsa had been ill the way she was a few weeks ago in the middle ages. She would not have survived. As it was, she went to the doctor, who gave her a remedy and a sweet and she was right as rain a week later.”
“That is fortunate indeed.”
“And travel! The world is opening up to us more and more. We sailed from England to India in a matter of ten days. What madness!” I cannot help but giggle at his efforts, genuine though they are.
“Let us not forget motorcars! You would not trade yours for a carriage, would you?”
“Never!”
“There you have it.” He nods, satisfied. “Our children will live in a mad world, true enough, but we have every reason to hope they will enjoy long lives and see more of it than we ever will.”
“You have cheered me,” I reply, reaching for his hand and giving it a squeeze.
“As is my duty, one I take very seriously, indeed.”
“I am heartened to hear it. Now I have something uplifting to tell you as well.”
“I am all ears.”
“The server is coming with our dessert.”



Chapter 30
I am surprisingly nervous when we arrive at Celeste’s house. We still have not heard from Harold’s friend, John Bainbridge and the paper this morning reported two more violent clashes in the north of the city. It makes for uneasy travel. We are far removed from the conflict, yet in other ways at the very heart of it. Khalil was not outside the hotel with his trusty rickshaw today, so we hired a stranger. We have not seen hide nor hair of Rafiq in several days, and I wonder what has become of him. I feel a slight disappointment that he seems to have deserted us, but Daniel reminds me not to take it personally. That being so, I am curious whether his apparent disappearance is related to Roger’s murder. There is no evidence suggesting his involvement, still it feels rather conspicuous that he would make himself scarce at such a time. Then again, I cannot fault him for wishing to avoid conflict. I should like to ask Parvati whether she heard anything. The girl is one of the most inept liars I have ever come across, something she ought really take as a compliment.
“Oh, you came,” Celeste greets us flatly, as she opens the door and ushers us into the hall with a patent lack of enthusiasm.
“You invited us,” I remind her.
“You more or less forced me to,” she says, leading us into her sitting room. She is dressed rather soberly today – by her standards at least – in a cobalt blue shift with a gold and sapphire necklace. Her lips are scarlet as ever. “I thought your visit might be prevented by the riots. They are closing several streets in anticipation.”
“We encountered no problems on our way, though we heard about it, of course.”
“Perhaps Bikram will not be able to get away.” She gestures vaguely, her eyes flitting to the window. I am glad we are first to arrive. That way, she will not have the opportunity to instruct the major what to say, at least no more than she may have done already.
“Manju!” Celeste calls out. The maid appears moments later, a frown etched into her features.
“Memsahib?” There is something petulant in her tone, lending the interaction between her and Celeste an almost comical air, as the latter instructs her to bring tea and the “good biscuits”. Manju grumbles something unintelligible and disappears. After so long in India, Celeste must speak at least one of the many languages of this country, yet she never speaks to Manju in anything other than English, while the maid replies in her native tongue.
“Sit, sit, Bikram will be here soon. He is not one for punctuality. If Sandhurst couldn’t drill it into him, nothing will.” She is nervous, that much is evident, from the way she twists her ring around her finger and crouches on the edge of the settee she previously commandeered in a manner similar to Cleopatra might have her throne.
“We are not here to make trouble,” I reassure, eager to set her at ease yet failing. She rolls her eyes.
“Why did you agree to our meeting, or rather why did he, if you are so reluctant?” I ask, casting a quick glance at Daniel who looks decidedly as though he, too, would prefer to be anywhere else.
“You would have forced it one way or another. I recognize something of myself in you, the stubbornness.” She lets out a laugh, but it is brittle. Is she afraid that Agarwal may, after all, be connected to the murder? But then why would he agree to meet with us, for she surely warned him ? I am eager to form a more educated opinion of the mystery man, if he ever gets here. Speak of the devil! Just at that moment, we hear a knock at the door. Celeste jumps to her feet and hurries from the room without a word. I raise my brows at Daniel, and he whispers, “touchy”. I shrug yet cannot reply before Celeste returns followed by the man of the hour, Major Bikram Agarwal. We shake hands. He is taller than me, though not as tall as Daniel, with a thick, manicured beard and dark intelligent eyes that seem to take in more than his easy smile conveys.
“A pleasure to meet you,” he says in slightly accented English. Celeste told us he spent time at Sandhurst, the well-known Royal Military Academy in Berkshire. His bearing is certainly that of a military man, even out of uniform as he is today. Perhaps Saturdays are his day off duty. We sit, Celeste beside her paramour, not quite close enough to touch. I wonder whether this is for his benefit. He may be the one eager to keep their connection private. I wonder how she coaxed him to come today, but maybe he is as curious as Daniel and I are. Manju bustles in, tray clattering as she sets it on the table. To my surprise, she scowls at Agarwal, while he mutters polite thanks. I am surprised she does not shatter the fine china as she sets it on the table, before stomping from the room once more. Does she think badly of him for his illicit relationship with Celeste, her employer and a woman she may view as an intruder in her country? Or could her disregard for him run deeper? I have no way of conversing with the woman yet am convinced she knows far more than anyone else of the happenings in this household. A housekeeper always does.
“I understand you are a lady detective,” Agarwal says, looking at me, an expression of slight puzzlement on his face.
“I am indeed.”
“And have you solved many murder cases before, Lady Harper?”
“More than I wished to encounter.”
“How admirable. You must worry for your wife,” he says, addressing Daniel.
“The criminals are the ones who ought to worry, Major. My wife is quite capable.” I am gratified by his response, even if it is a lie. He worries himself silly at times and has said as much. The guilt has kept me up some nights. On the whole, however, he would not stop me in my endeavors, and I doubt I would allow him to. If I ever leave my profession, I hope it will be by my own choice.
“I hear you are looking into Captain Quinn’s death, and that you were the unfortunate soul who found the body.” He lifts the teacup to his lips, but does not sip before adding, “I wonder whether some detectives make their own cases.”
“I have never heard of such a thing,” I reply. He is teasing, and I mustn’t let him unnerve me. “Who would pay us if we did?”
“Have you been hired to investigate this case?” he asks, delicately setting his cup into the saucer.
“I have not. We are friends of the Purcells.”
“You are doing them a favor, very noble.”
“Bikram, do not tease the girl, you can see she is blushing.” Celeste grins for the first time since our arrival. His calm has rubbed off on her. I fight the urge to touch my cheeks, which are warm indeed, though from the tea, not from a rising temper.
“You were not a friend of Captain Quinn,” Daniel wonders, a statement, not a question.
Agarwal rubs his beard. “Captain Quinn had few friends.”
“Did he have enemies?” I ask, having found my voice once more.
“Probably, but I was not one of them. We did not see eye to eye. However, I would not risk my position by slighting a man who had the ear of a number of high up figures, including his father-in-law. He could have made my life rather difficult.”
“You outrank him,” Daniel observes. “Is it not unusual for a man with Quinn’s experience to have failed in advancing to the rank of a major? I knew men years his junior who could call themselves that.”
“I know little of him, really.” Agarwal shrugs. It is the first time he glances down. Is it a lie? Most people do not feel antipathy towards someone unless given reason to. Agarwal does not strike me as petty, but rather a man who thinks before he speaks and certainly before he acts. Roger must have behaved in some way in opposition to what Agarwal deems respectable, and I am eager to know how. Is it connected to his behavior towards Celeste when their affair came to an end? How much did she share with her current lover? And does he, in fact, love her and she him? I wish it for her. Yet what kind of life could they have together here or in England? There are too many prejudices that would threaten to pull them apart, if they made their relationship public. Perhaps they see their current situation as the best they can hope for.
“He has been described as ambitious on more than one occasion.”
“I am ambitious, is that a crime?” Agarwal raises his thick brows.
“Not at all, if it doesn’t come at the price of decency,” I say, having found my footing once more.
“I did not like the way he behaved towards those he deemed beneath him. Rank is important, but he viewed his own as an opportunity to dismiss others.”
“He was disrespectful to Indian officers?” Daniel observes.
Agarwal hesitates, regards Daniel curiously for a moment, picks up his cup, holds it in his hand. Just as Celeste opens her mouth to fill the silence he says, “I will speak frankly. I have not been interviewed by the police, because they have no reason to do so. I was far from the club the night of the murder, at my mother’s home in Kandivali, in the north of the city. I am furthermore not a member of the club, nor have I any desire to be. Captain Quinn may have enjoyed such illustrious company,” he utters these words with unconcealed derision. “I prefer the company of those I respect. I bow and pay my dues every day Malia Zaidi in my place of work and have little inclination to do so on the rare occasion I am at leisure.”
“Understandable,” I concede. “But you have not answered my question. Did Roger – Captain Quinn – act disdainfully towards you or other Indian officers?”
“He did.”
“He never received complaints?”
Agarwal lets out a laugh followed by a sigh and Celeste reaches for his hand. He does not pull away. “I wish your suggestion was not cause for laughter, yet I am afraid it is. Filing a complaint is difficult enough as it is, but for one of us to complain about a British officer is more trouble than it is worth. More likely, it would mean punishment for us rather than them.” He shakes his head. “Perhaps he received the odd criticism at first, but there is something rather discouraging about experiencing that again and again and for there to be no consequences. This is true for many, not only Captain Quinn. No changes were ever made unless the offense was impossible to deny.”
“I am sorry to hear that,” I say. “It must be very frustrating.”
“Not enough to discourage me. If I stay in the army, there is hope for change. A fraction of hope, but that is worth something.”
“You know you have allies.” Celeste speaks for the first time since we sat down together.
“Yes, I have allies. But you see, to come to the point of your visit, even if I had been at the club that night, I would not risk my position, nor my freedom, for the likes of Roger Quinn.” He meets my gaze, and I believe him. There is something righteous about Major Agarwal, telling me he will speak his mind when he must and has an aversion to dishonesty. Then again, my impressions have been wrong in the past. Why was Celeste so nervous about our meeting? Surely, he told her much the same he has said to us? Perhaps it was not so much what he could say but his very presence, the demonstration of their togetherness, that provoked her apprehension.
“Can you think of anyone who might have had less restraint than you?”
“Someone Quinn bullied enough to make him snap?” Agarwal shakes his head. I noticed he has dropped the “captain” when referring to Roger. No need for artifice anymore. “You forget, Roger treated only those he perceived as inferior to him with disrespect. Most people at the club that night could not be described as such. They were his superiors, people he wished to impress.” The major makes a good point.
“There were many staff members at the club. He might have mistreated one or the other, or been dismissive of them in the past.”
“Possibly,” Agarwal acknowledges. “I doubt anyone has an especially robust alibi at a party such as that.”
“Not even I do!” Celeste exclaims. “Though I think we have established I am an unlikely culprit. Roger was a strong man, quite a lot taller than I am.”
“No one suspects you,” I reassure her. Even if her motive or long held hurt could be taken into consideration, it seems shaky at best. But if Agarwal, too, can be believed, we are still fishing for a viable suspect. Though, admittedly, he never really was one to begin with.
“You attended the funeral,” Daniel observes.
“It was my duty. Despite our differences, he was a fellow officer. Do not believe I celebrate his death. He left behind a young wife and child. Beyond that, his murder has created suspicion towards everyone. Can you imagine the consequences, if an Indian man or woman is found guilty of murdering a decorated British officer? You cannot have missed the atmosphere of tension thickening the air in this city – in this country – no matter that you have been here only briefly. Celeste and I must keep our association a secret, though we are doing nothing wrong, hurting nobody. There are riots or threats of them all the time, protests for self-rule, clashes between Hindus and Muslims. The death of a single man might slip by unnoticed, but if he was killed not by a fellow Englishman but a native Indian, his death will be the catalyst for more violence; retribution turning into a cycle that cannot easily be broken. It has already begun. Whatever I felt about Roger Quinn, and even if I did not value my own life, I love my country and would not risk such a result.” He speaks firmly and with conviction, never breaking eye contact. I am convinced he is telling the truth. Agarwal is an intelligent man, not ruled by flight of fancy or emotion. He has likely had to swallow more than one injustice to rise to his position and it rankles him, how could it not? Yet he is a man, who is all too aware of what he has to lose as well. Perhaps he supports his family and the thought of them slipping into a state of dire poverty like Sim’s, is too worrisome to contemplate.
“How do you imagine the future of this country?” I ask, genuinely curious. Celeste indicated that Agarwal is a proponent of Malia Zaidi self-rule and his disdain for the Gymkhana Club speaks of a man with strong opinions.
Agarwal hesitates, contemplating my question before answering, “I hope you will not report me to the authorities if I tell you I feel strongly that an independent India is inevitable and right.” He adds, “in time.”
“Do you think the riots will achieve anything?”
“They already have. I am no proponent of violence, not from either side. A surprising attitude perhaps, from one whose profession entails the possibility of violence at every turn. But for a soldier, fighting is a duty, for the general public it must be avoided at all costs.”
“There are those who preach change through non-violence,” Daniel notes.
“You speak of Mr. Gandhi.” Agarwal smiles. “Yes, he is making something of a name for himself. He is an advocate of non-violent methods, yet he recruited Indians to fight in the Great War. Did you know?”
“I confess, I did not.”
“It is true. I enlisted myself.”
“Where did you fight?”
“A soldier, too?” Agarwal raises his brows at Daniel, who nods. “Ypres.”
“Then we owe you a debt.”
Agarwal shrugs. “I did my duty. I was nearly a boy at the time, but it gave me a career and a purpose, a family of sorts.” There is a bond now between the two men, one I have observed spring up as if out of thin air among those who served in the Great War. It is a space to which Celeste, and I have no access, no matter how close we are to the men in our lives.
“Roger served as well.” Daniel‘s gaze is fixed on Agarwal.
“Indeed. And perhaps valiantly so. He was awarded the odd medal, I believe.”
“Was he boastful?”
“He was not. When the war came up in conversation, he was eager to avoid the subject. Reasonable enough. He and I did have that much in common.”
“Interesting that a decorated soldier who was deeply ambitious, did not wish to speak of that time.” I turn to Celeste, who has been uncharacteristically quiet. “Did he ever talk to you about it?”
“Here and there.” She sighs, twists the gold ring on her finger.
“It had only been a few years since the Armistice then. The war remained on everyone’s mind. Parents were still mourning their sons, wives their husbands. It was a natural topic of conversation. Now that I think on it, though, I can’t remember him telling me much. He gave answers that skirted the surface. I accepted them, for my husband droned on about it often enough. I was with Roger to be happy not to be reminded of the ugliness through which we had lived.”
I nod and turn back to Agarwal. “Did you inform the police of Roger’s conflicts with Indian officers?”
“I was not interviewed, since I was nowhere near the club at the time of the murder, but I briefly spoke to Sergeant Gupta. He understands that one must be very cautious, especially in times like these, before allowing suspicion for the murder of an Englishman to fall on an Indian without finding sufficient proof. It could incite a mob.”
“Did you give any names?”
“No.”
“Do you know of any?”
“There is no one who strikes me as worthy of mentioning.” I understand Agarwal’s reason for stalling on this point, but if Roger had a conflict with anyone, it is critical information. He knows as much and adds, “I want Roger’s killer to be found. I may not have liked the man, but what happened is a crime and I am on the side of the law. If I believed any of the men whose names come to mind could have been angry enough to take revenge and who could have been at the club that night, I would tell the police. I have spent a considerable amount of time contemplating this and done my own investigation. There is no one worthy of naming at this point. You will have to take my word for it.” He stands firm, and I recognize arguing would be a futile effort. Still, I am frustrated. He is honest and frank, yet there is something I feel he is keeping to himself, something that may prove significant. Is he protecting someone? Celeste, perhaps? If so, there is no way of coaxing the answer out of him in her company. I suppose we ought to be pleased that he has been as open as he has. We now know with certainty Roger was not well liked among his fellow Indian soldiers and for good reason, apparently. He was reluctant to speak of the war years, despite being a decorated soldier. Perhaps most curiously, he remained stuck in the rank of captain, irrespective of his efforts to rise in position since arriving in India, and Malia Zaidi with a brigadier for a father-in-law. I am all the more curious now to learn whether Harold’s friend, Bainbridge, has something of value to tell us about how and why Roger left England so soon after the war, returning only a single time. I wish we could speak to Roger’s father as well, but the man, according to Artie, has shown little interest in Roger’s death or his life.
“Did you have an impression of his marriage?” Daniel asks, drawing me back into the present. The question seems to surprise Agarwal, for he hesitates before replying.
“They have a small child. I assume the marriage was a success. His wife seems friendly enough, though anytime I met her she appeared uneasy. I heard she wished to return to England after the child was born, but of course Roger’s career was here.”
“His stalled career,” I note.
Agarwal shrugs. “I cannot say.”
I think once more of Parvati’s recollection, Roger blaming Violet for forcing him to live a lie. I doubt there is much use in asking Agarwal about it. He was no friend, nor confidant of the dead man, and I am reluctant to drag Violet into the conversation. I pity the young woman, who always seems vaguely lost when I encounter her, even before Roger’s death. Celeste is not cruel, but she has a loose tongue and I fear she could spread a rumor that all was not well in the Quinn marriage, especially if it was true. Violet seems a hand’s width away from breaking under strain, and I do not wish to be the cause of further pain.
With a combination of satisfaction and frustration, Daniel and I bid the couple goodbye. I would like to be a fly on the wall to hear their conversation once we leave the house!



Chapter 31
“Well, what do you think?” Daniel asks. We are sitting in a rickshaw on our way back to the hotel. My mind is whirring with the past hour’s conversation, still I cannot help but notice a greater police presence on the streets. Our driver seems apprehensive, glancing this way and that, as though bracing himself for the sounds of an approaching mob. The memory of the recent riot is too fresh for me to feel entirely at ease until we reach the hotel. Daniel is trying to distract me.
“I believed him. He was not telling us everything he knows about Roger, but I do not think he killed the man.”
“Neither do I. He is right, he would have too much to lose.
Then again, anyone would, wouldn’t they?”
“He takes his rank and profession very seriously. I am surprised Celeste, despite her complaints about her husband, has chosen to form romantic alliances with military men on multiple occasions, men who are proud to be such.”
“From what you have told me, she was unhappily in love with her husband. Perhaps she is trying to find a version of him who reciprocates her feelings.”
“How very astute.”
“I am but a romantic at heart.” Daniel presses a hand to his chest.
“There is something slightly tragic about Celeste, don’t you think? She isn’t happy.”
“No, and I doubt Agarwal will bring her happiness in the long term either. He looks to be a few years Roger’s senior and Celeste is more than a decade older than him.”
“Men are constantly marrying women ludicrously their juniors!” I object. Though I take his point, I feel the need to defend Celeste.
“So they do. I have met the odd seventy-year-old man who just became a father, but the same simply isn’t possible for a woman. Agarwal may be a traditionally minded man and wants a family. Perhaps he is in love with Celeste. Yet in the end – and I suspect she Malia Zaidi is aware of this – he will find himself a suitable wife, settle down and she will be on her own again.”
“That is not very romantic.”
Daniel sighs. “No, I suppose it isn’t. She is an intelligent woman and understands the reality of the situation. They are being discreet for multiple reasons, even if they claim it is because they wish to avoid unwanted attention for being a mixed couple. It could have an impact on his career, on him finding a future wife.”
“A sad situation. People are always searching to belong with someone, and when they feel they have found that person, they are often left disappointed.”
“Maybe Celeste could be happier if she did not try to belong to someone? Maybe she would be happiest on her own. If she married her late husband young, she may not know what it is like to be alone. It does not mean she must feel lonely.” Daniel shrugs, watching for my reaction.
“And one can feel lonely with someone, too, if they are not right.“
“True enough. I wish her well. Celeste and Agarwal may have disliked Roger for different reasons, and both undoubtedly have insights into the case they did not share, but I do believe they had nothing to do with his murder. Agarwal’s alibi of being with his mother is shaky, since she would undoubtedly corroborate it, even if untrue. But at least he has one, which is more than many members of the club could say. Celeste would have had to work with an accomplice, and there is no one who fits that description other than Agarwal.”
“Precisely,” I agree, noting with some measure of relief that we are nearing the water. I see a sliver of silver-blue ahead. The hotel must be close by. I am beginning to get a sense of the city, not to the point that I would trust myself to navigate it, but the bay provides a point of orientation. We arrive at the hotel a few moments later and decide to order food to our rooms, having eaten none of the “good biscuits” Celeste offered, too occupied with the conversation.
“I wonder who could tell us about people with whom Roger may have had a conflict. Agarwal did not give names, and likely did not provide them to the police either, but someone must know,” I say, as I slide out of my shoes.
“Then there is his financial situation to consider and the possibility of blackmail. Him being blackmailed or the other way around,” Daniel notes, slumping on the sofa. “The former is more likely, given the depletion of his funds. The latter more so, since Roger was the one who was killed.”
“Maybe whoever was blackmailing him wasn’t getting the money he demanded and thus killed Roger in a fit of rage and frustration.”
“Perhaps.” Daniel crosses his arms. “We mustn’t overlook the potential significance of the Kali figurine in his pocket.”
“I had almost forgotten! If it was placed there by the killer, perhaps there was premeditation. It does not seem the sort of token one carries around. Such a doomsday figure.”
“She is also the symbol of motherly love,” Daniel recalls.
“If she represented motherly love to the killer, why leave her with the man he had just killed.”
“Perhaps it was an offer of atonement?”
“Hm...” I shake my head.
“Maybe the murderer killed in a fit of rage but regretted it very quickly and left the goddess on Roger’s body.”
“If he – I assume for the sake of convenience it was a he – regretted his actions, why not confess?”
“Confessing to murder would ruin his life and maybe that of his family,” Daniel muses.
“Living with the guilt may have the same result,” I counter.
“I wonder whether grief is masking as a cover for guilt?”
“Apart from Artie, Maggie and Violet, in her own way, no one seems particularly moved by Roger’s passing. Further, we cannot ignore the fact that Maggie may have her mind on other matters, if she is having an affair with Quigley. I am keen to speak to more of Roger’s fellow soldiers. Major Gilmour and Lieutenant Chilcott were both at the club and the funeral, even if they left the Purcell’s house very quickly. Maybe they would be more willing to furnish us with names, which Agarwal was not. They may have an entirely different view of Roger, of course. Maybe they shared his prejudices.”
“Or they were his gambling partners and he owed them money?”
I shrug. Just then, there is a knock at the door, and a trolley with tea sandwiches, a jug of lemonade and small mango tarts is rolled in. It takes me a moment to recognize Sim. The last time I saw him, he wore a gray kurta, yet now he is back in his burgundy uniform, gold buttons gleaming.
“Oh, Sim, hello.” I greet him. He stands straight, peering from me to Daniel and back again. Perhaps he is uncertain how much I told my husband or whether he thinks badly of the young man for his presence at the protest.
Daniel recognizes this predicament and steps forward, holding out a hand which, after some hesitation, Sim briefly shakes. “I think I owe you thanks, Mr. -”
“I am Sim.”
“Thank you, Sim, for helping my wife. We owe you a debt.”
“Not at all, sir,” Sim replies quickly, glancing at his shoes.
Daniel ignores the polite refusal and continues, “If we can be of any assistance to you, please do not hesitate to ask. You know where to find us.”
“Thank you, sir. That is not necessary.”
“The offer stands.” Sim nods, appearing eager to leave. So we do not try to further engage him in conversation. He will be on a tight schedule, for this hotel runs like clockwork. Everyone in their place whenever they are needed. I have lived around servants all my life, and while I love my aunt’s butler, dear Mr. Harris, who is like an uncle to me, it is impossible to forget that they live at our whims. What frustrations must they often swallow, what slights or insults? It makes me think once more of Roger and his alleged mistreatment of those he viewed as his inferiors based on race, religion or rank. He was not alone in his prejudices. I wonder whether they got him killed?
So many uncertainties swirl about this case, blurring the truth. Motives appear, then disappear, suspects arise then fade into the background. Perhaps Daniel is right, and I really should leave it to the police. Maybe we should pack up and take the train to Delhi, visit Agra and Jaipur or any other marvel, far away from the mystery of Roger’s death. But even miles away I would have no peace until I knew the truth. I will not lie, a part of me is ambitious and wishes to be the one to solve the case, yet I could be satisfied – as much as one ever could be when a life has been taken – if anyone unmasks the killer. It is resolution I am after, answers to questions that eat away at me. Agnes used to chastise me as a child, when I asked questions she deemed impertinent and when I interrogated her visitors and friends, who tried to fob me off with bland smiles and pats on the head. My inherent curiosity has never abated but grown instead, the more I learn about the world and the more I realize I will never know enough. There are questions that can be satisfied by poking my nose into the right book, or into someone else’s affairs. Yet there are many others to which there are no answers, which keep me up some nights. For all his complaints, Daniel understands this better than most.
We eat for a few moments in silence. The food is delicious, but I have little appetite. The heat or the uncertainty is tying a knot in my stomach.
“Perhaps Artie can introduce us to Gilmour and Chilcott,” Daniel suggests, realizing there is little point in chatting about the weather.
“Why would he?”
“Maybe Celeste knows them?” I smile at Daniel’s efforts, reaching across the table and taking his hand.
“Hopefully, this mystery will be resolved very soon. Then you will have my full attention, I promise.”
“I intend to have your attention for the rest of our lives, so I can cede it here and there. Besides, I am your sidekick, am I not? An honorary detective, what do you say?”
“A better one I could not have asked for. Just don’t tell dear Hugh!”
“Never!”
“Perhaps we should get out of the city for a day. Distance might bring clarity,” I suggest, feeling the need to offer my trusty sidekick a reward.
“Rafiq could act as our guide again. He mentioned the Kanheri Caves in the west of the city.” Daniel gets up and finds the guidebook, eager to cement the plan before I change my mind. “It may be good to get out of the busiest areas in any case, with the police expecting riots,” he says, thumbing through the book.
“We haven’t seen Rafiq in some time. I took Khalil’s rickshaw a few days ago. When I asked after Rafiq, he seemed reluctant to speak.”
“He is not very confident in his English,” Daniel observes without looking up. “Maybe he didn’t understand.”
“He understood well enough.”
“Are you back to suspecting Rafiq?”
“I never entirely discounted him as a suspect. I wonder whether his disappearance has something to do with the fact that citywide tension has erupted. He and Sim are like-minded, though Rafiq seems Malia Zaidi too deliberate in his actions to be caught in the middle of a riot. He is studying at the university and may have more to lose if his political leanings become known.”
“He would have a lot more to lose if he killed Roger Quinn.” Daniel raises his brows, then points to a passage in the guidebook about the Kanheri Caves. I scan the summary and nod.
“Sounds interesting. Yes, of course he would. Maybe I am entirely wrong-footed suspecting him. At this point, all we have are endless suspects, yet nobody who had a plausible motive. No one much liked him, but neither will anyone confess to hating him either, and why would they? If they did, they would be foolish indeed to tell us or the police and make themselves the prime suspect. Agarwal likely went as far as he did because he has a reasonable alibi.”
“Provided by his mother,” Daniel observes skeptically.
“Even so.”
“Let me speak to the concierge about a guide for the Kanheri caves, and I will leave you to mull over your growing list of suspects for a few moments. I want to sort it out before you have a chance to change your mind and instead structure tomorrow around tailing Artie, Celeste or anyone else.”



Chapter 32
“Kanheri derives from the Sanskrit word Krishnagiri, meaning black mountain. As you can see, that name is fitting. These caves are part of the mountain,” Adesh, our guide explains as we approach the complex. Upon inquiring, Daniel was told that Rafiq was unavailable, which leaves me ever more curious. Daniel said the concierge looked mildly put out when the name was mentioned. Perhaps he has proven unreliable. The wages he earned as a guide for the guests of Bombay’s premier hotel could not be paltry, yet he is willing to do without? Or maybe he simply has other clients. I wonder whether he has made an appearance at the Gymkhana Club, or is he absent from his duties there as well? My mind races to tar him with suspicion, yet I remind myself, nodding along to Adesh’s commentary, there could be any number of innocent reasons for his absence. Any number...Then again, he could also have murdered Roger Quinn and done a runner. Everything is possible at this point, which is utterly maddening. I try to concentrate on sightseeing. The structures truly are quite impressive and different from the Elephanta Caves we toured with Rafiq. Adesh is an informative, but not engaging guide, going through perfunctory motions, spilling forth facts I cannot take in. He is a retired teacher, we were told, and certainly knowledgeable. Under different circumstances, he would do quite nicely, but as it stands, I cannot help letting my mind drift. I glance at Daniel, who appears interested enough, following Adesh’s pointed finger when he gestures at a stone plinth in the center of the first cave. There are an abundance of caves in the vicinity of Bombay, it cannot be denied.
“These caves are far less embellished than the Elephanta Caves but must be recognized for their historical value,” Adesh continues. “Historians have been able to discern that they date back to the first century BC. You see,” he indicates towards the walls, “the intricate inscriptions and reliefs?” Daniel and I nod dutifully. “They served as Buddhist monasteries and places for contemplation, worship and learning.”
“What is that?” Daniel asks, pointing at a domed structure at the end of the hall.
“Ah, yes, that is a stupa. Perhaps you can imagine it as something like a Christian altar. The chamber that contains the stupa is called a chaitya. A significant part of Buddhist meditation.” He continues to explain the various rituals associated with the stupa and I half listen, my eyes trawling the chamber, trying to imagine the people of centuries past, congregating, worshiping, seeking guidance and peace. There is a chill in the air, and I shiver, thinking of all those who passed through here, who are long gone, who know nothing of the world as it is now. Then again, Buddhists believe in the cycle of rebirth. Perhaps I am a former Buddhist monk! There is something appealing about the concept of rebirth, the past perpetually connected to the present and the future. Those who are gone, are not gone, but all are here, treading the same Earth as I am.
Adesh continues his tour, and we follow along from cave to cave, listening to him describe the reliefs and sculptures. Slowly, I let myself be lulled by his voice, drawn into the moment. It is strange to walk as a tourist in a place that once meant so much to those who built it. I see beauty in the art, marvel at the skill and the very endeavor of creating these caves as inhabitable spaces, still they do not move me as they did those Buddhists who came here to practice meditation and find peace. There is a disconnect I have felt in the most beautiful of churches as well. I take in the space, admire it, but do not truly consider myself to be a part of it. I wonder how it must be to come to a place of worship and feel at home? Safe and understood and welcomed, to feel belonging on the basis of faith? My faith is allotted to a few people, to reason; yet all my adult life, I have envied those who speak with conviction to a power beyond themselves and believe wholly and truly in its existence. I allow for the possibility of such a power, but difficult experiences and inherent skepticism forbid me from placing too much trust in the notion. I have lived through times of war, lost my parents, my uncle, witnessed the aftermath of numerous murders, how can I trust in a power that allowed all that to come to pass? Perhaps it is a god who is loath to interfere? But what use is unending power if not used unendingly? I suspect I am half made up of questions, which in itself may contradict true faith.
“Evie?” Daniel says, and from the look on his face, I suspect it is not the first time he has spoken my name.
“Yes?”
“Shall we go on?” I accept the offer of his arm. At least, for a moment, I did not think of the murder.
At the hotel, I have just slipped from my dusty dress into a pair of wide cotton trousers and a pale blue shirt, when a knock sounds at the door. Daniel is in the bath, so I answer it. A young man in a porter’s uniform stands there, holding a small parcel wrapped in brown packing paper on a silver tray.
“This was delivered for you, madam.”
“By whom?” I ask, curiously taking the small package in my hands. It feels hard, but not heavy.
“An errand boy, madam,” the young man replies. I nod, forced to accept his answer and hand over a few coins. He gives a small bow of his head before leaving. I close the door and walk to the bathroom. I am about to knock when the door opens and Daniel, hair still damp, emerges.
“Look. This was just delivered for us.” I hold up the parcel. Daniel narrows his eyes and takes it from me.
“Who brought it? There is no return address, no card?”
“No, nothing. It was an errand boy, the porter said.”
“I don’t like it, Evie. Maybe we should call the police before we open it.”
“Don’t be silly. It will hardly contain a grenade. It is too light.”
“You can’t be certain.” Daniel looks unconvinced. He has a point, but the thought of calling the police only to find the contents to be entirely harmless does not sit right with the adventurer in me.
“How about this, I will open it on the balcony, and you will stand ready with a jug of water, in case it is flammable?”
“I don’t think that would help much.”
“I am opening it,” I announce, and Daniel sighs.
“At least let me do it.”
“What, because you are a man!” I exclaim, affronted.
“Wasn’t there something about obeying me in our marriage vows?”
“In fact, there was not. I made certain of it,” I counter and Daniel follows me to the balcony, grabbing a jug of water from the table on the way.
I do not hesitate, once we are in the open, unwrapping the packing paper. My heartbeat quickens, but I try my best to appear Malia Zaidi composed. Daniel is right, something about this doesn’t sit right, but in for a penny...
“Oh!” I hold up the contents of the parcel.
“Is that -”
“It is, indeed.”
“Kali.”



Chapter 33
“Why would someone send us a figurine of Kali, the same one that was found on Roger’s body, unless they meant to threaten us?” Daniel asks, pacing the room. I have agreed to be sensible, and we are waiting for the police to arrive. I have left Kali caged beneath the empty fruit bowl on the balcony, so no seagull will come and snatch her. Daniel, being unusually superstitious, did not want me to bring her back inside, as though the wooden figure might bite us.
“Well, I suppose you have a point,” I concede, crouching on the edge of the sofa, my eyes following his movements. “It also tells us it really was the killer who planted the figurine on Roger’s body.”
“You are enjoying this!” Daniel stops his pacing in front of me and gives me an incredulous look.
“I am not! But you have to admit, it is an interesting development.”
“This honeymoon is cursed.”
“All right, all right, calm yourself,” I say, nodding. He is acting almost as if I sent it myself!
“I know this won’t dissuade you, but the murderer has realized you are on his trail. We are in a place we do not know well, amongst strangers and the atmosphere is tense. I am worried we are out of our depth.”
“Perhaps,” I allow. “I have been speaking to a fair few people about the case. Though to be honest, I doubt anyone took my detecting skills seriously.”
“Clearly, someone does. This is getting dangerous, Evie.”
“No one has engaged my services, why would the killer assume I am a threat?”
“Maybe they saw you with Inspector Woods and believe you are working with him? It could be Celeste, after all, or Agarwal? We weren’t careful enough with them.” Daniel frowns and shakes his head.
“That is too obvious. Besides, I thought we agreed it wasn’t them?”
“Rafiq could have been watching you.”
“He would have a better time doing so, if he hadn’t disappeared. He had easy access, if he wanted it. Instead, no one can reach him. His Malia Zaidi unreliability as a guide may well cost him future work with the hotel. Really, anyone might have bought the figurine, they are available at countless stalls all over the city. It could never be traced.”
“Hm... I suppose that is true. If only whoever had sent it had written a note. Then we would have a sample of handwriting.”
“Unless they were clever enough to use a typewriter,” I remind him. “This killer took a risk with Roger at the club, but he or she has been careful otherwise. Perhaps there really was less of a risk in committing the murder that evening than we are assuming, because not many present had a good alibi. Few people can be firmly ruled out as suspects, confusing the matter all the more.”
“Which means it may not have been a crime of passion as we initially suspected.”
“Possibly.” I walk to the window, peering at the upturned bowl that contains our goddess. It seems vaguely sacrilegious.
When the police arrive, I am surprised to find Sergeant Gupta along with a constable at our door. I expected strangers, so welcome his familiar face and being spared the tedious task of recounting everything a different officer would not yet know.
He holds the figure, inspecting it with narrowed eyes. Before they arrived, Daniel agreed to bring it back inside, feeling, I suspect, a little foolish for his initial reaction. Alas, not all have such steely nerves as I do!
“Yes, it is very similar to the Kali we found on the body of Roger Quinn,” Gupta says, turning it over in his hands. “We spoke to the concierge. He insisted it was delivered by an errand boy he had never seen before. The guards at the door could not describe him in any way that would be of help. Small, black hair, brown shirt. As generic a description as one could make.” Gupta shakes his head in disapproval, which leads me to suspect he is a rather observant fellow himself.
“It is obviously a threat,” Daniel says, crossing his arms.
“We will arrange protection for you and your wife, sir, do not worry,” Gupta replies. Roger’s murder already created enough of a problem for the Bombay Police, no doubt the last thing they want is for another English couple to suffer a similar fate. That being so, the thought of personal protection rankles. I am no fragile daisy that needs protecting! I open my mouth to protest, when Daniel gives me a very particular look.
“Thank you,” he says to Gupta. “Have you made much progress? Do you know more about Quinn’s financial situation and why he was struggling?” I suppress a giggle. Daniel, unwittingly, has become as immersed in the investigation as I have!
Gupta hesitates, glancing from Daniel to me to his constable, who simply shrugs. “We have interviewed the Purcells once more. His widow is still incapacitated.”
“What did they say?” I prod.
“They claim to know nothing of his troubles.”
“Do you believe them? You strike me as an astute judge of character,” I ask, hoping the compliment hits its intended target and loosens Gupta’s tongue. I have a certain rapport with Woods, which is not yet established with his sergeant. I cannot blame him. He knows next to nothing of me. To him, I may be a silly English lady with notions of being a detective, all the while ignorant of the goings on in this city. He is right in part, but I am eager to learn.
“I think Purcell is an honest man,” he says slowly. I wait for the inevitable “but”. “Still, I feel the family is keeping something from us.”
“This does not necessarily mean they are guilty of any involvement in the murder. The Purcells are two of the few people who have a decent alibi,” I observe.
“True, true,” Gupta agrees, nodding. “It is only my impression, of course.”
“Your intuition?” I smile.
“Perhaps.”
“And does this tell you what they might be hiding?”
“When I consider the case and the people involved, I believe the only reason for them to lie or to conceal a particular truth, is to protect someone.” He meets my eyes.
“And the only people they care to protect are Violet and Alice.”
“It is the natural instinct of a parent.”
“I had the sense that they liked Roger well enough,” Daniel says. “To conceal anything that may aid in solving his murder must be done solely to protect those they love. Yet Violet alone could not have overwhelmed Roger. That much is certain.”
“They may not believe she killed him,” I say slowly. “However, they may worry she could receive some undesirable attention if they are entirely candid.”
“Quite,” Gupta agrees.
“It has to be connected to Parvati’s statement, regarding what she overheard. I assume Inspector Woods told you?” I ask Gupta, who nods.
“It is difficult to form a picture of the woman when everyone around her claims she is incapable of being interviewed. The police have spoken to her only once and in the presence of her parents.”
“When I approached her, she appeared almost in a trance. Certainly not unaffected by the death of her husband. We did contemplate whether she has a lover -” The constable lets out a shocked laugh, which turns into a cough, but I ignore him and continue. “A lover who killed Roger so they could be together. But the only possible suspect is the rather insipid clergyman, Jeremy Chambers.”
I notice Gupta is trying not to smile and gather that he considers my uncharitable description of Chambers rather fitting. “He is not physically intimidating. Quinn was not tall, but he was very muscular and had a soldier’s training, so would have been able to defend himself. He had a wound on the side of his head. It is impossible to say whether it was sustained before the throttling or after. There was next to no blood, and a corpse does not bleed. Oh, I apologize -” He stops himself, having forgotten for a moment he is not merely musing aloud.
Daniel sighs and shakes his head, but I can tell he is suppressing a grin. “Don’t worry. She delights in such imagery.”
“I most certainly do not!”
“In any case, you must not fear my wife will faint.”
“Right, well, so there is a possibility it could be Chambers. We are keeping him in our sights.”
“Who else are you keeping in your sights?” I ask. Woods was reluctant to name names, perhaps I will have greater luck with his colleague.
“Ah, but that would be telling,” he says, tapping the side of his nose.
“I fear if you do not, you must double the protection for us, for she will make it her sole aim to find the answer,” Daniel says. Gupta raises his eyebrows, and I offer him a smile as innocent as I can conjure to my lips.
“I cannot,” Gupta repeats with a sideways glance at his constable. Not in front of the young man. I see.
“Oh!” I feign a spell, grabbing for Daniel’s arm. “I suddenly feel quite faint. Perhaps the shock is catching up to me.” With that, I slump, safe in the knowledge that Daniel recognizes it as an act and he will catch me. I open my eyes a moment later, Daniel’s face close to mine, a grin tugging at the corners of his mouth before he gives a very slight shake of the head.
“Are you all right, madam?” Gupta inquires, understanding exactly what I have done, I suspect.
“I think so, yes,” I mutter weakly, touching my brow as I have seen numerous ladies do in moments of distress.
“Some water, perhaps?” the constable suggests over Gupta’s shoulder.
“A tea would be better,” I say and smile at the man to indicate it would be ever so good of him if he went to fetch it for me.
“Yes, madam. I will get it.” With a quick look to Gupta for approval, he disappears.
“That was very devious, Lady Harper,” Gupta says, smiling as I sit up.
“This is what I put up with, Sergeant,” Daniel laments.
“I suppose it is all in aid of learning the names of our suspects?”
“Hearing the names would most certainly revive my spirits,” I say.
“Then I must be a gentleman and do what I can.”
“You really should not encourage her,” Daniel says, when a moment ago, he was as curious as I was!
“Two of Quinn’s fellow officers came forward yesterday, claiming that Quinn had an argument with Colonel Lathbury a few weeks ago. An argument that left both men fuming.”
“How did they know this? Did they witness it?” I ask, suspecting the two men in question may be Lieutenant Chilcott and Major Gilmour. Both of whom I noticed at the club on the night of Roger’s murder and at his funeral, but have been unable to question thus far.
“They did not, but it was common knowledge.”
“We saw Roger with Lathbury at the club. They seemed friendly,” Daniel recalls. “Lathbury mentioned that Roger had asked for his endorsement and that he had, instead, given it to Major Agarwal.”
“Resentment on Quinn’s part would have suggested him taking revenge on Lathbury or Agarwal. However, it is he who is dead,” Gupta remarks.
“Lathbury was a physical match for Roger. He is older, but of the same build. If he surprised Roger, he could have gained the advantage,” Daniel suggests.
“Possible, possible. We have no proof. Lathbury told us the argument was negligible and that he hardly remembers it. To his point, no one has anything negative to say about the colonel. He is widely regarded as a fair man.” The sergeant watches us for a reaction. I had a similar impression of Lathbury. He seemed genuine enough, but what if Roger was a thorn in his side? It still would not explain the financial predicament in which Roger found himself.
“Was there any indication that Roger felt unhappy here? That he wished to return to England? Everyone believes he wanted to make India his permanent home, but Violet appears uncomfortable with the prospect.” Daniel shrugs.
“Perhaps she has something to hide, which threatens to be exposed, if she stays. Maybe it was not Roger who was being blackmailed, but Violet,” I say, gratified by the surprised expressions on the men’s faces. Perhaps indeed...



Chapter 34
Though Daniel was skeptical when I proposed my plan, he eventually relented. So it is that I find myself sitting across from Diana Lathbury in a tea shop with a view of the causeway that leads to Haji Ali, half obscured by sea mist this afternoon. Daniel elected to stay at the hotel to read – and likely pace. I encouraged this, assuming Diana will be more likely to speak openly with me alone. I contacted her and suggested meeting for tea. Perhaps she was surprised to hear from me but agreed quickly, suggesting the aptly named Old Tea Room, an English establishment with floral wallpaper and towers of tea sandwiches, scones and cakes to make you forget you were anywhere other than Old Blighty.
Diana is already waiting when I arrive and smiles when she notices me. She towers over me, although I am on the taller side myself. Could she have overwhelmed Roger? He was stronger than her, surely, but in terms of height, they may have been a match. It would depend on an element of surprise to decide who had the advantage. Really, I remind myself, I must stop evaluating everyone based on whether they are a viable murder suspect. Diana Lathbury seems perfectly lovely and sensible at that. She has a friendly face with striking blue eyes against her sun-tanned skin and wears a simple yet becoming linen shift, the single adornment a small pin of a jeweled elephant on her collar. Perhaps Agnes would like one as a souvenir?
“How are you settling in? You came at the right time of year. Much earlier or later and it is boiling, even here by the water.” She smiles and stirs a lump of sugar into her tea.
“I am not certain I could ever really settle in. Nonetheless, it is a fascinating city, to be sure,” I reply.
“At first, I thought so, too. That I wouldn’t be able to adapt,” she says. “In time, I find people can get used to just about any place, if they are not alone.”
“You and your husband intend to stay, though your daughter is in England?”
“Our son is here as well,” she reminds me. “Yes, I suppose we will stay. Perhaps if my husband retires, going back to England will be something to consider. I cannot quite think of it as home anymore. Anytime I return, it feels very quiet and chilly, when you are used to the pace and climate of Bombay.”
“I can imagine. I suppose it was easier to form acquaintances since your husband mixed with so many other expatriates, like the Purcells?“
“It helped. Maggie and Artie were very welcoming, and so were others. I have never needed many friends. When I was a child, we lived on a farm, and I grew used to little company. I learned to occupy myself, happy in the knowledge I was not truly alone. People often fear loneliness, yet it is not the same as solitude. There is peace in the latter.”
“True enough,” I agree. She has a pleasant voice, and I try to identify a regional accent. Somewhere from the South? I am curious to know more but mustn’t forget my actual objective in orchestrating our meeting. “You must have witnessed many people coming and going over the years.”
“Ah, yes, and many are staying, too.”
“Do you think Roger wished to stay?” I watch for anything unusual in her reaction. She only shrugs.
“He was making a career here. Why would he have left? Then again, Vi makes no secret of wanting to go. I wonder what she will do now. She has the freedom to leave. She will receive the pension of an officer’s wife and has the support of her parents, though Maggie and Artie will do their best to convince her to stay.”
“When I last saw her, she was in no state to venture out alone with a small child. But it has barely been a week since Roger’s death. Has it dampened the mood among the officers?”
“Oh, they are a loyal bunch, that much is certain.” She takes a delicate bite of cucumber sandwich. I cannot tell whether she is using the moment to chew as one to buy time, and wait for her to continue. I find people are more afraid of silence than of revealing something potentially controversial. Diana seems too clever by halves, though. If she wishes to conceal something she will. “I think you are shrewd enough to have recognized that Roger was not the most beloved of officers.” It is a statement, not a question and I nod. “I had no personal trouble with him, but his manner was not appealing. I do not like to speak ill of the dead, nor am I a gossip -”
“I would never think as much,” I assure her.
“I find the idea of a young woman working as a detective to be terribly appealing, and I can tell you have taken on this case in an unofficial capacity. But, dear, you should know I am not the only one aware of this. People are talking.”
“Indeed,” I say, thinking of the Kali figure now in possession of the Bombay Police.
“I have little interest in idle chatter, but not everyone approves of your endeavor.” Is she issuing a warning or a threat? Her manner indicates none of the menace the latter would entail.
“I have noticed.”
She raises her brows. “So, I need not tell you to be cautious.”
“Not at all. But you could tell me if you know of anything to assist in moving the case forward.”
“Clever girl.” She smiles and pops the last of her sandwich into her mouth. I do not want her to grow defensive if I mention Roger’s argument with Colonel Lathbury, so I must tread carefully. Slightly wary of her knowing gaze, I sense this is a woman who, in the shadow of her husband, has been underestimated much of her life, though perhaps not by the man himself.
“Were Roger and Violet a happy couple?” I feel I already know the answer but want to see if she is honest. Diana is an astute observer from a lifetime being the one who listens and watches and is never quite in the foreground.
“Not especially unhappy, I believe. Though for a young couple with a beautiful, healthy child, they did not seem to enjoy the bliss that state of affairs could typically inspire.”
“How diplomatically put.”
“A talent of mine, my husband says,” she replies with a grin. “Surely you do not suspect Vi? Every marriage has troubling phases, and theirs is – was – in its infancy.”
“I do not suspect Violet, no, but I know little of her.”
“She was always a quiet girl, mild mannered and a little spoiled, if I may say so. There is nothing Artie would not grant her. Marcus and I used to laugh that such a slip of a thing held such power over that powerful giant of a man. We all chose different ways to raise our children, and she is a kind-hearted girl.”
“Were you surprised when she returned to India? If she loved her time in England so, why not stay? She had not met Roger by then and had no reason to follow him here.”
“She promised Artie and Maggie she would return, if they allowed her to go to school in England. She had no great aptitude for university, and little option but to come back to her parents who would support her until she discovered what she wished to do in life. Marriage was her best option, for she has few interests to support a profession. In my day, that path was typical, but now women have more choices. My daughter is a schoolteacher.” It is evident Diana does not hold Violet and her choices in the highest regard, though they are far from unusual.
“And what of her marriage to Roger? Did you know him before they were attached?”
“I did, though not well. He had been here for several years, but we were only distantly acquainted. You meet so many young officers as a colonel’s wife. It came as a surprise when Maggie told me he and Violet were engaged. I was not even aware of a courtship, but that may be the modern way. And where cupid’s arrow strikes...” She shrugs.
“Did you have the impression Maggie and Artie were happy about the match? Your husband indicated that Artie would not have allowed the marriage to go ahead if he did not think highly of Roger, yet if his daughter tends to exert her will over dear Papa, perhaps he would have been powerless to stop it.”
“I think Artie liked Roger well enough. Maggie was skeptical at first, though. As this is all in aid of finding Roger’s murderer, I feel neither would oppose my candor.”
“Surely not,” I say quickly, uncertain the Purcells would agree. They are keeping something from us, I just cannot say whether it is relevant to the case or in aid of protecting their grieving daughter from unwanted attention? In their position, I may do the same. Roger is gone and nothing will bring him back. Violet and Alice are still here, their lives ahead of them. As parents, I cannot blame Artie and Maggie. However, as a detective, I feel rather differently.
“Maggie believed Vi was too young to be married and Roger was over a decade her senior. Of course, it is not unheard of that men much older than him marry women who could be their granddaughters, which is viewed with little more than a raised brow. Maggie told me she was encouraging Vi to give it some time, but the girl would not hear it. I thought she might be with child, and the marriage was hurried to conceal the dubious timing of a birth, but Alice is only two and they were married for four years.”
“Maybe there was a child and she lost it?”
“Maggie never said. Maybe she did not know either. In any case, the marriage went ahead. Vi was a lovely bride, and Artie cried all the way down the aisle. It was rather sweet.”
“Roger’s father was not present?”
“No one from his family came. He did have a fair few fellow officers as his guests. The pews were filled, one way or the other.”
“Did you ever suspect he married Violet to get closer to Artie, hoping he could further his career?”
“Marcus says that is not how the military works, but he sees the institution through rose-tinted glasses sometimes. It is possible. If so, however, it was not successful. His career stagnated.”
“Perhaps he grew resentful?”
“If he did, why is he the one who is dead?” Diana raises her brows.
“Angry people are often reckless,” I say. “They lose perspective, act without thinking. They provoke.”
“Is that what you think happened?” She meets my gaze, and I cannot read what it is I see in her eyes. Curiosity? A challenge? Diana has been happy to talk about others, while revealing very little of herself.
“I cannot say. Roger strikes me as having been too shrewd to easily lose control, but we all reach our limits.”
“Again, you say he lost control, yet he is dead.”
“I say nothing with any certainty, more’s the pity. All I have are my theories.”
She is right, of course. I catch myself doing what Daniel has noted on several occasions, implying that Roger somehow brought about his own death. In the past, I have dealt with cases where the murder victim was almost as villainous as the murderer, and my unfavorable impression of Roger has led me down a path that may prove entirely unjust. I see how fragile, almost child-like Violet seems and assume he took advantage of her in some way. Yet considering Diana’s words, she was eager to marry him, and I have no indication that he mistreated her beyond the one harsh sentence Parvati overheard. Yet he claimed she was the one causing him pain, not the other way around. He is a victim of murder, of course, was he also a victim of his wife? Diana has little to add on the subject. If her comment that I must not forget it is Roger who is dead is to be considered, I wonder whether she knows something about him even she, candid as she may be, is not prepared to divulge? I think of Celeste and wonder whether Diana knew that she and Roger had been involved. I wonder, too, whether Maggie did and thus wished her daughter not to align herself with a man who could be viewed to have behaved ungentlemanly?
I think about how to phrase my next question. I want to hear Diana’s impression of the Purcell’s marriage. If Daniel’s observation of Maggie and Quigley is to be taken seriously, there may be trouble between the outwardly devoted couple. Yet I am wary of asking outright: “Do you think Artie and Maggie are happy?”
“What are you thinking? Go on, you may as well ask. The worst I can do is refuse to answer.” Diana reads my hesitant expression.
“It must be difficult being the wife of an officer,” I begin.
“On occasion, it is difficult to be the wife of any man.” She smiles.
“I am new to the role and hardly have an opinion as yet.”
“Some women find it difficult to recede into the background, which is necessary at times when you are married to an ambitious military man, or perhaps anyone with certain aspirations. I have never craved much attention and was eager to travel. So being the wife of Marcus Lathbury suited me well and still does. He is a good husband, a good father. If he is fortunate, then so am I.” I believe her. She and Colonel Lathbury appear to be one of the few couples in this saga that truly get along. I thought Maggie and Artie would be at the top of that list, but if she is illicitly involved with Quigley, my belief in the strength of their union is shaken.
“Do you think Maggie feels similarly?”
“Artie is a different sort of animal than my husband. He requires someone who can keep up.”
“Are they well matched?”
“They have been married nearly thirty years, so I would say so, yes. You have met them. Do they not seem happy to you? Well, not now, but before murder, they were jolly.” Unless it was a performance, I think but do not say.
“Yes, I suppose they were.”
“And yet?” She prompts.
“I hardly know,” I say, sighing.
“Do not let yourself be blinded by looking for villainy where there is none. No matter what they thought of Roger, no matter whether their marriage is perfect or not, you can be sure of one thing, they would never wish any harm or pain to come to their daughter.”
I nod. She seems satisfied, her attention shifting to the tower of cakes and sandwiches before selecting a mango tartlet. I follow her lead. May as well enjoy myself a little while I commence my inquisition.
“How well do you know Mr. Quigley? It must have come as a blow for him to have his club associated with the murder of one of the members. I have not been able to speak with him beyond a few perfunctory sentences.”
“Horace is a dear man. He appears all bluster and show, but he has not had an easy time of it.”
“Oh?” I ask, my ears pricked.
“Yes, the poor chap -”
Suddenly we hear the sound of an almighty crash followed by a scream. It takes me a moment to realize the cause was the shattering of a window, overlooking the street. Diana and I are at a corner table nearer the back, but a blond woman in a striped dress shrieks, as her companion carefully picks fragments of glass from her hair.
The head waiter steps onto the street, then immediately back inside, locking the door, anxiety pulling taut his features. Another waiter rushes to him and they speak in hushed tones. By then Diana and I have woven our way through the tables towards the window. It is as I feared. A group of protestors is marching on the street, chanting words I cannot understand, even if their meaning is clear. We are in an English tearoom, an emblem of their oppressor’s cultural influence. Thankfully, they do not appear intent on entering and move along. It is not a large crowd and at the other end of the street, uniformed police with shields and batons are nearing. I fear trouble yet am powerless to do anything. We are stuck. The proprietor of the tearoom is trying his best to calm the agitated patrons, telling us not to panic, we are quite safe. The woman with glass in her hair mutters a curse, and her companion shakes her head.
“Goodness, perhaps this was not the best place to meet,” Diana says, vaguely flustered.
“I hope no one will be hurt, not on either side.”
“Are you aware of the tensions?”
“They are difficult to miss.”
“Marcus worries about uprisings. I fear we are already experiencing some. So far, the people lack unity, but more unrest seems inevitable.”
“What is your opinion of the demand for self-rule?”
“I cannot countenance it.” Her reply surprises me, and she notices. “What sort of a patriot would I be to wish for England to lose such a jewel? Besides, Marcus is convinced the country would not know what to do with independence and I agree.”
“They were independent before we came and did well enough.”
“Did they? The country was fractured, broken into kingdoms, divided by religion, by caste.”
“Much of that remains now.”
“So it is, but it would get worse without us here, you can take my word for it, dear. I have lived in this country long enough to understand. Do not think me a bigot or a blinded colonizer. I have friends who are Indian, Hari Patel, in fact, dines with us on frequent occasions.” I nod, yet her effort in naming Patel to prove her tolerance rings hollow to my ears. As members of the Gymkhana Club, they likely regard him as their inferior. How can a true friendship blossom thus? Perhaps I am being uncharitable. I like Diana and her frankness. She is different from, yet similar to Celeste, and both women have proven the saying holds true, “There’s more there than meets the eye”. I wonder whether they would say the same about me? In truth, of course, it applies to every person. We only ever see a part of someone; rarely can we truly claim to know a person exactly for who he or she is. Maybe I can say as much of Briony and Daniel, but who else? Not even Agnes, who continues to surprise me for better and for worse in turn.
After some tense minutes, the head waiter looks outside and reports that the crowd has moved out of sight, and we are safe to leave. The proprietor assures us that everything is on the house, and the woman in the striped dress says, “I should think so!” It is hardly the poor man’s fault his establishment was attacked.
Diana offers to take me to the Taj, but she lives in Malabar Hill, and it would take her well out of the way. So I thank her and find myself a rickshaw instead. There are questions I wish I had asked her, yet I welcome the peace to think about our conversation. The rickshaw driver is nervous, glancing about, only relaxing when we are on the long road along the bay that leads straight to Colaba and the hotel.
Did Diana reveal much of anything? She answered all my questions, still I am uncertain she told me something of true value. I already knew much of what she shared, except the fact that Violet and Roger married in a hurry. I wonder whether it was due to an unplanned and potentially scandalous pregnancy? It is far from unheard of, after all. Or maybe there was a pregnancy, and Artie had to compel Roger to marry Violet in order not to ruin her? We live in 1928, but some things, alas, are still considered far more damaging for women than for men, even if both parties are equally involved. Maybe that is why Artie never pushed to further Roger’s career, resenting him for having put Violet in such a predicament, taking advantage of a vulnerable young woman? Perhaps they lost the child and when Alice came along, he softened towards his son-in-law for love of his granddaughter? All conjecture, of course, I force myself to remember, but within the realm of possibility. And what of Roger’s accusation against his wife of forcing him to live a lie? Another point which may be relevant is Diana’s stance on self-rule, a stance surely echoed by her husband and likely many other officers. Was Roger of the same mind? It seems likely given Agarwal’s pronouncement that Roger looked down on Indians and wished to stay here, advancing his career and gaining power. So many possibilities, yet I cannot be certain of anything. Roger, Roger, Roger, why were you killed?
The more I encounter death, the more I puzzle at the audacity, the madness of one person taking the life of another. It seems impossible, and yet it is so dismally common. Men kill their fellow men not only on the battlefield but in homes and on the street, needlessly all the while. Whatever motive the killer had, however I feel about Roger, he was living, breathing, thinking, loving and hating like the rest of us and now he is dead. Now he is in the ground and will never be with his child or wife again. There is only tragedy to be found here. I must remind myself that if ever the task of solving a murder becomes mere diversion, if this work ceases to evoke in me a sort of despair, it is time to step away.
Only when I am back at the hotel do I realize Diana never answered my question about Quigley. Why has he had a difficult time of it? Does Diana know anything about him and Maggie? Is the source of his woe unhappy love?



Chapter 35
“Bainbridge has been in touch. He wants to meet with us tomorrow,” Daniel announces as soon as I enter. He has quite obviously been eagerly waiting with this news. I really ought not to upset him by mentioning the riot and the broken window. What does it really add to the story? But then there was that honesty bit in our vows...
“Wonderful.” I give him a kiss. “Perhaps the puzzle will slowly come together.”
“How did it go with Diana? You were away for a good while.”
“It went well enough. Still, most of our investigation produces at least as many questions as answers.”
“You look troubled. Did she upset you?” Sometimes it can be a real nuisance to be so well understood by another. Now I have to tell him the whole story after all. I settle onto the sofa, curling my legs under me and begin to explain.
“Was anyone hurt?” Daniel asks, interrupting for the first time when I arrive at the end of my story.
“Not really. Shaken, not hurt. Of course, I do not know what happened when the crowd moved on. The police had already arrived. I just hope there was no more violence. The rickshaw driver was visibly anxious.”
“As one would be.”
“What do you think of my theories concerning Roger and Violet’s marriage? Are they implausible?”
“Not implausible,” Daniel replies, rubbing his chin, a sure sign there is more he wishes to say.
“Yet?” I prompt.
“It still does not explain who killed him. If indeed their marriage had less than ideal beginnings, that all happened years ago and they have a child. Even if Artie and Maggie sensed Violet was unhappy, they would have helped her leave Roger and supported her and Alice before killing him, surely.”
“Unless it was accidental.”
“I am far from convinced of that. Then there is the financial situation to consider, his flight from England and unwillingness to entertain the notion of returning, despite his wife’s eagerness to do so. He was an officer of the British Army. He could have continued his career at home, yet for one reason or another, he was reluctant.”
“Despite his lack of promotion here,” I add.
“Precisely. Maybe his reluctance was due to bad memories, things we know nothing about. The war.”
“He had a strained relationship with his father that could have contributed to his desire to permanently disengage from his homeland.”
“I hope Bainbridge can tell us more, though I am reluctant to let myself expect much. As far as I know, he is retired from his duties. Somewhat Harold’s senior. He probably never met Roger.”
“We are after his connections. He may still be in touch with people who knew more about Roger.”
“Even so, why tell us, two strangers meddling in a murder investigation?”
“Because Harold is vouching for our credibility,” I remind him. Heavens, one might think Daniel wants nothing more to do with this investigation, preferring to enjoy our honeymoon as any ordinary couple might!
“What shall we do now?” he asks. “Make another list?”
“No, I have had enough of lists for the moment.” I recognize, though acting my willing accomplice, Daniel requires respite from detecting . “Shall we simply be lazy, turn on the radio and take a nap?”
Daniel grins. “I knew there was a reason I married you.”
“Only one?”
“Perhaps two,” he kisses me. “Or three, or four.”



Chapter 36
“Can this be it?” Skeptically, I eye the house that claims to be John Bainbridge’s address. It is a strange building, leaning alarmingly to one side and painted so bright a yellow as to rival the sun. Ceramic pots containing wilting flowers line the sides of the front steps and the small garden is overgrown, a monkey perched in one of the hulking banyan trees looks down at us with a curious expression, appearing to wonder what on earth has brought us here. I straighten my back and, undeterred, march up the front steps to knock on the door.
“Maybe it’s the wrong house? This place looks almost abandoned,” Daniel says in a hushed voice.
“This is the address he gave you, though, isn’t it?” Daniel nods. “Unless he lied, it has to be right. Not everyone is a born gardener.” I shrug at the jungle of a garden, before I knock anew. This time, I hear movement beyond the door and step a little closer, turning my head to listen. Yes, undoubtedly footsteps. I step back just as the door is pulled open. A man with a bushy white beard and specs with lenses so thick, I feel almost dizzy looking at him, peers out at us. He is tall and thin as a whippet, wearing a tunic that reaches to his knees and the slim white trousers preferred by many Indian men. He is barefoot and his fingers, as he holds out a hand, are stained from tobacco.
“Harold’s...What are you exactly?”
“He is married to my aunt,” I say. “Evelyn Harper, very pleased to meet you, Mr. Bainbridge. This is my husband, Daniel.” Bainbridge nods and shakes Daniel’s hand.
“Call me John. Come in, come in. Mind your feet.”
At first, I do not understand what he means, but as soon as we enter, two small dogs start playing slalom with our ankles, though they do not make a sound.
“My late wife’s dogs. I’ll break my neck tripping over them one of these days. Half the time I’m in a mind to strangle the rascals, but she would come back and haunt me if I did.”
“Thank you for agreeing to see us,” I say, when we arrive in the sitting room and Bainbridge gestures for us to sit. The sofa is threadbare, and I sink so low, I wonder if I will get up again without losing my dignity.
“Harold asked me, and I would never say no to the man. Saved my life years ago, did he ever tell you?”
“No,” Daniel and I reply in unison. Bainbridge smiles, evidently happy to have an audience.
“We were in the jungle for a special training when a rogue tiger set his sights on me. I was frozen to the spot in fear. Remembering it, I still get chills. Look here, see? Gooseflesh!” He pushes up his sleeve and holds out his arm, supplying the proof. “Harold didn’t hesitate and shot the beast just as it was launching itself at me. Saved my life, no doubt about it. Good man, Harold.”
“He is,” I agree. “Did he explain why we wish to speak with you?”
“It’s the murder that’s been in the papers. Roger Quinn, or rather, Captain Roger Quinn. So fussy, these lads with their ranks. I was a Lieutenant myself, not that I’m bothered about it now. No, everyone calls me John now, or Bainbridge or ‘that batty old man in that ramshackle house’.” He chuckles. “Yes, yes, that is me. But you want information, not to hear an old man reminiscing. All right, all right.” He nods and scratches his chin.
“We would like to know why Roger left England so quickly after the war, and why he has not risen faster in rank. He had been in the army for most of his adult life, after all.”
“Yes, Harold sent a telegram mentioning the name, though he didn’t explain any more. I still cannot believe the old codger left India and got himself married. I would have bet my left leg he was an eternal bachelor. Your aunt must be quite a lady.”
“Oh, she is,” I assure Bainbridge, wondering what Aunt Agnes would make of her husband’s old friend, not to mention the man’s home. The thought of her face at the sight of it forces me to suppress a smile.
“I have been retired some six years now and never met Quinn.” Bainbridge shrugs. “Oh, I should have offered something to drink. My wife will be turning in her grave.” Daniel and I decline his offer, hoping he will tell us more about Roger, if he has anything to tell.
“Have you kept in touch with your old mates?” I ask.
“Certainly, well, some of them. Most of them I was glad to see the back of and they of me, I daresay.” He shrugs. “I speak my mind and some people take issue with that.”
I am beginning to get a fuller picture of John Bainbridge and while I am eager to hear what he knows of Roger, I am also certain he has quite a treasure trove of stories about his own life to share. Perhaps we can see him again before we leave Bombay, take him to dinner and return to London with tales aplenty with which to tease dear Harold.
“As I was saying, I kept in contact with some of the old guard who are a few years away from retirement and poked about a bit at Harold’s request. You’re right, it does seem Quinn was rather eager to say goodbye to Old Blighty after the war. Can’t say I blame him. Grim times. I was already here, of course, didn’t see the front myself.” At the time of the war, I venture Bainbridge was over sixty, so his active soldiering days had likely been over in any case, on English soil or not. “I have an old mate in the records office. Turns out,” he hesitates, savoring a rapt audience, “Roger ran into some trouble as a soldier.”
“Trouble he caused?” Daniel asks.
“Sounds like it. He was twenty-six in ’18 and did well for himself, was given responsibilities, respected, and made a second lieutenant in record time.”
“What happened?”
“He became overconfident.”
My heart sinks, as I can guess what will follow. Arrogance often causes problems. In war, it can result in catastrophe.
“He made a decision that was not his to make. It cost twelve men their lives. I do not know the details, however, this much is on record.”
“He wasn’t penalized?”
“He was, but there was no malicious intent. Mistakes happen. War is messy.” Bainbridge sighs.
“Do you think that is the reason his rise in the ranks stalled?”
“Possibly. I suspect he came here because he hoped his past would not follow him such a distance.”
“He shouldn’t have stayed in the army,” Daniel says, frowning. A former soldier himself, he is thinking of those who lost their lives due to Roger’s mistake or recklessness, even if the outcome was accidental. Daniel rarely speaks of that time in his life, only occasionally will he share a memory, for even happy ones can bring pain. His brothers both died in the war, his parents in the aftermath, shattered by loss. The conflict stole his family and thinking of it, speaking of it only deepens his sorrow. I am sorry he is here and wish him safely ensconced in our hotel, trying to read the copy of The Innocents Abroad he lugged along, but secretly itching to borrow one of my Agatha Christies.
“He probably saw no other career for himself. Before the war he worked as a shop assistant in his hometown. There is a sort of glory and belonging to the army. He wouldn’t be the only one to think so. I myself found success and camaraderie there for decades.”
“Maybe he felt by staying he could atone for the damage he caused, making amends by his dedication to service,” I venture, trying to see the good in Roger Quinn.
“Twelve men are still dead,” Daniel grumbles, unwilling to be moved.
“Terrible, true, but his story was one of many. You would be appalled if you knew just how many devastating mistakes were made during that time. Bad communication, wrong information. The lines between fool and villain are easily blurred in life and especially in wartime,” Bainbridge asserts, crossing his arms.
“Maybe so, still I think Roger should not have been allowed to stay, to become a captain even.”
“Not a believer in second chances, Daniel?” Bainbridge raises his thick white brows, looking like a disheveled version of Father Christmas.
“Perhaps not in every instance.”
“Where would the world be if we didn’t offer them?”
“Perhaps people would be quicker to learn,” Daniel says, mirroring Bainbridge’s pose.
“I am seventy-two years old and one thing I have learned is that people are fools. The damn lot of us. We will keep lying, killing, stealing, cheating until the reckoning.”
“That is a rather sinister view,” I say. “Are there not always more who are good and decent?”
“You must believe so, my dear, for it seems you are one of them,” Bainbridge says, bestowing upon me a gentle smile, surely thinking me at least as much a fool as the rest of humanity.
“If everyone took your view, what would be the point of anything?” Daniel asks and Bainbridge’s smile widens.
“But what is the point of anything?”
Daniel opens his mouth, then closes it again, struck by the older man’s words. I want to answer for him, but this conversation is veering too far from its intended path. I am beginning to sense it is evolving into a sort of benevolent stand-off between the two men, and I feel the need to intervene.
“Let us get back to Roger,” I say quickly.
“Ah, yes, keep me in line. My wife would have liked you, Evelyn,” Bainbridge says. “She was constantly berating me for being an old, miserable cynic, and mind you, we were married nearly fifty years, so she had the measure of me. Let us get back to the victim, shall we? If I am being generous in my estimation of the man, I would say he came here to rebuild, to find happiness, to create something he could not at home. If I am being the cynic I truly am, I would assume he wanted to run away like a dog with the tail between his legs.”
“You are calling him a coward?” I am surprised that I feel affronted on Roger’s part. He caused unspeakable damage with his mistake, but war is chaos, no one could deny it. He did not set out to murder those men. Perhaps he suffered for his actions for the remainder of his too short life? In the face of Bainbridge’s cynicism, I find myself softening towards Roger Quinn.
“We are all cowards in our own ways. I am not better than him, hidden away here, shunning polite society.” Bainbridge grins then shrugs, leading me to believe he does not suffer from his self-imposed exile. Here is a man who does not suffer fools easily yet considers everyone a fool. It must make society difficult to bear.
“Did you learn anything about his family, perhaps? He was not close to his father, that much we have heard.”
“Afraid not. There was no record of any other siblings and his mother died when he was a boy. Perhaps the father was cold or absent. It isn’t easy to bring up a child on your own. Well, I assume so, never having done it myself. No children at all in this house. Only these silly fiends.” He nods at the two small dogs now resting peacefully at his feet.
“Do you know Brigadier Purcell?” Daniel asks.
“Oh, we all know him. Standup chap, everyone says so, and I echo the sentiment. A jovial man by all accounts, and capable as they come. Never worked closely with him myself, but he recalled my name even if we had only met a handful of times. I never heard a word spoken against him, so naturally I think there must be something wrong with the man.”
“You are suspicious of his apparent virtue?” I ask, teasing him.
“Aren’t you, in your line of work? No one is ever quite who they appear at first glance.”
“Which does not mean they are worse,” Daniel counters.
“It rarely means they are better,” Bainbridge asserts. I want to stand in Daniel’s corner but find myself agreeing with Bainbridge. People rarely hide sides of themselves that they are proud of, or that others view as virtues. Sometimes we wear a mask with certain people for the sake of convenience or even habit; sometimes we do so to protect ourselves, whether or not such precaution is necessary. I am likely doing it in some form even now. Perhaps Bainbridge is as well, but Artie... He appears to be a man without artifice. But I have been wrong before. Does Bainbridge know something we do not? I ask as much, suspecting he will enjoy the chance to talk.
“As I said, nobody has said a bad word about the man, but no one is always in good spirits. No one is always honest and good.”
“That does not indicate he killed his son-in-law, it only means he is human,” Daniel interjects. I have the distinct impression he has taken against Harold’s old friend and cannot quite discern the reason. “Didn’t say he killed the man, did I? All I am saying is that he may not be as cheerful and carefree as he appears. Besides, did he tell you or the police that Roger was held responsible for all those deaths? You are investigating on his behalf, are you not? He would have known. You take my word for it. Bainbridge had access to the records and before a father lets his only child marry, he will look into the chap asking for her hand.”
“That sounds probable. He didn’t tell us, no, and as far as I am aware, the police do not know either. It happened ten years ago on another continent. Could it really be a motive for murder now?”
“Can’t help you there. Thousands upon thousands lost their sons, fathers, brothers, husbands and they will not forget, whether one year or fifty have gone by.”
“I can attest to that,” Daniel mutters.
“Brother?” Bainbridge asks.
“Two.”
“Two of my nephews and one niece, an ambulance driver. All of them lost their lives in France. My brother and sister were devastated, Malia Zaidi and though I haven’t seen either in some time, I know they will never recover. Grief is like a disease sometimes. It can make you go mad.” He shakes his head and just like that, a bond is formed between the two men where, before, I almost sensed a sort of hostility. Loss can destroy and it can forge unexpected connections, too. For all his commentary on Artie’s supposed façade, Bainbridge is maintaining one as well, and curious though I am, I cannot fault him for it. He lives alone, and I suspect the fact that he avoids society is not so much because he looks down on everyone, but rather because he is afraid they will look down on him. He is not as hardy as he wishes to appear. I wonder how long he has been a widower. The dogs are not very old, so if they were beloved by his wife, she died not long ago. Perhaps something happened when she died that shook his view of the world to the point that he could not bear to face it anymore. The house is a shambles from the outside and even indoors it is not well kept, weary and dusty. Daniel and I must invite him for dinner before we leave, maybe coax him out of his solitude, at least for an evening.
“I wonder whether one could find out the names of the men who died due to Roger’s mistake,” Daniel muses.
“It may be possible. I’ll ask around, someone ought to know. It could take a bit of time, though. No telephone, you see. I prefer it that way, but my wife hated it. She traveled to England more often than I and came back with tales of telephones in every home, dependable electric lights, and street traffic with a general adherence to law and order. But in truth, she missed the madness of this place when she was gone too long. She loved Bombay more than I ever did.”
“When did she die?” I decide to ask.
“Three years ago next month. February the thirteenth, the day before Valentine’s, not that she held the holiday in much esteem. Not one for red roses and chocolates, far too sensible for that.”
“I am very sorry,” I say, and Daniel echoes the sentiment. Bainbridge sighs, then slaps his thigh as if to end the moment of melancholy.
“Well, that is the way of the world. We are born, we muddle about with this thing we call life and then we die.” The lassitude of his tone is a front, but I nod and smile. Some self-protective pretense must be granted to everyone.
“Will you let us know if you hear anything?” I ask, as he walks us to the door.
“Most certainly, and I expect you to do the same. If your aunt is anything like you, my dear, Harold is a lucky man.”
“By that count, I am luckier still.” Daniel smiles and shakes Bainbridge’s hand. “Thank you for seeing us, and forgive my earlier prickliness.”
“As one described more than prickly by a good many people, I take no offense. A pleasure to meet you both. Do be in touch.”
We promise we will. I feel a little sad leaving him behind in his crooked house as Daniel and I return to the luxury and opulence of our hotel, but there is nothing to be done about it. He is a character, John Bainbridge, and I wish we had met him under different circumstances, simply to reminisce about his friendship with Harold and to be regaled with his stories. I wonder whether Harold is aware how his old friend lives, the state of his home, the state of his life? If his wife died only three years ago, Harold was still in India, for he returned to London in 1926. Perhaps they were never as close as all that. Harold is a fair bit younger than Bainbridge. They may have led different lives that merely intersected once in a while, yet loyalty remained, if for no other reason than Harold’s rescue of Bainbridge from the hungry tiger.
“What are you thinking?” Daniel asks, when we sit in the back of a taxi. The drive is too far from Colaba for a rickshaw. Bainbridge lives to the north near a complex called Chhatrapati Shivaji Maharaj Park. His home is the one dilapidated outlier amid a sea of new constructions. He must drive the other residents mad, and I suspect he enjoys it.
“Wondering about Bainbridge.”
“You liked him.”
“I did.”
“I can’t decide what I thought of him, but he certainly left an impression. Doesn’t feel quite right leaving him there, does it?”
“It’s his home.” I shrug, even as I had echoed Daniel’s thoughts a moment earlier.
“A home is a place with people you love and who love you. It once was that for him. Now it is a house.”
“He has his dogs at least.”
Daniel smiles. “Perhaps we are painting him with the wrong brush, and he is entirely content. It is easy to cast judgment based on appearances. I am guilty of it, even if his manner initially rubbed me the wrong way.”
“I noticed.”
“I understand people make mistakes, especially in the chaos of war, but soldiers trust their superiors to make the right decisions. Many of them were barely out of boyhood, they must have looked up to someone like Roger.”
“Maybe he was tormented by his past. Agarwal said he did not speak much of the war.”
“I don’t suppose he could easily forget. Why did he receive his medal of honor? Perhaps he redeemed himself in some way.”
“It must be easy enough to find out. Artie shouldn’t have any trouble telling us, even if neglected to mention Roger’s not so glorious past to us or, more significantly, to the police. I think Gupta or Woods would have let it slip if he had told them. It could be a significant motive, even if it happened ten years ago. Maybe someone only recently learned who was responsible for their loved one’s death and then tracked him all the way to India.”
“Sounds a little unlikely, don’t you think?”
“Maybe. But then would you ever forget? Forgive?”
“Not forget, no. But vengeance cannot be the answer either.” Daniel hesitates. His earlier assertion of Roger’s absolute wrongdoing seems to waver. We do not know what happened nor how or why. We do not know whether Roger was haunted by his mistake every day. “Forgiveness may be impossible, but I doubt revenge would bring any peace either.”
A few years ago, Daniel had his chance to take revenge on the man who, though not wielding the dagger himself, was responsible for the death of his eldest brother Henry. The man walked away, and Daniel has never mentioned regretting his decision.
“Grief is wearying, and causing more death would not, for most at least, bring anything but a greater burden to bear.”
“Grief can also drive you near to madness, if not beyond.”
Daniel nods thoughtfully. I imagine his mind is, for a fleeting moment, far away, in a different time and place. He does not often speak about his family, of his brothers Henry and William, gone now more than a decade. For me, the faces of my parents, whom I knew for a mere four years, have grown hazy, a fact that saddens me, for I fear, with time, they will become a mere blur, augmented primarily by my own imagination. Daniel knew his brothers far longer, his image of them much rounder, more substantial, than mine of my parents. He remembers the sound of their laughter, a sound vanished from the world too soon, stolen by the recklessness and greed of men neither ever knew. Perhaps Roger’s action was a foolish error, a flash of misguided confidence with disastrous results. It is not unlikely that a parent, a lover, a brother or a sister learned of his mistake and found a target to absorb some of their pain. Roger was not a man I think I would ever have called a friend, yet he was more complex than I initially credited. Hearing of what Roger might have done in the war does not leave me feeling justified in my disinclination towards him. Rather, I almost feel sorry for him. No one could live with the memory of causing a dozen deaths and be at peace with oneself. I want to know more about the man he was, not the officer, not the Roger he presented to the world. What sort of husband was he, what sort of father, what sort of friend? The latter seems difficult to answer, for no one has come forward claiming a friendship with him. There are Major Gilmour and Lieutenant Chilcott with whom we have not spoken, yet who might have been the ones to report to Gupta that Roger argued with Colonel Lathbury. Does this mean they care about his murder being solved, or are they stirring the pot for one reason or another, perhaps a personal antipathy towards Lathbury? He seems as strait-laced as they come. Maybe they were gambling with Roger – a possible reason for his financial woes – and Lathbury disapproved? Why then would the colonel not say so to the police? Questions upon questions.
“Evie, you’re doing it again,” Daniel says.
“What?” I ask, all innocence, yet knowing precisely what he means.
“You’re having a drawn out and one-sided conversation in your mind, and I am right beside you.”
“Sorry, my love, an old habit. I was letting the facts run through my mind before I put any new theories to you.”
“Filtering the wheat from the chaff, so to speak?”
“Only the very best for your delicate ears,” I say, smiling.
“Well, then I cannot be offended.”
“You really mustn’t be.”
“And does that voice in your head tell you who killed Roger Quinn.”
“Oh, if only it were so clever,” I sigh. “But that is why I have you.”
“Flattery will get you everywhere.” Daniel grins.
“Then tell me, my handsome, clever husband, who do you suspect?”
“If I could but answer that question, our honeymoon may yet be saved! Alas, I cannot. I am, however, curious about Bainbridge’s opinion of Artie, and his reluctance to tell the police and us of Roger’s past. Then there is Maggie and her possible romance with Horace Quigley. I think we are not done examining that family, even as it pains me to doubt them in their grief.”
“Unless it is all an act, a façade as Bainbridge suggests.” I raise my brows meaningfully.
“Unless they are all playing a role. What did the wise bard say, ‘All the world’s a stage’ -”
“’And all the men and women merely players’,” I finish. “Indeed. However, it ceases to be a game when someone dies.”
“Or that is when the real game begins.”
“Wicked thoughts,” I say soberly.
“Wicked world.”
“Now you sound like Bainbridge.”
“Heaven forbid!”



Chapter 37
“Rafiq has been arrested!” If I am surprised to find Parvati waiting outside the hotel, I am even more startled by her statement. Khalil is beside her, leaning against his rickshaw, arms crossed, chewing, as ever, even if some of Parvati’s frantic energy has rubbed off on him. He shifts anxiously from foot to foot, casting nervous glances at the doormen, who look our way.
“Why?” Daniel asks. “What has happened? Why come to us?”
“Madam told me to contact her if I needed to. I did not know what else to do! You have met Rafiq. He would not do this.” Her eyes are wide and pleading and if I needed further confirmation of a love affair between the two, this surely suffices.
“Do what, exactly?” I ask, my tone measured, trying to calm the young woman.
“Kill the Englishman!” Parvati’s voice is shrill, and she attracts more than a few glances.
“Let us go upstairs to our rooms. We can speak there in private.”
Parvati seems willing to come, allowing me to lead her towards the doors, but Khalil hesitates, mumbling something I cannot understand.
“What did he say?” Daniel asks Parvati.
“He says he cannot go inside.” Parvati speaks with Khalil in an urgent voice. He shrugs and shakes his head, turning towards his rickshaw, indicating, without another word, that he will not change his mind. I wonder whether he thinks the hotel will not welcome him – possible, I concede – or he is opposed to entering for reasons of his own. In any case, there is little point in arguing. Parvati seems to sense as much and lets herself be led inside.
Parvati, used to the opulence of the Gymkhana Club, seems at ease with the gilt ornamentation and starched uniforms of the Taj. I am itching to bombard the woman with questions but force myself to wait until we are out of earshot of the liftboy and behind the closed doors of our rooms.
“Rafiq was arrested for Roger Quinn’s murder?” I finally ask. Parvati nods, perched on the edge of the sofa. Daniel has pressed a Malia Zaidi glass of water into her hand, but she seems not to have noticed it. I am eager to pace but feel it would unsettle the anxious woman even more. So I force myself to sit beside her, while Daniel chooses the chair opposite.
“Yes, this morning,” she replies, a lone tear escaping her eye. She quickly dashes it away as if ashamed of any display of vulnerability, not wishing to reveal what Rafiq means to her.
“On what grounds? Tell us what you know, and we will see what can be done,” I say. I had demoted our errant guide on the list of suspects and wonder what might have happened to draw the attention of the police to him. What have they learned that we did not? Rafiq worked at the club, of course. Have details emerged that led them to believe Rafiq had a motive to kill Roger? Has a witness come forth?
“I do not know. His sister found me at my home after it happened. His parents are out of town and have not heard the news. They are planning his sister’s wedding. She stayed behind, because she felt unwell. The police came to his house early in the morning and took him in. They did not explain and Rafiq told Nour – that is his sister – to find me. She was in a bad state, but what could I do? I sent her home and told her I would try to learn more.”
“Is she alone?” I ask, worried about the young woman.
“Her cousin is with her.”
“Parvati, you must be very honest with us, do you have any reason to suspect Rafiq had something to do with Roger Quinn’s death? It could have been an accident,” I suggest, though this seems rather unlikely, given the fact that he was throttled.
“No, no, of course not. He would never!”
“Am I correct in assuming you two are a couple?”
Parvati presses her lips together and glances at her hands, still wrapped around the untouched glass of water. “It is a secret.”
I glance at Daniel, who shrugs. Secret’s out.
“Does anyone else know, apart from Nour and Khalil?”
“I do not think so.”
“What are your plans?”
“We will find a way to get married, whether our families like it or not.” There is defiance in her eyes when she meets mine.
“There is resistance?”
“Yes, it... it isn’t easy. He is Muslim, I am Hindu. To some that matters.”
“To your father?”
“To my father, to his father, to almost everyone we know, yes.” Parvati sighs with a weariness that speaks of worry far beyond Rafiq’s arrest. How long have they been carrying on in secret, only his sister and best friend aware of the relationship?
“Why do you think the police suspect him? Have you heard the other staff taking a dislike to Rafiq at the club? Has he had problems with any guests?” I ask, trying to focus on the immediate problem. She seems convinced of her lover’s innocence and while I want to trust in it as well, Woods and Gupta will have their reasons for thinking him guilty. Arresting an Indian man for the murder of an English officer is no matter to take lightly given the current climate of unease in this city. “He is in favor of self-rule, but that does not mean he would kill anyone. Rafiq is a scholar, a peaceful man,” Parvati says, the words bursting from her like water from a broken dam, eyes pleading with me to believe her.
“We must find out on what evidence the police arrested him. We should go to the police station and see what can be done,” I decide and look at Daniel, who nods. “If he is guilty, he must face the consequences. If you are right and he is innocent, we will do our best to help.” It is the best I can offer Parvati. I liked Rafiq when we met, enjoyed his tours and his contemplative manner, but I cannot claim to know much about him beyond that. If he is a murderer, Woods acted in the only way he could.
“He may need a lawyer,” Daniel says as we make our way to the door. “Do you have any idea where we could find one?”
“We will see many outside the police station. We can pick one up there.”
Daniel gives me a bemused look, and I shrug. Different cultures, different customs. After we talked to Bainbridge, I had hoped to contact Artie and Maggie to finagle a meeting. That will have to wait. I wonder whether they have been informed that someone has been arrested for Roger’s murder. It would be best if the news remained quiet for a time, at least until his guilt or his innocence are proven without a doubt.



Chapter 38
To say my confidence in Mr. Laghari, the lawyer we found outside the police station, is limited may be an understatement. He and about a dozen others were sitting in the sun, wearing suits, briefcases on their knees, waiting. As we approached – a surprisingly enterprising Parvati in the lead – several jumped up, ready to ply us with their offers. Laghari was the quickest, and so it is he who accompanies us into the station. He speaks fluent English, which is a help, even if I hardly know what to think of this seemingly unorthodox way of procuring his services. Laghari has heard of Roger’s murder and seems excited at the prospect of being involved in the case. He is somewhere in his forties, with a neat mustache and a slightly balding pate. His smile is friendly, but a nervous twitch in his left eye has me worrying he may buckle under pressure. In any case, there were lawyers aplenty outside, should we require another one. My trust in the efficacy of this system is dubious.
We are met by a lethargic constable behind a desk and told to wait. Woods and Gupta are busy. All the chairs lined up along the wall are occupied. So we stand in an anxious huddle, Parvati and Laghari speaking, Daniel and I not understanding a word, except occasionally recognizing the name Rafiq.
It takes over an hour for Woods to appear, looking wary as he waves us into his office. It is a cramped space, too small and too hot for five grown people, but we must make do.
“I understand you have arrested Rafiq Nawaz for the murder of Roger Quinn?” I ask, doing my best to sound authoritative, not hostile.
“You understand correctly,” Woods says, arms crossed as he sits behind his desk. There are only two chairs. The men have left them to Parvati and me. Both of us perch on the edge, leaning towards the inspector.
“On what grounds?”
“That is a private matter as yet. We are trying to -”
“He has a right to an advocate, surely?” I interrupt. “Or has he confessed?” I can tell by the inspector’s expression that the answer is no. A flutter of hope rises in my chest. “He hasn’t.”
“Not yet,” Woods replies tersely, uncrossing his arms. Then, seeming not to know what to do with his hands, steepling them with the elbows on his desk. It is a move Inspector Stanton favors as well, when I am interrogating him, but Woods carries little of my friend’s authority and appears a little lost behind his large desk.
“Why do you think he killed Roger Quinn? You won’t simply have arrested him without significant cause.” Daniel says in a reasonable voice. Laghari, thus far, appears to have swallowed his tongue.
“A witness has come forward, claiming Rafiq was overheard making threats against Quinn a few days before his death. It is no secret, he is strongly in favor of self-rule, and that Quinn himself had conflicts with Indian staff at the club as well as fellow officers, primarily subordinates.”
“Who is this witness?” I ask, considering it rather weak evidence to go on. Unless the witness saw Rafiq with his hands on Roger’s throat, his or her word cannot be taken as fact to sentence a man for murder.
“You must understand that I cannot disclose the name, but he -” Woods grimaces at his slip and I grin.
“Go on.”
“This person is well respected, and I have no reason to doubt him.”
“If word gets out that you have arrested Rafiq for Roger’s murder and he is innocent, you will ruin his life. Dirt sticks, inspector,” I say sternly. “What does Rafiq say for himself? So, he disliked Roger, that does not mean he took his life.”
“He denies it, of course, but we found a length of rope in his work locker that could be the murder weapon.”
“You only inspected the work lockers now? Rafiq is an intelligent man, he would not have kept the murder weapon where it can so easily be found. You must realize he has been set up!” I exclaim. I see precisely what has happened. Woods is under tremendous pressure to solve the case. A witness coming forward, and the rope being so obviously planted, relieve him of that pressure. He has found himself a murderer, even if the real one is still running free. I cannot imagine Sergeant Gupta approves of this tactic and my respect for the young and evidently overwhelmed inspector wanes significantly.
“You know my wife is right,” Daniel says.
“Who would set him up? It must be someone at the club,” Parvati fumes. “Was it Sanjay? Or Vikram? They are only envious of Rafiq because he is so clever. You mustn’t believe them!”
“We cannot possibly ignore the witness’ statement. Yes, I admit, it seems very tidy all of a sudden, but what would you have me do?”
“Have you formally charged him?” Laghari asks, finally making his presence known.
“Not yet.” Woods sighs.
“Let me speak with him. He has the right to a lawyer.”
“I cannot deny him that, but I have no reason to doubt the witness. In fact, the witness is one of the few people who has an alibi for much of the evening.”
“Artie?” I ask. Woods raises his brows. “Artie would not know what Rafiq says behind the guests’ backs, unless it is a set-up, of course.”
“Quigley?” Daniel suggests.
“I really cannot -”
“It was my father,” Parvati whispers. “Wasn’t it?”
“I am sorry, I am afraid I do not know who you -”
“Hari Patel. My father,” Parvati says so quietly I almost miss it. From Woods’ reaction, I can tell she is right. So, the manager of the dining hall either set up Rafiq or believes him to be guilty of murder. Is he aware of his daughter’s alliance with the man? Is it his way of removing him from her life, and permanently so? Or at the very least to disgrace him to a point where he has few prospects for his future? If so, it is a cruel thing to do, not to mention criminal in itself. But would he go so far? If he felt he was protecting his daughter, perhaps? It reminds me of Artie. How far does a parent go for their child? Experience has taught me, there are no limits in answer to that question.



Chapter 39
While Laghari is taken to see the prisoner, Daniel, Parvati and I remain in Woods’ office. She has been crying quietly since the inspector’s expression essentially confirmed her suspicion. Her father is the witness who instigated Rafiq’s arrest. Is he also guilty of having so implicated the younger man, planting the rope? It seems likely. He is using the situation to drive a barrier between Parvati and Rafiq. Or is Rafiq indeed guilty? The notion that he would keep the murder weapon so close to the scene of the crime in a place where the police could easily find it seems implausible for a man of his intelligence. Or even for a man in possession of half of it! It is madness, and I cannot accept that Woods would not further question it. I wish we could speak to Gupta, but I have not caught sight of him since our arrival and have no way of contacting him.
“Can he be sentenced without a confession?” I ask Daniel quietly, giving Parvati as much space as the small room allows.
“I don’t know how the judicial system works here, whether he must deliver a plea of guilt or innocence. I suspect a judge will decide. Yet any self-respecting judge should be able to see through the flimsy evidence Woods is presenting. I wonder how hard his superiors are leaning on him?“
“This is no outcome he can be proud of, for it will surely stir up trouble. Even if Rafiq is guilty, Patel’s claim and the discovery of the piece of rope prove very little, except that a likely antipathy between the two men exists. If I guessed that Parvati and Rafiq are a secret couple, her father may have as well and decided to do something to prevent their union ever becoming formalized. But would he go so far as to frame Rafiq? Maybe it is a misunderstanding?”
“Hm... his actions appear deliberate to me. Surely Woods must recognize as much, now that we have told him of Rafiq and Parvati’s connection?” Daniel shakes his head.
“We must speak to Gupta. He will understand the gravity of the situation, the terrible consequences for Rafiq, if he is innocent and it becomes known that he was arrested in connection to Roger’s murder.”
“We should linger near the police station and wait for him to emerge. I can think of no other way to contact him, since it is unlikely he has a telephone in his home,” Daniel suggests.
“Parvati,” I say, sitting down beside her and placing a hand on her shoulder. “We will do our best to help Rafiq.” I do not say that there is little to be done for him if he is guilty, but I agree with her that it is unlikely to be the case, at least not based on Woods’ evidence. “Mr. Laghari will assess the situation. Perhaps he can argue bail for Rafiq.”
“He has no money. Besides, they will not let him out on bail if they think he killed an Englishman.” The resentment in her voice tells me that she feels the police would be less stringent had the victim been Indian. I hope she is wrong. However, Roger’s murder has attracted a lot of attention, and I am not surprised Woods is feeling pressure to solve it. Hari Patel’s assertion was made at an opportune moment, and the inspector seized upon it like a drowning man grasping a rope. Has he not asked himself why Patel came forth only now? I am eager to question him further, but after a few minutes a constable arrives at the door to inform us the inspector has been called away. I suspect it is cowardice who has called him away. Still, we cannot argue and leave the station, waiting outside in a shady spot for the lawyer to emerge with news. Khalil must have guessed our whereabouts and has come, too, pushing his rickshaw close to our spot and looking expectantly at Parvati. She gives his arm a slap, saying something that can only be admonishment for his earlier abandonment. Khalil nods and raises his hands in surrender, muttering soothing words.
We wait for nearly an hour, Daniel going off with Khalil to buy coconut water after a time, for the heat is heavy and the air dense. It is only the afternoon, yet I find it hard to believe it is the same day we met Bainbridge, and learned of Roger’s past. I did not tell Woods about it, forgetting the news after hearing of Rafiq’ arrest. He would likely already know, would he not? I must speak with Gupta and hope he has more sense than his superior. If Roger’s murder was an act of revenge for his catastrophic mistake during the war, Rafiq could not be the killer.
When Laghari reappears, his expression tells me he bears no good news, a theory that is confirmed a moment later. “There is little to be done. He has no alibi and cannot prove his innocence. His word goes against the word of a respected member of the community. Also, the police are aware that Mr. Nawaz has expressed disdain for the British presence in this country.”
“He would never hurt anyone, not Rafiq!” Parvati insists.
“Until his innocence is proven, very little can be done. Fortunately, I think the inspector is not satisfied either and will try to keep news of the arrest quiet for the moment, if only for a few days.”
“What if I swear Rafiq was with me at the time? I was in the club, too. Would that help?” Parvati asks with wide eyes.
“I will pretend I did not hear your suggestion of providing a false alibi,” Laghari replies, tugging a handkerchief from his pocket and wiping his brow. “That would only create more problems.”
“But how could the police disprove my statement?” Parvati persists. I must admire her loyalty to Rafiq and would do much the same for Daniel myself, but Laghari is right, it would only make matters worse, if she was found to be lying. We must speak to her father, learn what we can about his motivation and sudden onset of memory. I hardly had a chance to exchange more than a few words with him, and the same goes for Quigley, who presents a number of questions himself.
We thank Laghari and take his card. He did his best, but it feels terribly dissatisfying to know his best amounted to no satisfying result. I try to persuade Parvati to go home, but she refuses, insisting, in a dramatic manner, that she has no home, not with a man who would betray her so. Daniel and I exchange quick glances and Khalil rolls his eyes, but she will not be swayed. I cannot blame Parvati. I would be distraught and angry as well. Rafiq’s friend tells us he must work and rides off in his rickshaw, while we settle in to wait for Gupta. Perhaps more could be gained by going to the Gymkhana Club and confronting Mr. Patel, yet speaking to Gupta feels more urgent.
While we wait, Parvati tells us about Rafiq and how wonderful and clever he is. We wait a while longer. Daniel buys bananas, very small and very sweet. We wait. Finally, just as the sky is turning purple, I spy a familiar figure leaving the police station. Though I am eager to pounce on Sergeant Gupta, we decide to wait until he has rounded the corner before giving in to our pursuit. We catch up with him easily, and he, to his credit, does not appear too put out to see us.
“I assume you wish to berate the police for arresting Mr. Nawaz on such flimsy evidence?”
“We have already done as much with your inspector, but our words fell on deaf ears.”
“He is under a lot of pressure and eager to prove himself. Besides, we cannot ignore the possible murder weapon in the locker.” Gupta’s willingness to speak tells me he, too, is frustrated with the situation.
“Mr. Patel wants to keep Rafiq away from his daughter,” I insist. “That is why he may be motivated to lie.”
Gupta regards Parvati, who appears to be on the verge of tears once more. “It would be very foolish of him to lie. Do you believe your father is capable of such a thing just to separate the two of you?”
“You know the rules of society,” Parvati replies. Gupta nods.
“That still does not entirely discount the possibility that he is telling the truth.”
“How does he explain only coming forward now? And didn’t you examine the staff lockers immediately after the murder? The weapon, if indeed the killer was foolish enough to keep in nearby, should have been found straightaway. Nearly ten days have passed, however. Either the police work was shoddy, or someone is lying.” I hope he does not take offense. My harsh words against him and his colleagues slipped past my tongue before I could censor myself.
“I agree, but we cannot disregard apparent evidence or a witness. Rafiq Nawaz, a man with known antipathy towards the British was at the scene of a murder, with no alibi and a possible murder weapon among his possessions. I find it to be too coincidental to be truly credible, but objectively, it makes him look very guilty.”
“What happens next?” Daniel asks, before I can launch into another protest and Parvati begins to cry anew.
“The investigation is not complete, and there is no confession,” Gupta explains. “Until such a time, I will keep inquiring.”
“Do you have other suspects?” I ask in a calmer tone. “Perhaps the police are not aware of it, but during the war, Roger made a mistake that cost a dozen men their lives.”
“I learned of this only yesterday myself, but that was long ago and far away.”
“Not long enough for those who lost a loved one.”
“It seems likelier for the killer to have been in Mr. Quinn’s circle more recently. We are still trying to learn about the depletion of his finances as well, to which, unsurprisingly, Mr. Nawaz can add nothing.”
“What of your inspector? Is he happy with the development or will he, too, continue to seek other answers?”
“He is a better man than you credit him to be.” Gupta gives me a stern look. “You are new to this city and will soon leave again. He has to build a life and a reputation here.”
“A flawed reputation, if he is responsible for an innocent man being sentenced.”
“That would not be a happy outcome for anyone.”
“Rafiq’s lawyer says there isn’t much time to build his defense,” Daniel says.
“No, I am afraid he is right. Soon news of the arrest will be public and even if Mr. Nawaz is exonerated, people will remember his name in connection to a murder case. It could end badly for him either way. If he is innocent, that is.”
“Will you look into his past, try to learn if anyone Roger worked with may have known him during the war and perhaps known of his disastrous mistake?”
“I will do my best, but I have less manpower now and less time, too. In a strange way, I must be grateful that you have taken an interest in this case, even if I should warn you off.”
“That would be of little use. I assure you, sir, I have tried.” Daniel smiles, shaking his head.
“Then I will ask you to take care and keep me informed.” He touches the brim of his cap leaves.
“Rafiq has to sleep in prison tonight,” Parvati says, her voice thick with tears. I place an arm around her shoulder.
“We will do our best to help. First of all, we must speak with your father. Maybe there has been a misunderstanding?” I don’t believe this to be true, but we have wanted to talk to Mr. Patel for some time. It never seemed a priority, as I never viewed him as a suspect before. Now matters have taken a different turn. While I do not believe he killed Roger, he may find himself guilty of the wrongful death of another man. Rafiq will face dire consequences if sentenced for Roger’s murder, innocent or not.
“I never want to speak to him again! I hate him!” Parvati crosses her arms, her bottom lip trembling.
“I understand your anger, but if you want to help Rafiq, you have no choice.” Parvati frowns but relents, and we find a rickshaw to take her home.
“Is this a good idea?” Daniel whispers as we climb in.
“We have to do something. Don’t forget, Rafiq saved me from the oncoming bus. I owe him something.”
“One good deed does not preclude a bad one,” Daniel says.
“Maybe not, but it is not meaningless either. I believe in his innocence. He might be resentful towards the British, but he is far from alone in feeling this way. It is not a sufficient motive for murder.”
“I hope you are right.”
The day has been eventful, and that will not likely change until we are tucked up in bed hours from now, even if sleep is the last thing on my mind at the moment.



Chapter 40
“How could you?” Parvati shouts at her father, as soon as he opens the door. Worry is etched into his features. He must have been waiting for her, and it takes a moment for him to register our presence behind his raging daughter.
“What? I -”
“Rafiq is in prison because of you! What if he is sentenced? What if he dies? You know he did not kill anybody!”
“Parvati, what are you saying? Go inside.” Patel tries to nudge his daughter past him, a forced smile on his lips. Parvati is having none of it.
“Mr. Patel, we have just come from the police station,” Daniel begins, “and though the inspector did not provide your name, your daughter is convinced it was you who told them of Mr. Nawaz’ antipathy towards Mr. Quinn. Consequently, they found a possible murder weapon among his belongings.” He does not mention that while Woods was reluctant to confirm anything, Sergeant Gupta more or less did. There is no denying what Patel did.
“I told the truth. Rafiq has a problem with his attitude towards the guests. I told Horace we should dismiss him, but he disagreed.” Patel shakes his head at Parvati, then looks at us. “You must excuse my daughter. She has behaved improperly.”
“She is worried,” I say. “Mr. Nawaz is in serious trouble, yet maintains his innocence. You must admit, it is unlikely that the murderer would leave the weapon used almost in plain sight for so long. Besides, he saved my life, stopping me from walking into the path of an oncoming bus. If he truly felt such hostility towards the British, would he have done so?”
“I cannot claim to understand the mind of a killer, madam, but Nawaz is trouble. If he turned violent, he deserves everything that is coming to him.”
“He is innocent!” Parvati insists.
“Not so loud,” Patel hisses. Indeed, the woman who was sweeping her front steps has stopped and is unashamedly listening to our conversation.
“Perhaps we could speak inside,” Daniel suggests, with a subtle sideways nod. Patel inhales audibly, obviously reluctant to let us pass, but unable – out of a sense of duty or decorum perhaps – to send us on our way as he has every right to. I wonder about Parvati’s mother. She has not mentioned her and neither has Patel. Perhaps he is a widower?
Patel leads us through a dark hallway to a small sitting room. He is clearly uncomfortable having us here but asks us to sit and offers something to drink, which we decline. Parvati has crossed her arms and scowls at her father. The room is not very well lit but comfortably furnished, with a sofa and two armchairs, a delicate shelf filled with books and a colorful tapestry of a Hindu god on the opposite wall.
“Do you believe Mr. Nawaz truly killed Mr. Quinn?” I ask, trying for a measured tone. With Parvati positively fuming, it is best for Daniel and me to appear impartial.
“If the police have arrested him, they will have their reasons.”
“Reasons you provided,” I remind him, attempting to soften my words with a smile. We will get nowhere with antagonism. Patel is already on the defensive.
“It is true, but the inspector made the decision he considered justified. If he thought my information was valuable, he -”
“Did you put that rope among Rafiq’s things? You did, didn’t you? How could you, Papa?” Parvati interrupts, unable to hold in her anger and frustration a moment longer.
“I did not!” Patel exclaims, but I notice him flinch, as though he knows he is caught in a lie. Did he really plant false evidence? It is a crime in itself. Could he have done such a thing to prevent his daughter’s association with a man he dislikes? It sounds like madness to my ears, but Gupta is right. I am an outsider and cannot understand the complexity of conflicts brewing in this city, likely simmering under the surface for many years already.
“What if Rafiq dies? I will never forgive you! I will never marry anyone else!”
“Oh? Then how will you live? Who will provide for you? You are a spoiled girl.” Patel is trying to control his anger. “I am glad your mother is not here to witness your behavior.” So, he is a widower. He and Parvati may have been very close until Rafiq came between them. Perhaps Patel’s resentment goes beyond the couple’s religious differences, fearing that the only family remaining to him, the only connection to his dead wife, can be taken away by a man he disapproves of. Despite myself, I feel a flicker of sympathy for him, should it be as I suspect. Still, what he has done, thinking it to be an act of love, could cost an innocent man his life. And so, my spark of understanding dies before it can become a flame.
“Mama would have understood!” Parvati says, eyes blazing. It is an entirely different version of the young woman than the reserved one I questioned at the club some days ago.
“Don’t be silly, Parvati. It is for the best, and if the police think Nawaz is a murderer, then you should thank me.”
“I will never -”
“Parvati, Mr. Patel, please,” I interject before she can say something she may later regret. He is still her father and there is still time to undo the damage that has been done, or so I hope at least. Patel takes a deep breath and nods.
“My apologies. You should not have been dragged into this situation,” he says, addressing Daniel and me. “It is a private matter. Please excuse my daughter.”
“No need to apologize. She is rightfully upset if Nawaz has been arrested under false pretenses.” I meet his eyes. “Whatever your feelings about him, Mr. Patel, surely it is wrong that he should be punished for something he did not do, and the actual killer goes free?”
“He did not like Mr. Quinn, I heard him say so with my own ears. In fact, after I overheard him, I suggested he be dismissed from the club. It worried me that he made his antipathy towards any guest known. But Horace insisted that he himself was not fond of half of them and as long as Rafiq did his work, he could stay.”
“If Quigley admitted to disliking a number of the club’s members, why not suspect him?”
“I was with him much of the night. Besides, he would never want scandal associated with the club. Horace is a good man. Rafiq on the other hand has shown himself to be uncouth and even violent.”
“Violent?” Daniel asks, raising his brows.
“He was arrested at a demonstration a few years ago, at university,” Parvati mumbles. Patel nods with satisfaction.
“Precisely the sort of man who would commit a crime.”
“He was never violent! He was standing up for what he believes in,” Parvati protests.
“And what if he believed Roger Quinn had to die?”
“That is madness, Papa!”
“All right,” I interject quickly, before they can get into an argument once more. “But he was surely not the only one to voice opinions about the guests?”
“Of course not, but he was angry as he spoke. I could tell from the tone of his voice. It seemed personal.”
“What exactly did he say?” Daniel prods.
“I cannot remember word for word.”
“Paraphrase,” I insist.
“He said something such as, ‘The likes of Roger Quinn should not exist.’ Yes, something like that,” Patel says with conviction.
“And from that you inferred he wished him to die?” I ask.
“Well, no, not then. Otherwise I would have done something, of course. I only remembered it later. Things have been very busy since the murder.”
I suspect he is telling a version of the truth, but certainly not all of it. Maybe he really did hear Rafiq make such a statement. Maybe work at the club in the aftermath of the murder has been chaotic and it slipped his mind, but there is also the possible murder weapon that was found among Rafiq’s belongings. Misinterpreting the young man’s words is one thing, outright framing him is another.
“Did the police not search the staff lockers in the immediate aftermath of the murder? How do you explain overlooking the potential murder weapon?” Daniel asks. We asked Woods as much, and he dismissed our question, saying it had been a frenzied evening. Yet even though the police neglected to question Parvati, I struggle to imagine they would have been quite so careless as to miss a sighting of the murder weapon, especially in such a prominent case. Everybody must have known within moments of hearing about it that the murder of a British officer would attract attention, and the police cannot afford to be slapdash in their investigation. For some time, I thought the case was in good hands with Woods and Gupta, but now I have my doubts. While the latter echoes my concerns, Woods is too eager to mark the case closed.
“Of course, they conducted a search, left a terrible mess, too, but important things can get overlooked. It was a confusing night. So many people, not enough police.” Patel shrugs. I regard him curiously for a moment, wondering whether he is telling the truth. Even if he is, does he truly believe Rafiq guilty?
“Did Rafiq have problems with other members of staff who might have tried to implicate him? The real killer could be at work,” I suggest.
“Rafiq had problems with everyone,” Patel asserts.
“That is not true! Everyone likes him, just not you. Even Mr. Quigley likes him. Rafiq told me they once had a long chat after hours and Mr. Quigley told him about -”
“What does that matter?” Patel interrupts. “Horace is a good man, but perhaps not the best judge of character.”
“And me? Am I such a terrible judge of character, too? It was you who raised me.” Parvati’s jaw is tight, and her arms are crossed. I suppress a sigh. We are making little progress with these two.
“So no one comes to mind who wished Rafiq ill?” I ask, not mentioning the obvious, Patel himself.
“No. And more importantly, as I told the police, no one comes to mind who wished Mr. Quinn ill either, no one apart from Rafiq.” Patel nods firmly.
“You are not willing to change anything you told the police?”
“Why should I?” Beyond Patel’s obstinate attitude, I catch a hint of uncertainty, a chink in his armor. There is something he is not saying, and I want to know what that could be. This is about far more than mere curiosity on my part. A man’s life is at risk. If Rafiq is innocent, every hour he spends in prison is a risk to his future, both his health and his reputation.
“I suspect the police will be able to tell whether the rope is the true murder weapon, given its width and any recorded markings on Roger’s throat,” I say with a confidence I do not feel. Did Patel wait until Roger’s body was in the ground to come forth with his statement, so the marks on his neck could not be compared to the ones such a rope would make? He would be quite diabolical, if it were so.
“Yes, the pathologists are very good at that nowadays,” Daniel agrees, though I suspect he is bluffing as much as I am.
“So, if it is decided that the rope could not be the weapon, they will return to question the person who pointed them in Rafiq’s direction to begin with. Inspector Woods is eager to solve the case, but he is no fool,” I say, while silently beginning to question the latter. I do not want Patel to feel hostility from us, but rather to understand that if he was intentionally misleading the police, he could be implicated.
“The damage that has been done can still be undone,” Daniel says, then looks at me and gives me a small nod. We should go, let Patel consider the situation in peace. He is not going to admit any wrongdoing in front of us, yet left alone with his distraught daughter, he might accept the error of his ways. We have done what we could. Now we must move on to the only other way to prove Rafiq’s innocence – if he is innocent – and find the real killer.



Chapter 41
“How do you think that went?” Daniel asks when we sit in a rickshaw on our way back to the hotel. It is dark and the sky an opaque blue. The bay water sparkles with reflections of electric lights from the buildings along the drive. Even at this late hour, couples sit beside one another on the misshapen wave breakers, mere silhouettes.
“I cannot say. He understood our meaning, and I suspect he is lying about not having framed Rafiq. He believes it will protect his daughter from a man he has deemed unsuitable, possibly dangerous, even if Rafiq is innocent of murder.”
“He could have a death on his conscience, if he lets this charade continue,” Daniel replies, frustration etched into his features .
“I do not think Parvati will stand for it. One way or another, she will sway him. The question is, will it be too late? Even if Rafiq is exonerated, the association to a crime of this magnitude will taint him. Mud sticks.”
“At least Gupta agrees with us.”
“That is something, and Woods, in truth, knows the case is not conclusively solved. What is Rafiq’s motive apart from a general disdain for the occupiers of his homeland? Maybe he did not care for Roger, but he was not alone in that. It does not make him a killer.”
“He did disappear for a while,” Daniel reminds me. “Where did he go?”
“I suspect it had to do with his activities at the self-rule protests. From what I gather, he is deeply involved in that endeavor. Maybe he had enough of ferrying about wealthy Europeans and the work sat uncomfortably with his principles, good money or not.”
“I never had the impression he resented us.”
“I don’t think it is personal.”
“He probably resents relying on us now, though.”
“Well, he will have to accept it.” I shrug. “It was Parvati who came to us, after all.”
“I wonder how it will end for them. I did not realize quite how complicated a mixed union like theirs will be. It calls to mind the Malia Zaidi conflict between Catholics and Protestants. Imagine, there you have two young people who by all accounts are in love, and class and belief are keeping them apart.”
“People have always defined themselves in such ways, by religion, politics, class. Categories that can create division as much as a sense of unity and community.”
“If Rafiq is released from prison, he will undoubtedly have lost his job at the club, though I would be surprised if he wanted to return in any case. As far as his studies go, I do not know how they will be supported without a supplemental income,” Daniel observes.
“Rafiq has a family, maybe they can help?”
“Parvati claims they are as opposed to the match as her father is. It is perhaps lucky they are out of town.”
“I hope his sister is coping. She must be frightened. Parvati will likely speak with her, reassure her that something is being done for her brother. I did not think to ask where she lives and doubt she would be comforted by two strangers turning up on her doorstep. She has no reason to trust us.”
“True enough.” We are quiet for a few moments, listening to the muted sounds of the city at night, a city that has quieted but, like London, is never silent.
“What would you do in Parvati and Rafiq’s position?” I ask.
“You mean, would I give in to pressure and give up on love?” I hear the smile in Daniel’s voice, his face in shadow.
“Would you? Be honest.”
“If I were Rafiq, I would consider leaving this place with Parvati. Go somewhere else where no one knows them. They may be able to build a life together there.”
“Yet they would be forced to give up on their families,” I note.
“I can imagine no other way for them to be together and live in peace.”
“As if the world isn’t complicated enough,” I say on a sigh.
“Circumstance determines seemingly everything, where you are, who you are, who your parents are. Imagine who you or I might be, if we had been raised differently, if the war had never happened, if my brothers had never had to serve, or your childhood home not had a chandelier that caused a curtain to catch fire. Imagine. We may never have met. You may have stayed at home and been content, not eager to run off to Greece, and thus meet me. Briony and you may not have such a close relationship either. I may have stayed home all my life to work in the family firm.” He shakes his head, as if marveling at the strange game the fates play with us. The fates, the gods, God, human folly, heaven knows! All I do know is that after tragedy and grief, Daniel and I can count ourselves fortunate still, more so than many others. I feel all the luckier to fall asleep beside him tonight, fitful as the sleep may be, for tomorrow will bring another long day, to be sure.



Chapter 42
If someone had asked me whom I expected to find waiting for us after breakfast that morning, Khalil would not have been at the top of my list. Yet there he is, shifting from one foot to the other, when I open the door.
“Khalil?” Daniel says by way of greeting. “Are you waiting for us?”
“I want to help.”
I suspect he is ashamed – or that Parvati shamed him – for taking off yesterday and has come to offer his services, assuming that we have not given up on his friend. I look at Daniel who shrugs. We discussed visiting the club this morning, hoping to question some of the staff under the guise of attending another rugby game. Artie invited us as his guests for the duration of our stay, which should grant us entry even if he is not in the mood for a day of sport and merriment.
Khalil nods when we ask him if he can take us to the Gymkhana Club, and we are soon on our way. Perhaps we will be fortunate enough to find Patel and Parvati there, or at least Quigley, who might answer a few questions. If he was in favor of keeping Rafiq on at the club, despite Patel’s protestations, perhaps he is in the young man’s corner still? Besides, I want to expand my picture of the man. It may be irrelevant to the case that Daniel observed him and Maggie in a close embrace, then again, it may not. There was also Diana’s comment about him before the chaos of the protest interrupting our meal, indicating he had not always had an easy time of it. Perhaps he has been unhappily in love with Maggie for decades!
We arrive at the club in good time and Khalil indicates he will wait for us, though makes no attempt to join us as we enter the club. There are a few familiar faces, but most are strangers to us.
“What now? We can hardly sneak into the kitchens and demand every member of the staff to tell us exactly what he or she thinks of Rafiq, can we?”
“Oh, to have the authority of the police, the bane of a detective’s life. But we can go places they, at times, cannot.”
“It is no secret that you are poking about the case. Remember that doll we received? We must tread carefully.” Daniel frowns. “The sooner this case is solved the better.”
“There we are in agreement. Now, I suggest we split up and mingle. Keep your ear to the ground about anything you hear about Rafiq. Let us meet here in an hour.”
Daniel sighs, but recognizes arguing is futile, which is surely a positive sign for our marriage. “Fine. Let me find a glass of champagne first, though something stronger may be called for.”
“It is ten in the morning, my love.”
“Time flows differently when Detective Lady Evelyn Harper is your wife.”
“Ah, yes, every hour is sweeter,” I say with a smile. Daniel chuckles, and I give him a nudge. “Go on, Watson.”
I send him on his way, remaining uncertain how to proceed myself. To ask a waiter whether he thinks his former workmate might have murdered Roger feels too blunt a manner to go about the investigation, but I see no other way to find answers. There is urgency to this case, and the thought of Rafiq in prison, likely innocent, spurs me on. I catch sight of a young woman in a uniform of pale-yellow silk carrying an empty tray. I have seen her before.
“Excuse me,” I say, and she forces a smile to her face, holding out the tray for the last glass of champagne.
“Can I get you anything else, madam?”
“No, thank you. You could help me in another way. I am a friend of Parvati,” I say, hoping she is well liked here. The woman nods, her expression eager.
“Parvati is not here today.” She glances down for a moment. “She is not very well.”
“I know. I spoke to her last night. She was very upset.” I raise my brows meaningfully, hoping she understands. The young woman nods once more.
“About Rafiq,” she whispers, leaning forward a little. “Precisely. Can we speak for a moment in private?”
“I can take a short break in fifteen minutes. Will you meet me in the cloak room?”
“I will be there. What is your name?”
“Amara.”
“My name is Evelyn.”
I let her go and begin counting down the minutes until her break, loitering near the cloak room a good five minutes before the given time. Who would have need for such a room considering the temperature? But this is also where Parvati overheard Roger’s comment to Violet.
Amara is true to her word and arrives on time, indicating for me to follow her into the small room. “No one will come in here,” she says by way of explanation. For a fraction of a moment, I wonder whether I am a fool to hide away with a girl I know nothing about when a murderer who was likely connected to the club in one way or another remains on the loose. Unless Rafiq is, in fact, guilty.
“Have you heard of Rafiq’s situation?” I ask.
“It is terrible, madam. He is a good man. He would not hurt anyone. Poor Parvati.”
“You know him well?”
“Not so well, no,” she admits, twisting her hands together. “He is friendly, and Parvati loves him. I have known Parvati for many years. She is a good judge of character. When Jagad from the kitchen said he was in love with me, she said he was a bad seed, and a week later, he ran off with Tanvi!”
“So, you don’t believe Rafiq killed Mr. Quinn?”
“I do not think so. He does not even like to kill flies.”
Though that does not prove much, I nod. “Did you ever hear him saying anything against Mr. Quinn? Please tell me the truth. I am trying to help.”
“He did not like Mr. Quinn, but he did not hate him.”
“Why did he dislike the man?” I ask, knowing the answer already, but hoping Amara can add to it.
“He thought Mr. Quinn looked down on Indians.”
“And was it so?”
“He was polite,” she says uncertainly.
“Sometimes one can sense such attitudes, despite outward civility,” I suggest.
“Yes.” She nods. “Rafiq also thought he was not good to his wife.”
“Why did he believe it to be so?” Though I have suspected the same, I have heard nothing material to bolster the theory. Even Parvati’s assertion that he accused Violet of forcing him to live a lie could have been a momentary spat, nothing more sinister than that.
“He never explained, but I agreed. Mr. Quinn did not look at his wife the way Rafiq looks at Parvati or how Mr. Purcell looks at Mrs. Purcell. In fact, he never looked at her much at all.” Interesting. Was there a deeper resentment between them? Or does it come back to Alice in some way?
“Did she appear unhappy about his lack of attention?”
“I cannot say. She seemed unhappy most of the time. I feel sorry for her. My cousin used to be her daughter’s amah, but they let her go after six months and hired someone else.”
This catches my attention. “Did they give a reason?”
“They told her they felt she wasn’t the right fit, but they paid her a full month’s salary after they let her go. She said she thought Mr. Quinn felt sorry for her.”
“Mr. Quinn?”
Amara shrugs. “She said Mrs. Quinn always looked nervous and distracted.”
“What is her name?”
“Diya.”
“Is she still in Bombay?”
She nods. “She lives with her parents and works in their shop now.”
“Would she speak to me?”
“If I ask, but she is shy.”
“Tell her she has nothing to fear, and I would be very grateful.”
“I will see her tonight and ask.”
I hope Amara can convince her cousin to talk. Maybe she knows something of use about the Quinns. Live-in staff always know far more than the proprietors of a house would like them to. I do not want to contemplate everything Agnes’ butler Mr. Harris knows about us, though I trust in his complete discretion. Hopefully Diya will not feel such compunction to keep quiet about her former employers.
“Who might have disliked Mr. Quinn enough to wish him harm, if it wasn’t Rafiq? The police found an object which could be the murder weapon among his things. Is it easy to access the lockers?” I stop myself from asking more, not wishing to overwhelm Amara, though she seems willing enough to talk.
“The police asked me about Mr. Quinn after he died, but I hardly knew him beyond seeing him at the club. He never seemed to have any problems with other guests. While he wasn’t a favorite among Malia Zaidi the staff, no one complained. Sometimes a few of the members -” she lowers her voice, though only the two of us are in the room, “the male members – become too friendly with some of us, but never Mr. Quinn, not as far as I know.”
“And Rafiq?”
“Our lockers are not actually locked, anyone can access them,” she says cautiously, as if this lack of security has only now occurred to her to be problematic. Likely she has never been on the scene of a murder either.
“The police are aware of this, surely,” I say, more to myself than to her. Amara’s words do not prove Rafiq’s innocence, yet they seriously call into question the validity of the so-called evidence.
“They searched our lockers again yesterday, not telling us why.
They already did so after the murder. Everything was in disarray.”
“They could hardly have missed the rope, unless it wasn’t there. Why would Rafiq return it? Why hide the murder weapon after the deed, then put it back amongst his own belongings? Rafiq is an intelligent man. It makes no sense”
“I do not believe he did it. He annoyed some of us with his talk of Britisher oppression, but he is not a hateful man.” Amara shrugs, as I inwardly grimace that Rafiq thought of us as such. If he viewed Roger in the same way, maybe he did resent him? But to resent and to kill are two different matters entirely. Am I a fool advocating for a man who likely finds my very presence here infuriating? Still, it is the right thing to do, and my conscience will have it no other way. Besides, he knows Daniel and I are only passing through to appreciate what we see, not to take it for ourselves.
“I would like to speak with some of them, maybe they noticed something amiss and are afraid to tell the police.”
“They will be afraid to talk to you as well,” Amara says. I can understand their reticence and appreciate her willingness to speak openly. “I would tell you if I knew any more. I like Rafiq, but I care mostly about Parvati. She loves him. It’s so romantic.”
“Yes,” I reply slowly, never having been much taken with the romance of forbidden love. Say what you will, Romeo and Juliet will forever be a tragedy, not a love story in my eyes. But I sincerely hope Rafiq and Parvati’s fate will resemble nothing of the sort. Amara fidgets and glances at the door.
“You must go in a moment, but can I ask you just a few more questions? I promise, if you get into trouble, I will vouch for you and say I needed your help.” Amara nods. “What is the general opinion of Mr. Patel among the staff? Is he trusted?”
“He is fair. His wife died when Parvati was a little girl, and they have always been very close. He does not like Rafiq. Parvati was careful not to be seen with him at the club, but her father is no fool.”
“More people knew about their relationship than they believed?”
“I think so.”
“Was anyone jealous? Did anyone wish to separate them so he might have a chance with Parvati himself?”
Amara hesitates then says, “Well, only her father. He was jealous of her love for someone else. It is nothing untoward, but he is used to it being only the two of them.” She presses her lips together, as though wishing she could swallow her final remarks. Her words come as no surprise to me, yet add to my conviction that he likely planted the rope himself to implicate Rafiq. Patel is quite obviously jealous of the younger man. A father, who only has one child and no wife, she is all of his family that remains. Maybe no man would be good enough for her, but Rafiq, with his difference in opinion, religion, and attitude most definitely does not live up to his or society’s standards. Truthfully, if I had wished to marry a penniless man with notions that society deemed radical, Agnes and much of my social circle would have been opposed as well. Prejudice and pressure are a part of every culture.
I decide not to press further, asking instead, “And Mr. Quigley? Is he a fair employer?”
“Yes, madam, he is good to us. Last month the cook burned himself badly and could not work. Mr. Quigley kept paying him and for the doctor, too. Not everyone would have done so.” It is sad that such an act of decency is not taken as a given, but I am sure she is right. Both in London and Bombay and every other city, employees are often viewed as replaceable, not as individuals struck by luck and misfortune in turn, as life would have it.
“Thank you, you have been very helpful, and if you remember anything else, you can find me at the Taj. My name is Evelyn Car – er, Harper,” I correct, still getting used to the new name on my tongue.
“Yes, madam.”
“Your English is very good, where did you learn?”
“Thank you. I went to school at St. Stephens, the catholic school. The nuns were strict, but I learned English very well.” She smiles and turns around. A Hindu girl in a Catholic school, yet Rafiq and Parvati’s love is forbidden. Heaven understand the world!



Chapter 43
“And?” I ask expectantly, as Daniel approaches. “What did you learn?”
“News of Rafiq’s arrest has not spread yet. I ran into Patel, but he obviously tried to avoid an encounter and hurried off at the sight of me.”
“I spoke to Parvati’s friend, whose cousin was once Alice’s amah.
The Quinns dismissed her after six months without much reason.”
“Hm... worth investigating, perhaps. I might have something useful, too. We should go somewhere else to talk.” I nod and we decide to leave, having done what we could here.
“I had a chance to speak with Quigley.”
“You did? And?” I ask eagerly as we find ourselves once again seated in Khalil’s rickshaw.
“He was friendly enough, a little harried maybe, which is hardly surprising given recent events.”
“Go on, what did he say?”
“I asked him about Rafiq. Being his employer he has been told of the arrest by none other than Patel. He said he liked Rafiq well enough, but you never know what some people are capable of.”
“He must be aware that Patel dislikes Rafiq and perhaps even knows of his connection to Parvati. Amara told me the lockers are not locked. Quigley will know this as well, and how easily someone could have tampered with the contents of one.”
“Yes, he was not willing to condemn Rafiq. In fact, he appeared saddened when speaking of the arrest. He told me he hopes it is a misunderstanding, and the young man’s life isn’t ruined by potentially false accusations.”
“That sounds reasonable.”
“My first impression at the dinner deemed him a bit of a showman, but today he seemed tired and lacking pretense. He has no family, and the club is his life. I think he feels responsible both for the members and the staff and losing one of each must be a blow.”
“Did you ask him about the Purcells?”
“Of course, I asked him whether they had been acquainted for long. He said they had for something like a decade. Evie, he sighed, though he caught himself quickly and smiled as if to say, time goes by so quickly. However, I believe there was more to it than woeful nostalgia.”
“You think he has been unhappily in love with Maggie all this time,” I suggest.
“Don’t you?”
“Possibly. If I were him, I could not bear seeing her and Artie at the club every week. I would go mad.”
“Maybe he feels that way at least he can see her. If their embrace was anything to go by, she may feel the same.”
“The question remains whether their relationship is in any way related to the murder. Thus far, I can see no connection. If Artie had been killed, then it would be obvious, but who was Roger to Quigley?”
“Our progress is too slow now that the police have decided Rafiq is the murderer. Gupta himself cannot do much, unless he risks being seen openly defying his superior.” I sigh and cross my arms. “Maybe Bainbridge has turned up something about those men who died due to Roger’s poor judgment. And then there is Amara’s cousin,” Daniel says, trying to bolster my sinking spirits.
“Maybe. We do not have much time.”
“We should speak to the Purcells, ask if they know about Rafiq.”
“It can’t hurt to try,” I say dejectedly. There are so many pieces of the puzzle, so many people involved and yet the answer remains somehow out of our grasp. Who wanted Roger dead and why? Did the timing and location of the murder matter? Or, as I suspect, did it happen in a moment of rage? Though the placement of the Kali figurine may speak against that theory. Does the killer regret the crime or feel satisfied with the result? There are a number of people who could have wished Roger out of their lives, not least his own wife, yet none have motives that appear strong enough to kill.
“I almost forgot, I ran into Celeste. She was slightly worse for wear, even at this early hour, and told me I had a lovely spirit.” Daniel grins.
“A wise woman. Did she seem upset?”
“No. Not upset exactly, a little melancholy perhaps. Another woman joined her then, so I left them alone. I wonder whether Roger’s death is harder on her than she lets on. She loved him once. To know someone you loved was murdered cannot but leave a mark.”
“I suppose that is true, though she has Major Agarwal now. A strong contrast in her choice of men. Maybe Celeste does not know who to turn to. She cannot speak with her current lover of her former without the risk of pushing him away. She is afraid of being abandoned.” I think of her nervous behavior when we went to her house to meet Agarwal. She projects a façade of confidence and irreverence, but losing her husband’s love must have cut her deeply and now she has no family left but the one she chooses which, for the moment at least, is Major Agarwal.
“I feel sorry for her, though I am sure she would balk at the thought of anyone pitying her.”
“I think you have the measure of her there.” I take Daniel’s hand, giving it a squeeze. He sees a glimmer of himself in Celeste, I suspect. His family gone, alone in the world, save for his few friends until the time when he and I met, and he became a part of my family. Loneliness is not to be underestimated as a valid fear. I see it in Celeste and in Bainbridge, and I noticed it in my husband before he became such a vital part of my life. I saw it in myself. One can be surrounded by people, like Celeste at the club and at social functions, but if no one really knows you, you are effectively alone. And yet it is so difficult to truly allow another to know who you are. We all have our cracks here and there, which even for ourselves can be difficult to accept. It takes a rare encounter to find someone who can be trusted with them, let alone understand that they are not so unlike their own. Everyone should have such a person, be it a lover, a friend, a spouse, a parent, or a sibling, still it is not so. The world contains too much loneliness, too many secrets and we are worse off for it. Quigley hiding his love for Maggie, Rafiq his for Parvati, Celeste hers for Agarwal, and heaven knows what Roger was hiding that weighed on him and maybe even brought about his death? Would the world be better, if we were all more honest, more forthright about our troubles? Or would such candor bring more conflict? Is not much – even most – conflict the result of misunderstanding, willful or accidental? In my studies of the classics and readings of Shakespeare, which all contain wisdom regarding the human spirit, I found that much crisis and bloodshed, treachery and misery could have been avoided, if not for a terrible misapprehension. Heavens, Romeo and Juliet might have lived to bounce their grandchildren on their knees! What if everyone involved in this case simply told the truth? What picture might merge?



Chapter 44
“Artie is out. He has gone to work,” Maggie says as we follow her into the sitting room. She speaks quickly. Is she nervous, or am I reading too much into every situation?
“How is Violet?” I ask. Maggie looks both anxious and weary, circles rimming her eyes.
“She is coping. If it weren’t for Alice, I honestly cannot imagine what we would do. That little girl is a blessing. Though she has begun to ask where her Papa is.”
“Oh dear,” I say, feeling for the child who does not yet recognize the loss she has to contend with for the rest of her life.
“Have you spoken with the inspector about the case recently?” Daniel asks, careful not to let on what we already know.
“He came by this morning, to tell us they have a man in custody, but the investigation is not complete.” So he is not as blind as he pretended to be yesterday. Maybe Gupta and Woods’ conscience were able to exert some influence.
“Do you know the identity of the man in question?”
“It was an employee at the club, a server with an antipathy towards the British.” Maggie shrugs, looking forlorn. “Artie was already out when they arrived, and I have been unable to reach him. Once he finds out, he will be at the station demanding answers.” I can easily imagine. They will have to tell him about Rafiq, and then everyone will hear of it. Artie is hardly discreet.
“Does Violet know?”
“I decided not to tell her until we are certain.”
I nod. “That is wise. Did you ever hear of Roger having any problems with the staff or anyone else for that matter?”
“Roger got along with almost everyone, though I have come to realize he was not particularly close with anyone. Even I did not know him as well as I should have, I must admit. And now I never will. It is a burden to live with regret, but we all shoulder it to some extent or other, do we not?” A smile touches her lips yet is gone as quickly as it appeared. Does her regret extend beyond not better knowing her son-in-law? Or does it relate to Horace Quigley? Her marriage? We make endless choices in life, others are made for us. We must live with the consequences or try to change our situation, both of which feel impossible at times. What would she change if she could? What would any of us do?
“Asking what if rarely brings more comfort,” Daniel says gently.
“And yet I ask myself the question all the time.” Maggie sighs.
“What will you do when the killer is found?” I ask.
“Vi wants to leave, raise Alice in England,” Maggi says. “At the moment, it is quite unimaginable, and taking Alice away from the only home she has ever known -” She stops herself and shakes her head.
“Here she has the support of friends and family. It must have been heartening that so many came to the funeral,” I say.
“Difficult times show you who your real friends are. The Lathburys have been very kind and so has Celeste.”
“And even Mr. Quigley attended,” I observe, watching for her reaction with feigned nonchalance.
“Yes, he is an old friend.”
“We spoke briefly. He seems like a kind man. Unmarried, is he?”
“Yes.” Maggie nods. “Artie and I have known him for some ten years. And then there were the other officers, too. Quite an honorable send-off,” she says, quick to move on from the subject of Horace Quigley, though not quickly enough for me to miss the color creeping into her cheeks. Are they truly secret lovers? Perhaps when two people have known one another so long and not all is as good in one’s marriage as the world suspects, it is easy to fall into the arms of a trusted friend? It may have started out as a comfort, a distraction and turned into something more? Or possibly Daniel misjudged – men are prone to such lapses – and there is nothing untoward between them after all? She shifts in her seat, and I can tell our audience is at an end. Is it weariness or my mentioning Quigley that makes her eager to be rid of us? I do not wish to be uncharitable. Maggie has shown herself to be a kind woman, a caring mother, and if she and Quigley are lovers, that is their business, as long as it has nothing to do with Roger’s murder. But somehow I feel all these secrets lurking beneath the surface are linked and uncovering them will lead us to Roger’s killer.



Chapter 45
Diya is a slight young woman with deep set dark eyes and a slightly crooked nose that looks as though it has once been broken and was never properly reset. She offers a shy smile. Amara is at work but sent Parvati to accompany her cousin to meet us at the hotel. Diya speaks English well, as one might expect of an amah for the Quinns, and we have no need for a translator. I suspect Parvati has come along for emotional support.
“Thank you for agreeing to see us,” I say, nodding at Diya, seated next to Parvati in our hotel sitting room. Parvati looks exhausted, and she fidgets, picking at the hem of her dupatta shawl. Rafiq has now spent two nights in prison.
“Amara said I could help?”
“You know what has happened?”
“I told her everything. She trusts Rafiq is innocent,” Parvati insists. Diya casts her a quick look, telling me she has made no such claim, but there is little arguing with Parvati.
Diya diplomatically settles for, “I met Rafiq only once, but he seemed a good man.”
“You used to work for the Quinns?” Daniel asks, quick to move the conversation along.
“Only for six months, when Alice was very little, five months old. I was their second amah, the first had also been dismissed.”
“Do you know why?” I ask.
“No, I did not ask, and they never explained, only said that I had done nothing wrong when they let me go. Maybe they do not like to keep the same amah for long.”
“I had the same nanny almost all my childhood,” I observe. Agnes thought it better that I should be used to her. Of course, Agnes could have cared for me as well, but that was not how it was done, and I was lucky that my nanny was so kind.
“That is more common, but it is not my business.” Diya shrugs. “Alice is a sweet child , and I missed her when I left.”
“What did you make of the Quinns? Did you interact with them much?”
“Captain Quinn was not home very often during the daytime when Alice was awake, so I did not see him more than occasionally. After the child was asleep. I spent time in the kitchen with the cook, or some evenings I was allowed to visit home, since it is not far. Sometimes Mrs. Quinn encouraged these visits. I felt -” Diya hesitates.
“Tell them,” Parvati commands.
Diya sighs. “I felt Mrs. Quinn preferred to have me out of the house when Captain Quinn was home.” Perhaps Violet feared competition from Diya?
“Was she kind to you?” I ask.
“Yes,” Diya replies slowly. Her expression does not convince me, and I wait for her to continue. “Sometimes she was in a strange mood and suddenly took Alice from me. But it is only natural. She is her mother and was in the house much of the day. Alice was a little sickly when I arrived. I think Mrs. Quinn always worried.”
“That seems reasonable enough,” Daniel observes. “And Captain Quinn? Was he involved?”
“He came in and said good night sometimes. I did not see him with Alice often. He was there when she took her first step and Mrs. Quinn was very excited and told me to run and get him from his study, but he seemed unenthusiastic. He came and smiled at the girl, but he did not even bend down to her. He was a military man. Maybe it was simply his nature.”
“Perhaps it was, though it may be significant.” I glance at Daniel and can tell his thoughts mirror my own. Did Violet present her husband with another man’s child? Did he know? If so, why accept it? From what we are hearing of their marriage, it seems to have lacked deep love and devotion. If Roger knew his wife had not only betrayed him, but had born another man’s child, I can see no reason why he did not leave her. It cannot have been purely from a desire to progress in the ranks with her father’s help. And why did Artie not help if he could? Somehow, it is all connected, yet I am missing part of the puzzle.
“How did they interact with each other, the Quinns?” I ask, hoping to form a fuller picture than the one that has been shaped in my mind.
“Friendly, polite. They often went to the Gymkhana Club together, though I do not think Mrs. Purcell enjoyed it. I remember,” she taps her bottom lip, “one day she said she did not wish to go, and he said that she owed him that much, since they never hosted anyone in their home. It was true, they never did, apart from her parents. And they had a nice home.”
“Why do you think that was? It is unusual for an ambitious military man who must have known many people in this city with whom to socialize, if only to build connections.”
“I do not know. They had a cook, it would not have been much trouble. Mrs. Quinn has fragile nerves, I think. She always worried when she was away from the house too long and, at first, did not like me even to take Alice for walks. That is not so unusual, when you have a sickly child, but my mother always said fresh sea air was best.”
“Do you think it was a happy household, Diya?” I wonder.
“I would have expected so. They had a healthy child, a nice home, food and family, but, no, I do not think it was a happy household.”
“Why do you say so?”
“Mrs. Quinn hardly ever smiled, except with Alice. Captain Quinn was never affectionate with his wife. My family is poor, we grew up with very little, but my parents are always smiling, happy to have each other, happy their children are safe and healthy, and we have food on the table. I did not see this in the Quinn house.” She looks at Parvati, as if for approval, and her friend nods. Parvati has been very quiet since her initial outburst and I resist the urge to tell her to lie down and rest, she looks gray with weariness.
“Do you have any guesses why it may have been so?” Daniel asks, interrupting my thoughts.
“No, sir, as I said, I felt they had every reason to be happy.”
“Were you and the cook always paid in a timely manner?”
“Yes, always. And Mrs. Quinn had good clothes. She did not often buy new ones except for Alice, though. They also hired a driver sometimes, and their furnishings were of good quality.”
“Thank you, Diya, you have been very helpful.” I smile at her. “It must have been upsetting to be let go.”
“It was. They said I was not the right fit, but they wrote me a reference and paid my next month’s wages. Captain Quinn seemed regretful and said I should not worry; I had done nothing wrong. He muttered something I couldn’t understand well, but it might have been, ‘Everything was already wrong before you came’.” Diya shrugs. “It was a year ago, and I may not remember properly.” I doubt this very much. Diya is a bright young woman and has spoken with clarity and confidence, answering every question we have posed. I would be happy to offer some sort of recompense for her time and candor, but do not wish to offend either.
“And Mrs. Quinn?” I ask. “What did she say?”
“Nothing, madam. She was at her parent’s home with Alice. I was allowed to come back later to say goodbye to Alice, but Mrs. Quinn hardly looked at me. It must have been her idea to dismiss me. I wish I could have understood what I did wrong. Maybe Captain Quinn was being honest, and it was not my fault.”
“It sounds as though there were problems far beyond finding the right amah in that house,” I try to soothe. “And that was the last time you saw them?” Diya nods. “Did you hear anything else about them? Who they hired next?”
“I heard it was a girl from Pune, which is east of Bombay. I do not know if she is still with them. If they only keep an amah for six months at a time, she must have been replaced as well.” Diya shrugs. It appears what happened upset her more than she wishes to let on. It must be difficult for a nanny to be with a child every day, a secondary mother of sorts, watch her grow and change and learn and then to be forced to say goodbye, not to have a right to see the child ever again. I feel sorry for her and remember my own old nanny, who was kind to me at a time when I felt so very alone in Agnes’ house on Eaton Square. She is nearly seventy now and has six grandchildren of her own. I still see her from time to time.
“Did the Purcells like to visit often?” Daniel asks, doing a good job of playing Watson as my mind wanders.
“Sometimes. Usually, Mrs. Quinn took Alice to their house. It wasn’t far.”
“What was your impression of the Purcells?” I ask, wondering whether she observed discord between the couple that we have not, something that would indicate a reason for Maggie taking a lover in Horace Quigley.
“I liked them. They both speak good Hindi and are friendly. But I usually only met them for a few moments, because when they visited, they wanted to play with Alice, and I was not needed until they left again.” Violet seems at once desperate to be close to her child, yet also willing to hand her off to a near stranger. Perhaps they Malia Zaidi kept an amah more for the sake of appearances than genuine need. Maybe Roger felt it was required, he was an officer after all, and likely considered it proper to have staff. Or did he not entirely trust Violet with the child? But why distance himself, then? Something was not right in that house. I would sense it even if Roger had not been killed, I am certain.
“Did Mrs. Quinn ever have friends come round?”
Diya frowns in thought, then shakes her head. “Not that I recall. Once or twice an acquaintance visited, but she preferred to be alone or with her parents, I think. She did not like living in Bombay. She only looked happy when she told me of England, which she called home. Captain Quinn did not like her speaking so. Sometimes she would tell me about England, and I could tell she felt lonely here, even though she rarely mentioned any friends from home either. I would also feel lonely if I was far away. I felt sorry for her then.”
There is nothing left for Diya to share. We thank her and walk her and Parvati to the door. I try to tuck some money into Diya’s hand, but she shakes her head.
“Will this help Rafiq?”
“I hope so, but I cannot make any promises. We have to find the real killer. It is the only way to prove his innocence with absolute certainty. With the police largely giving up on furthering the investigation, I do not know if we will succeed in time.” The truth is painful to hear, but Parvati must prepare herself for the possibility that her lover cannot be liberated. I do not like to contemplate failure, but this is a place foreign to us, the customs, language, people, both British and Indian. I have solved every murder that has come my way thus far, and the thought that I should fail, when an innocent man may be falsely punished, twists a knot into my stomach. I know it is not my responsibility – no one has even formally engaged my services – but the phantom of Roger’s lifeless body remains in my arms and the vision of Rafiq languishing behind bars is caught in my mind. Then there is Alice. This small child is now fatherless. Violet and Alice are at the center of this case, yet they are the most protected, the ones to which neither the police nor Daniel and I have access. Does Violet know by now that the man purported to be her husband’s killer has been arrested? Maggie was reluctant to tell her. Is that because she realizes he is innocent? If she does, she must know who is guilty, for it cannot have been her or Artie with their alibis. But who, then, can it be?



Chapter 46
I have been sitting in an armchair by the window, looking out at the water, moping about my inability to find the missing piece of the puzzle and hoping one of the seagulls circling overhead might tap at my window and tell me. Evidently, I am beginning to grow desperate. Diya confirmed what we already suspected, that the Quinns did not lead a happy marriage, that there was a distance, perhaps even resentment between them, and that both were almost friendless. The fact that they exchanged amahs the way others switch undergarments leads me to believe that they were reluctant to allow people close. I wonder whether it was always this way, or only after Alice was born? Did something shift then? Did it make them isolate themselves in their own world, while slowly driving a chasm between the couple? Daniel interrupts my musings, entering the room with the day’s paper in his hand.
“I forgot to read it this morning. Now I wish I hadn’t.” He points to the front page, which boasts the headline: “Muslim Man Arrested for Murder of Slain Captain!”
“Oh no.” I sigh.
“The exclamation mark may be excessive, but a paper is a paper and a fact is a fact. Rafiq has been arrested for the murder, even if we feel he is innocent.”
“This is terrible!” I get to my feet, clutching the arm of the chair to steady myself, dizzy with my sudden zeal.
“It gets worse.” Daniel grimaces and holds out the newspaper. I take it, curiosity and dread warring in my mind, and immediately recognize what he meant.
“They name him.”
“It condemns him almost as much as a sentence could. This was what we feared. His reputation, even if he is exonerated, may be tarnished forever.”
“I hope Parvati has not seen the article yet. She will be frantic. Not that I could blame her. Heaven, if you were in Rafiq’s place I would be out of my mind.”
“No, you wouldn’t, you would be planning how to break me free.” Daniel gives me a wink.
“Have we failed, Daniel?” I look at him, knowing he can read the frustration in my expression.
“We try to help, but to solve this case, to absolve a man we hardly know? It isn’t our responsibility to prove his innocence, you must remember that. Nobody hired you, and while I understand and echo your desire for justice and fairness, it is not always in our hands.”
“That doesn’t mean we stop striving for it, though,” I say, straightening my spine.
“No,” Daniel sighs. “Of course not. We will keep trying. The thought of Rafiq innocently in prison is appalling. I only want to be realistic, you understand.”
“We are in agreement, then. By now the Purcells will have been informed of the supposed killer’s identity as well. I wonder what they think?”
“In all likelihood they will be relieved that the man deemed responsible is in custody. They must have been worried for Violet’s safety, too.”
“You don’t think they will question the arrest? Artie is not the sort to simply nod and agree. He will want to know why and how and have all his questions answered. And when Artie learns of the manner in which the apparent murder weapon was found, he must wonder, as we did, whether something foul might be afoot.”
“Maybe you are overestimating him, Evie,” Daniel says carefully. “He is grieving. People who have lost someone they were close to do not think the same as a detective does.”
“If Artie is suspicious and pushes for answers, the case and formal sentencing may be stalled. No one wants to risk offending a brigadier. We should speak with him. If he isn’t asking these questions already, we must plant a seed of doubt in his mind.”
“Waste of breath to argue, I suppose?”
“Entirely, I’m afraid.”
“When this is over, I am taking you away from here and we are having a proper honeymoon. Ideally, we will go to some remote spot where not a single person who might be murdered resides. Peace at last.”
“We shall do whatever your heart desires, after we solve this case.”
“Can I have that in writing?”



Chapter 47
I am surprised when Artie asks us to come to his house when we call him from the hotel telephone. The line is crackly, but his invitation is clear. I cannot tell whether he is angry or relieved, but he does mention having heard of Rafiq’s arrest.
Arriving at the Purcell’s and walking up the drive, we almost collide with Horace Quigley, who comes from the direction of the house, his expression tense, a vein prominent in his forehead.
“Mr. Quigley -” I greet him, but he only manages a harried nod, muttering, “good day”, before brushing past us.
“Probably got a talking to from Artie for not realizing one of his staff was the killer.” Daniel grimaces. “I hope we’re not walking into a crisis, Evie.”
“He asked us to come,” I say with a shrug. A crisis could be revealing.
The front door is already open, nonetheless, Daniel knocks and a moment later Maggie appears. Her face falls when she sees us, but she recovers herself quickly. Likely she thought it was Quigley returning.
“Artie asked us to come by,” I say. “How are you coping?”
“Hanging on. It should be a relief, really, but to think someone we know, who always seemed friendly enough, did something so ... so vicious. Well, it is difficult to stomach.” Maggie shakes her head.
“There you are,” Artie says – almost bellowing. He sets down his empty glass and beckons us into the room. It is clear he is not quite sober, yet doesn’t appear drunk either. Perhaps it offers some comfort.
“How are you, Artie?” Daniel asks, shaking the man’s hand.
“They found the murderer. Someone from the club. Just gave Horace a talking to for not coming to us immediately once the chap disappeared. Hadn’t come to work in days. That should have alerted Horace.” Artie shakes his head. “You heard all about it, I assume. Keeping that pretty nose to the ground?” He nods at me, and I cannot tell whether there is admiration or scorn in his tone.
“Did the inspector speak to you himself?”
“He did when I marched over there. Made him explain everything they know, which is not very much, mind you. If every Indian who had a problem with the British presence here turned into a murderer, they would be rid of us all in a snap.” He slaps his leg and Maggie winces.
“Please don’t speak like that, Artie,” she says, shaking her head. I rather suspect she has heard much of the same in the hours since Rafiq’s arrest was made public, but I cling to Artie’s words.
“You are not convinced he is guilty?”
“Fingers crossed he is.” He pauses and takes another sip. “The evidence is not what I would have wished for, let me say that much. They found a thin length of rope, a sort of twine, the murder weapon. Sounds silly, doesn’t it, but it could have caused the marks on Roger’s neck. Why keep it unless you are a madman? Maybe he is, though.”
“We met him on a number of occasions,” Maggie explains. “Horace says he was always a reliable employee and friendly as well. He would never employ a man who threatened violence against his guests.”
“Well, even dear Horace isn’t infallible,” Artie grumbles. Does he know dear Horace is more to his wife than a mere acquaintance? Or is Artie’s rancor directed at him only due to his frustration with the case?
“I thought much the same about the murder weapon,” I say. “We have been contacted by a woman who works at the club, Mr. Patel’s daughter.” I decide it best to be frank, perhaps that will add to the skepticism already brewing behind Artie’s brow. I tell him about Parvati and Rafiq’s relationship and her father’s insinuation to the police.
“You think Patel planted false evidence? Framed the chap?” Artie raises his brows, not quick to dismiss the notion out of hand. He slowly drains his glass and frowns. “Now that the news is out, it’ll cause more tension. You’ve read about the riots? Big mistake, if it is one.”
“The inspector has been feeling pressure to solve the case,” I say meaningfully.
“Rightfully so,” Artie replies.
“Indeed, but if he has the wrong man, he has not solved anything, has he?”
“Hm...”
“His sergeant is skeptical as well,” Daniel adds.
“You two have a rather different definition of a honeymoon than I would, don’t you?” Artie says. “Getting involved in a murder inquiry, when you should be -”
“Artie,” Maggie interrupts.
“Yes, yes.” Artie shrugs.
“Violet heard of the arrest?” I ask.
“Hard to keep it from her. She didn’t show much of a reaction. If it was Rafiq Nawaz, at least we need not worry about her or Alice. They are safe from him.”
“I do not wish to frighten you, but what if it wasn’t him? The evidence is weak, he has made no confession, the motive is vague and the risk he took killing Roger where anyone might have seen him was enormous.”
“What would you have me do?”
“You are a brigadier,” I say, hoping to bolster his ego as I attempt to turn him towards my purpose. “You have connections and power. Would it not be wise to push for a deeper investigation? Assuming Rafiq is innocent, he will likely be sentenced for something he did not do and the real murderer will go on living a carefree life, while your daughter is a widow and Alice fatherless.” Daniel gives me a look, but Artie takes my point and nods.
“Though I would like to accept the inspector’s conclusion and close the damned case, I agree with you, my dear. We can’t risk letting this killer run free, putting Vi and Alice at risk.” He does not mention the fact that we cannot let poor Rafiq rot in prison either, should this be so, but I will take what I can get.
“I know the police commissioner. We were in Sandhurst together. Never thought he’d amount to much, mind you, ha!” Artie gets up and refills his glass, ignoring a stern look from his wife. Maggie has remained mostly silent throughout our exchange. I wonder what she thinks. Does she know something her husband does not? Is it a truth she shares with Quigley? I can hardly ask why she does not appear pleased with her husband’s sudden zeal to push on with the investigation. Perhaps she simply wishes for some semblance of peace to return to her family. Still, how could it be so, if the real murderer is still at large? How can she not be frightened for the safety of her daughter and grandchild, unless, of course, she knows the real identity of the killer and knows, too, that they pose Violet and Alice no threat. We cannot be certain the person who Malia Zaidi killed Roger wishes his wife and daughter harm, but neither can it be ruled out.
“There is something else.” I have decided I might as well be frank. Artie is in a talkative mood and accepts me as his ally, which, of course, I aim to be, as long as he is not the killer, which strikes me as remarkably unlikely given his behavior.
“Out with it, detective,” he says in something akin to a bellow. Maggie does not so much as flinch, she must be accustomed to the volume of her husband’s voice.
“Perhaps the police have already asked you about a rather delicate matter, but it seems Roger’s finances were not in good order when he died. Rather, that he was struggling. Were you aware of his problems? He was a captain, and did not live extravagantly, as far as I have been able to tell.”
“The police did bring it up, but Roger was a grown man. Vi never complained about going short.” Artie shrugs. “He never came to me for money, if that is what you want to know. Maybe he would have, given what I now know of his accounts, but not in his lifetime. Doesn’t leave Vi much apart from the house. She won’t want to stay there anyway. Best to sell it and move in with us. The girl still has the mad notion that she wants to go back to England. What will she do there all alone?”
“Artie, leave it, Vi is grieving. She doesn’t know what she is saying.” Maggie rubs her temples. No doubt the matter has been a dominant point of discussion.
“You have no reason to believe he was a gambler?”
“None, more’s the pity. Might have been fun if he played cards, but he never did seem interested.” Artie shrugs. “Though if he had debts, it makes sense. He was a proud man, our Roger, wouldn’t have gone trumpeting about such things. I would have helped, if he had asked. Wouldn’t stand for my daughter’s family struggling.” I believe him. Whatever questions remain in this case, his and Maggie’s devotion to Violet is not one of them.
“And he never indicated trouble, possibly even blackmail?”
“Goodness, you do have a dark mind, don’t you, dear?” Artie says. “Blackmail? I suppose it bears consideration, since he was murdered. You think he didn’t pay up and someone at the club took revenge?”
“Or,” I begin, slightly hesitant, “he was the one doing the blackmailing. People do strange things when they are desperate and too proud to ask for help.”
“Now listen, Roger was many things, but not a scoundrel,” Artie replies. Yet something in his expression tells me his words are perfunctory rather than being fueled by genuine conviction. He accepted Roger for his daughter’s sake, was fond of the man, for giving him a grandchild and taking care of his young family, but how well did he truly know him? Did he know of his wartime mistake? Would he have confided in Violet? A husband and wife ought to trust one another, but perhaps it was such a source of shame and hurt he could not bring himself to relive it, to risk seeing her view of him change.
“I am not trying to insult him. He is the victim, and my aim is finding justice for him. To find it, however, we must consider that no man is without flaw. No woman either.”
“Who would he have blackmailed? Not this Rafiq. He hardly has two rupees to rub together.”
“It is only a thought. Perhaps his financial woes are unrelated to the murder. Still, we must consider every angle.”
Artie nods, rubbing his chin. Then he grins and looks at Daniel. “You better be careful, young man, this one won’t miss a thing.” He nods at me, and I cannot tell whether it is a compliment or an insult. I decide to interpret it as the former. “I’ll get on the line with the commissioner. Maybe Woods is right on the money and Rafiq’s our man, but something smells foul to me, and I trust my nose.”



Chapter 48
“And now?” Daniel asks. Artie was true to his word and let us listen as he barked at the commissioner on the other end of the line. Telephones are not common in private homes here yet and I gather the line was bad, for his bellowing grew even louder than before. I almost felt sorry for the commissioner, or at the very least for his poor ear.
“We should contact Parvati, but I have no address for her. She will not be at the club, and did not leave a way to get in touch, but she must be miserable in light of Rafiq’s name being made public.”
“Maybe she is with Rafiq’s sister.”
“Let us hope neither woman is alone. At least she knows where to find us.”
We walk for a while in silence. The day is cooler than the previous ones, and I enjoy the sensation of the sea breeze brushing against my skin.
“Maggie looked uneasy to me,” Daniel observes.
“Yes. I wonder whether it had something to do with Quigley’s prior visit. He did not look happy when we bumped into him.”
“Artie laid into him for not noticing that Rafiq may have hated Roger. Then again, it was easy enough to persuade him that Rafiq might not be guilty.”
“Doubt must have been on his mind already. He has a certain bluster but is no fool. Perhaps he suspects there is something between Quigley and Maggie and enjoyed the excuse to rage at the man.”
“If he has a suspicion, he could rage at him for stealing the affections of his wife.”
“Maybe he isn’t certain, and they have known each other for a decade. To make such an accusation, he has to be sure. Besides, if he acknowledged it, his pride may not allow him to stay with Maggie. Any fool can see he adores her. Easier to be angry with Horace.”
“Which was not the case when Celeste’s husband learned of her and Roger. He found it easier to push her away.”
“I suppose we can never quite understand other peoples’ marriages.”
“I would act like Artie, pretend all is well until it is again.”
“Don’t be silly, you shall never be in his position,” I say, giving his arm a gentle slap. Daniel grins and takes my hand.
“Neither shall you. I would be too afraid.”
“As you should be!” I say and he gives my hand a squeeze.
“I am only teasing. I do wonder, though, if there was more to Maggie’s discomfort than tension between Quigley and her husband. She did not seem keen on the idea of investigating further. I can understand her desire to see this case closed, but if the real murderer remains at large, her daughter or Alice could be in danger. Shouldn’t she wish to be absolutely certain the true culprit is caught? She must see the sense, as Artie does, that the reasons behind Rafiq’s arrest are hardly ironclad.”
“I thought much the same. What if she is certain Violet and Alice are safe, because she knows the killer’s identity, and that this person will not harm them?”
“It is possible. If Maggie had met Quigley some twenty-five years ago, I might suspect Violet was his child, but she has been married to Artie for nearly thirty and Quigley, by all accounts, only came into their lives ten years ago.”
“You do have a devious mind.” I observe with some admiration. Daniel grins.
“I learn from the best.”
“Do you want to be pushed into the water, Mister Harper?”
“By you? I shall consider it a privilege. But you will have to catch me first!” And with that, he takes off along the path, and never deterred for long, I give in to pursuit!



Chapter 49
“Bainbridge left a message.”
I sit up, dropping the book I was reading onto my lap. “What does it say?”
“Only that we should come to his house.”
“He must have learned something about Roger’s past!”
We soon find ourselves in front of the leaning yellow house, the home of John Bainbridge. He opens the door after a single knock, as if he anticipated our imminent arrival.
“Come in,” he grumbles, though I catch a hint of a smile before he turns his back to us and leads us through the dark and cluttered hallway into the light and cluttered sitting room.
“Got ahold of an old mate of mine. He wants me to keep his name out of it, though.” He grins and taps the side of his nose. “Not too difficult, apparently, to find the records. From what I gather, the week of that particular battle was especially chaotic. Lines were cut, communication stalled. Maybe Captain Quinn was overzealous, maybe he made an innocent mistake. We will never know. Doesn’t bring back the dead in any case, does it?” He shakes his head.
“You have all twelve names?” I ask.
“I do indeed. What will you give me for them?” He raises his brows. I glance at Daniel but by the time he shrugs, Bainbridge has started laughing. “Only joking. Keep your gold and jewels to yourselves. You can have the names on the house.” He rises slightly in his seat, then pulls a folded piece of paper from his pocket and hands it across the table to Daniel. Bainbridge still views my husband as the person in charge. I shall allow his delusion, for he has been a help. Daniel unfolds the paper and holds it out for me to read.
“George Leeland,” I read. “Martin Andrews, Reginald McAllister...” I continue reading until I arrive at the seventh name, where I halt and look up at Daniel.
“Hit a winner, have we?” Bainbridge asks, in surprisingly good spirits.
“I think we might have,” I say quietly and read the name again. “Edward Chambers.”



Chapter 50
“It cannot be a coincidence,” I decide. “Jeremy Chambers appearing in Bombay a year ago, befriending Roger’s wife, when a man with the same family name was killed due to Roger’s mistake. We have been searching for a motive, what better than this? His brother died, and he has learned it was due to his superior’s recklessness. I would hate the man I deemed responsible as well.”
“To follow him to India a decade after the event, befriend his wife and then murder him? I don’t know, Evie,” Daniel wonders.
“Ten years are nothing when it comes to losing someone you love. You know that better than most.”
“He is a clergyman, a man of God. He should value life above all else, have you considered that?”
“So it should be, but the key word in that sentence is ‘man’. He may be good, but he is also human.”
Daniel takes a deep breath. After thanking Bainbridge and bidding him goodbye, we find ourselves wandering through a nearby park. Walking always helps me sort through the muddle in my mind.
“We should take this information to Inspector Woods immediately. The police must question Chambers.” I open my mouth to object, but Daniel is quicker. “If he killed Roger, he is also the one to send us the figurine of Kali. He is a threat.”
I pout, knowing he is right, even as I struggle to connect the villainy of murder with the mild – bordering on insipid – person Jeremy Chambers appears to be.
“It is better this way. We must be efficient for Rafiq’s sake, Evie. The police can act much faster than you or I,” Daniel continues. “Yes, yes. Do you really think he could have done it? That we have found Roger’s killer?”
“His motive, if Edward was his brother, is far more personal than Rafiq’s.”
“If he is guilty, he must be almost mad with the loss of his brother. To track Roger down after ten years, to connect with his family and finally, to murder him, knowing he has a young wife and Malia Zaidi child...” I shake my head, uncertain whether to be shocked or to feel sorry for a man who must have lost his mind to grief. What would I have done in his position? I do not want to contemplate it.
“You wouldn’t have committed murder, Evie,” Daniel says, reading my mind.
“Your ability to know what I am thinking frightens me sometimes,” I say, yet cannot help but smile.
“Come now, let us find a rickshaw and go to the police station.”
I sigh and nod. “Lead the way.”



Chapter 51
“His brother?” Woods repeats, when an hour later we are seated in his office. We were lucky to find him here, even if, secretly, I wish we had not, or at least that it had been Gupta. I have taken against the young inspector for caving to the pressure of his superiors and arresting Rafiq on such flimsy evidence. Now I hope he will take seriously what we have told him, even at the risk of having to admit he was wrong.
“We assume as much, but you have to admit, it is likely. This cannot be pure coincidence, and his motive is stronger than Rafiq’s vague antipathy towards the British,” I argue.
“We questioned him initially, of course, all part of proper police procedure,” Woods says, straightening in his seat. I bite my tongue not to make a cutting comment about the holes in his proper police procedure, a procedure that did not question the dubious origins of a murder weapon and trusted the word of a man known to feel antipathy towards the supposed murderer.
“What did he say?”
“Like most everyone – including you two – he has no firm alibi. However, a number of people said they saw him with Mrs. Quinn throughout much of the night. He was a guest of the family. It was unlikely that he had a motive to harm Captain Quinn.” Woods sounds understandably defensive. Now is not the time to berate him. Now is the time to spur him to action. They must question Chambers, and do so soon. “He seemed quite shocked. I questioned him myself, because he was with Quinn’s wife. He said he did not know who could have killed Roger or why.” Woods shrugs.
“And you left it at that? Never wondered why he was so close to the family? Why was he even there that evening?”
“He is a clergyman and a friend to Mrs. Quinn. She invited him, I think.”
“You think?” I ask, hearing the accusation in my voice. Did he not confirm as much? At the same time as I mentally berate him, I chastise myself for neglecting to do the same. I assumed, just as he Malia Zaidi did, and saw the young man as a harmless figure in this spectacle. Though I vaguely wondered whether he might be Violet’s lover and thus killed Roger to have her for himself, I could never quite picture it. He seems altogether so harmless, quiet, unobtrusive. But he must have been about Roger’s height and under his ill-fitting suit, he might be stronger than we suspect.
“He helps teach children to read and write. He visits the ill,” Woods says, shaking his head. “And you insinuate he murdered Roger Quinn? Can you trust this Bainbridge fellow?”
“Might have murdered Roger Quinn,” I correct. “And, yes, we have no reason to doubt Bainbridge’s information.” I do not mention that we have met the man only twice; that he is a bit of an eccentric. If he encountered the man, Woods would be unlikely to consider him particularly credible. Fact is, Bainbridge was true to his word and Harold vouches for him, which is all I need to trust him on this matter. He has nothing to gain by lying.
“You cannot ignore this development, inspector,” Daniel says, focusing his gaze on the policeman. He can be quite formidable, this husband of mine, even if I know he is gentle as a lamb.
“Of course not,” Woods concedes, tapping his fingers on the table a few times, then folding his hands, as though to steady them. He is nervous, that much is clear. If Chambers is guilty, he has arrested the wrong man and will have to face the consequences. Yet they are unlikely to be as bleak as those Rafiq would face, which hardens me towards him once more. “All right,” he finally says and pushes back his chair. “I will interview him now.”
“Good.” I get to my feet.
“You cannot think I am taking you along,” Woods says, clearly appalled.
“But it is only fair!” I protest.
“Lady Harper, it is completely against protocol!”
“It cannot be worse than arresting the wrong man for murder!”
We scowl at each other for a moment.
“Children, children,” Daniel pats my arm. “Inspector, I would vastly prefer to take my wife for a peaceful stroll by the sea. However, I fear, by hook or by crook, she will have her way. You can willingly take us, or you risk us simply following you.” I nod, unable to hide a smile. My Watson indeed! Inspector Woods does not appear to share my pleasure and lets out a weary sigh.
“This case will be the end of me.”
“Oh, nonsense! Come now, let us not waste more time. Any minute we stand here nattering is a minute Rafiq spends in prison, an innocent man.”
“All right,” Woods concedes, my mention of Rafiq had the intended effect. Though admittedly, as yet, we have no proof of Rafiq’s innocence or Chamber’s guilt. “I suppose I must be glad you came to me at all, instead of interrogating the man yourselves.”
“You have my husband to thank for that,” I grumble. Woods gives Daniel a sympathetic look.
“You need not pity me.” Daniel smiles.
“Never a dull moment, I suppose,” Woods mutters and leads the way to the door.



Chapter 52
I did not quite know what to expect when we set out in search of Jeremy Chambers, but it was not the very modest house, more a hut, adjacent to St. Paul’s school, where he teaches on Sundays. I struggle to imagine Violet trading her comfortable home for such a humble abode.
“Remember, I am doing the talking,” Woods reminds us for what must be the hundredth time. On our way out of the station, we collected Sergeant Gupta, who gives me an almost imperceptible wink. He is doing a better job than I of suppressing his excitement at the development. I see a glimmer of hope in his eyes that his doubt of Rafiq’s guilt may be proven valid. More importantly perhaps, is that the story of an Indian man killing a British one can be corrected, smoothing out some of the tensions that have erupted since the news broke. Chambers being guilty will not bring back Roger or make the crime any more acceptable, but with the recent riots and conflicts brewing, his murder at the hands of Rafiq is pure fodder for the mob on either side.
Woods’ knock is answered almost immediately. Chambers stands in the doorway staring out at the four of us congregated on his narrow stoop with a look of unconcealed bewilderment. He is flushed and the sleeves of his shirt are rolled up to his elbows. It must be boiling inside. His forearms appear quite muscular, but I must remind myself that this hardly condemns the man.
“Er... hello, to what do I owe this pleasure?” he stammers. Our arrival here plainly appears anything but pleasant, given his expression of forced amiability. I can hardly blame him, considering our reason for seeking him out.
“We must ask you a few questions, Mr. Chambers,” Woods says. Chambers’ eyes dart from the inspector to the rest of us and back again. I, too, would be vaguely unsettled, if not outright confused at the sight of the lot of us. He doesn’t know about my detecting, after all. Unless he does and is the one who sent the Kali figurine...Is this seemingly nondescript, mild man truly such a talented actor?
“All right, I would ask you in, but I am not sure you would be comfortable. There is a small garden behind the school, if you do not mind speaking there.” We agree and he leads us around the corner to a narrow path connecting his house to the school. The garden is quiet, empty of pupils or other teachers, and we sit at a wooden table with two long benches. I hear the faint sound of birdsong and the familiar squawk of peacocks, punctuating the melody every so often. The scent of jasmine hangs in the air, and at the edge of the garden, I see the shrubs with its fragrant white blossoms in full bloom. The scene is tranquil, almost beautiful and a part of me is reluctant to disturb it with what we are about to say. Silence, however, is hardly an option and so it is that Inspector Woods finds his voice.
“Mr. Chambers, I will come right to it. I can tell you are surprised to see us, and I hardly blame you. It has come to police attention,” he gives me a quick glance, “that you and Captain Quinn both come from Cheltenham.”
“That is true, though it is not so small a place that everyone knows everybody else,” Chambers says, trying for an easy smile and failing.
“Did you know him before?” Woods asks.
“Did I know Captain Quinn in England?” Chambers rephrases the question. Is he buying time?
“Yes,” Woods replies curtly.
“No. He was more than ten years my senior. We were not in school together and him being an army man and me a church man, we would not have been likely to cross paths. He left nearly a decade ago, when I was a boy of fourteen or fifteen.” He is speaking quickly, but are his nerves on account of the strange situation, or do they stem from some darker place, one of guilt?
“How much older was your brother? Edward Chambers was your brother, was he not?” Woods sounds more confident than he can be, but by the look on Chambers’ face, our theory of the connection was no mere hypothesis, but fact.
“How -”
“Edward Chambers who died in France in January of 1918, ten years ago this month,” Woods continues. He is making use of all the facts we have. There is little we know of the dead man, still he is acting as though it is. I credit his ability to put on this front. I had not thought Malia Zaidi him capable of it and understand now why such a young man may have earned promotions rather quickly.
“Eddie was eight years older than me,” Chambers says in a flat voice. He presses his lips together in a thin, pale line.
“Quit an age difference,” Gupta notes.
“It hardly mattered between us.”
“You were close,” Woods observes.
“He was my best friend. I was a quiet child, didn’t have many friends, an easy target for bullies. Eddie protected me.”
“The sort of brother one only dreams of.”
“He wasn’t perfect, but he was as good as I could wish for.” I glance at Daniel. His story is not so different until this point. He was never a target for bullies, no, but Henry, his eldest brother, was his hero, too. When he and his other brother William died, a world collapsed for Daniel. He enlisted as well, and he would not deny it was a quest of self-destruction as much as vengeance. He failed on both counts, fortunately.
“He enlisted?” Woods asks.
“Yes. He wanted adventure,” Chambers replied with a mirthless laugh.
“I am sorry.”
“He was not alone. Young men rushed to the war offices in droves, the boys looking for adventure and to save our country, our way of life?” He shakes his head and takes a deep breath of the fragrant air, exhaling slowly, as if to steady himself.
“He was brave,” Woods observes, his tone softer now.
“He was eighteen. We are all brave fools at eighteen.” Chambers shrugs. He looks so young, so close to that tender, impressionable age himself. “He had courage, I cannot take that away from him. He protected me, but he would have protected anyone he felt was wrongly attacked. That was how Eddie thought. He was tall and strong and well liked. He was the poster boy of a patriotic soldier, a homegrown hero of the English soil.” There is no resentment in Chambers’ tone, only sadness and something akin to pride. He loved his brother, that much is clear, and I feel for him and the loss he had to bear. No one knows the pain of another, not really, but we all know pain of some kind.
“Did he write?” I ask gently, ignoring Woods’ stare.
“As often as he could. He was no poet, Eddie, but he told me about the other men, said he missed home and Mother’s lamb stew on Sundays, but that he knew he was doing the right thing. He sounded hopeful much of the time. He was never one for seeing the worst in situations or in people. Of all the letters, only a handful sounded dejected, only a handful ever gave a hint of what we now know. The terrible conditions, the trenches, the gas and misery.” He sighs and shakes his head. “So much pain the world has seen and likely will see again at the hands of men. So much sin.”
“You learned why your brother died?” Woods asks quietly. Chambers looks up, and a shaft of sunlight touches his face, his pale blue eyes almost translucent.
“He was a soldier,” he says softly.
“Mr. Chambers, we know,” Gupta says. None of us are unmoved by this young man’s loss, even considering current circumstances. Daniel hasn’t said a word. It must be difficult for him, and I wish now that I hadn’t insisted on joining Woods, even if it would have left my curiosity desperate with frustration. I should have spared Daniel this. Not a day goes by, he has told me, where his family is not on his mind, even as he is building a new one with me.
“Captain Quinn,” Chambers says, his voice a mere whisper. “He was the officer in command that morning. Eddie had mentioned him in a letter, and had looked up to him.” He swallows, his eyes suddenly far away, the sun hidden behind a cloud. “Eleven others died, too. But not him, not the man who gave the order.” He glances down, his hands folded in his lap. There is no anger tightening his features, no fury lacing his words, rather a disbelief that often lives in those who have lost someone and cannot quite comprehend it. There is a strange sense of, “But how? How can it be? How can they truly be gone?” Even as we know that they are. Is that why he became involved in the church, a desire to understand and a need to believe that Eddie is in a better, gentler place?
“When did you find out that Quinn was to blame?” Woods asks, pulling Chambers out of his trance of memory.
“A few months after Eddie died.” His answer surprises me, and not only me. I notice it in Woods’ reaction. He had not expected this answer. Chambers has known for the better part of ten years? Of course, at the time of Eddie’s death, he was only a boy.
“How did you find out?” Gupta asks.
“One of the other boys from Cheltenham was there, a mate of Eddie’s. Andy Jensen. He had been injured, an ear blown off and was Malia Zaidi sent home. He used to be the most handsome boy, all the girls fawned over him, but he returned a disfigured man. Disfigured but lucky. He came by to say he was sorry about Eddie.”
“He told you about Quinn?” Woods asks.
“He mentioned the name, and I took note of it. I remembered. Andy knew Quinn from before the war, since he was from Cheltenham as well. They played cricket together.”
“With Eddie?”
Chambers shakes his head. “Eddie played rugby.”
“So, he did not know Roger from before?”
“No, I don’t think so.”
“Did you ever try to seek him out when the war ended?”
Another shake of the head, then a shrug. “I didn’t see what good it would do. I looked up the address of his family, but only his father lived there. I told my parents I was going to visit a friend. They wouldn’t have noticed if I’d said I was going to the moon. They were broken by grief. I took the bus all the way across town. It was December, after the armistice. I thought maybe Quinn was home for Christmas, maybe I could confront him or at least see his face.
“I felt sick as I got off the bus, still I forced myself onward. For Eddie, I told myself, for Eddie. The house was nothing to look at, a narrow rowhouse, two-up-two-down. Smaller than ours, but well kept. A light was on in the front room. It was afternoon, but already darkening. I stood on the opposite side of the street until it started to rain. I couldn’t bring myself to cross, to knock on the door. Probably wouldn’t have found him there anyway.” Chambers shrugs. “Didn’t know where to go from there. I couldn’t go home yet, couldn’t face the empty stares of my parents across the dinner table, so I ducked into a church around the corner. I remember the smell of pine in the air. I sat in a pew at the back, just sat there. I do not know for how long. The vicar walked by, gave me a nod, but let me be. It was the first time since that letter came telling us Eddie was dead that I felt a sense of peace. My family had always been churchgoers, but it was on that day I felt something happening to me as I sat there, as though God saw my despair and laid a cloak of comfort upon my shoulders.” His eyes have a faraway look, as though he wishes nothing more than to be there again, in that church, at peace for just a few moments. I imagine him, a younger, more fragile looking version of the Jeremy Chambers we have before us now, damp hair, pale, alone in the last pew of a small church in the Southwest of England. Another boy grieving for his brother; another boy forced to bend the fibers of his life to conform to his terrible loss. How small he must have felt, how helpless in the face of his parent’s despair?
“You never met Quinn?” Woods asks, interrupting the silence that has descended upon our little group.
“Not until Bombay.”
“And you expect us to believe your arrival in India was coincidental?”
“As far as coincidence exists. I prefer to believe God led me here.”
“When did you first meet Quinn?” Woods continues, impassive. Not a believer, I suspect. A police inspector has likely seen too much of the ugliness humans wreak to believe in a benevolent power ruling over us.
“At church. The Purcells are friendly with the vicar, and he introduced me to them and the Quinns.”
“Did you make the connection?”
“Almost instantly. Roger Quinn is not the most unusual of names, but a Roger Quinn in the army, a man of the same age as the one I sought out so many years ago... Well, I do not much believe in coincidence. It was fate.”
“I see,” Woods says, not hiding his skepticism. “Why did you come here? Looking for adventure?”
“Looking to do good. I wanted to leave England, similar to Captain Quinn in that way, but I would have gone wherever I was sent. India was not a choice so much as a calling.”
“You had no understanding that Quinn was stationed here?”
“None. After that day in ’18, I never looked for him again.” I believe him. There is something guileless about this young man, and I wonder what finally caused him to break. Was it a comment Roger made at the dinner that night at the club? Some sense of protecting Violet from a man he viewed as a danger?
“What was your reaction to learning the man responsible for your brother’s death was standing in front of you?”
“Disbelief, initially. I prayed a lot the following days, asking for guidance, hoping to understand why I was truly here, why I had been faced with this man. I could find no meaning in it. Was it punishment for something I had done? Was it a chance for me to offer redemption Malia Zaidi to a man I thought I hated, yet whom I did not really know at all? I could not find the answer.”
“So, you decided to find out more about him,” I say, and Chambers nods.
“It was more difficult than I expected. He was often at work and did not come to church as regularly as his wife. It became a natural thing to speak to her. She seemed lost, a little lonely with her daughter and few, if any, true friends. We started talking almost every time she came to church, and then we met occasionally for a walk or tea. It felt natural and after a few weeks, I almost forgot why I initially tried to befriend her. I knew nobody here apart from the vicar and a few of the teachers at school. We became friends.”
“Did it not strike you as strange to befriend the man you claimed to hate?” Woods asks, cocking his head.
“It did, I questioned myself again and again, even contemplated leaving, yet a force within myself told me to persevere, to stay and accept that this was what God intended for me.”
“What did you think of Quinn when you encountered him? Did he live up to the image you had of him in your mind?” I ask, curious whether his impression of Roger was as unflattering as mine had been, even though I had far less reason to dislike him; no substantial reason at all, if I am honest with myself. Instinct is hardly evidence.
“I would be lying if I claimed to have liked Roger, but he was not the monster I had painted him to be either. He and I were not alike and he and Violet – Mrs. Quinn – were not alike either. Both were unhappy, I could sense it. One evening, I even found myself realizing that I felt sorry for him. Here was a man with a good wife, a healthy child, a home and employment and yet he was not satisfied. I thought, if that does not give him joy, nothing will. It made me wonder whether he felt guilty about what had happened in the war, the death of Eddie and the others. I wished I could ask him, but he and I were never confidantes.”
“You pitied him?” Gupta asks.
“Yes,” Chambers replies, as if it is only natural. “You did not hate him anymore?”
Chambers hesitates, then shakes his head. “At some point, I realized I hated the idea of him, not the man himself.”
“What happened that night at the club?” Woods asks, leaning forward, elbows on the table.
“I have prayed for answers, inspector, yet have found none.”
“What do you mean?” Woods frowns. I glance at Daniel and can tell he is thinking much the same as I am. Chambers may not be our culprit after all. Unless he is a good actor, which I doubt. He is altogether too measured in everything he has told us. Gentle, just as I thought he was upon our initial meeting. Perhaps first impressions are worth something after all.
“I prayed to learn what had happened, so that Violet would find peace.”
“You are saying you had nothing to do with Quinn’s death?”
Chambers’ eyes grow wide, as if he has only now grasped the intention behind our visit. I feel sorry for him, innocent in body and spirit.
“You...you thought I -” Chambers shakes his head. “No, never! I never laid a hand on him. I never would!”
“You had motive, opportunity and no alibi to speak of,” Woods says evenly, focusing his gaze on Chambers. To his credit, the younger man does not squirm under the inspector’s scrutiny, and shakes his head once more.
“I had nothing to do with Quinn’s death. I have been praying for his soul every day. I am a man of God.”
“I can think of other times in history when men of God have acted anything but Christian,” Woods notes.
“I am no crusader. I want a humble, quiet life. I want to do good, not cause pain. I see how Violet suffers. She is my friend. I would not have hurt her family. Never!” His defense is vehement yet not hysterical, and I cannot but believe him. I turn to Daniel, and he gives me a tiny nod, reading my mind once more. I wonder what the inspector thinks. If Chambers is innocent, it suits his theory that Rafiq is guilty. To his credit, Woods has taken the questioning as seriously as I might have expected my friend Inspector Stanton to.
“You said you hated the man. Anyone in your position could hardly be blamed for such feelings towards the person responsible for the death of one’s brother,” Woods continues calmly.
“Perhaps I hated him for a time, but the feeling has long passed. I told you, I felt sorry for him. And -” Chambers hesitates, takes a breath to steady himself and rests his hands on the table. “It was not he who killed Eddie. It was the war. Eddie knew he was risking his Malia Zaidi life. Quinn was in the same boat as my brother. It was chance that he lived, and Eddie died.”
“That is a generous way of thinking,” Gupta observes. “I do not think I could be so charitable.”
“I have had almost a decade to reflect. I would not be the cause of more suffering. I swear it upon all that is holy.”
“Swearing on a Bible may be proof enough in some quarters, it is not so in the case of murder,” Woods says, though not unkindly. I suspect he feels, as I do, that the man before us is innocent.
“I have no other way of proving my innocence.” Chambers looks from the inspector to the rest of us, pleading his case. His motive seems the strongest of any we have encountered, still I believe his protestations. Yet Woods is right, they prove nothing.
“Why were you at the club that evening? It is not your regular haunt, is it? You are not a member there.”
“Violet – Mrs. Quinn – asked me to join. I think,” he glances down, then up again, straightening in his seat, “I think she and Captain Quinn were having some trouble. She was not happy and does not have many friends. She wanted someone to talk to and I was curious about the club, though I cannot say I ever wish to return.”
“Why do you believe Mrs. Quinn was unhappy?” Woods asks. This assessment has now come from various sources, though not from the lady in question herself. “Did she ever indicate as much? Were there problems in her marriage that she told you about?”
“Now look here, Inspector. I am a man of the church. What she told me was spoken in confidence, and I cannot break it. She had nothing to do with the murder, you must trust my word.”
“It was merely a question. We have heard similar comments from other people. It seems her discontent was no secret.” Chambers frowns but does not dismiss the inspector’s comment.
“She wants to live in England again.” I fill the silence.
“She does.”
“Captain Quinn was opposed to the plan.”
“Yes,” Chambers says slowly, as if this one word might reveal far more than it does.
“Perhaps he did not wish to return to a country that reminded him of his mistakes?”
“Perhaps. I did not know him well. It is odd,” Chambers shrugs. “I was curious about him, not his wife, then he died without me knowing much more than I did before I came here. I am sorry for that.”
“Did he strike you as a good husband?”
“As I said, I hardly -”
“You must have formed an opinion,” Woods interrupts. “His wife confided in you, and you spent time with the family.”
“He expressed some frustration with his work, and as I said, he appeared unhappy to me, but I cannot say if he was a good husband. He provided well enough for his family, I think.” Chambers shrugs. “Haven’t you arrested a man for the murder? Why are you questioning me?”
Woods shifts in his seat, displaying discomfort for the first time. I have come to view him in a slightly different light, though underneath it all, he is still the same young man trying to make a quick name for himself. Nothing wrong with that, of course, as long as you don’t destroy others in the process.
“Well, I -”
“We had to consider the new information that came to us, regarding your connection to the victim,” Gupta rescues his superior. “The papers wrote that you had evidence that this man, who worked at the club, is guilty. What changed your mind based on my history?”
“The police are not infallible,” Woods says quietly with a quick glance at me. Even if Chambers is without blame, the seed of Rafiq’s innocence has been planted in the inspector’s mind, if it wasn’t there before. Woods was uneasy about the arrest and despite his show of confidence with Chambers until now, he is uncertain how to proceed.
“Then you have been quick to condemn two innocent men,” Chambers says, some of his shaken confidence returning. If he and Rafiq are indeed both innocent, he is right. I feel a twinge of guilt for suspecting him so easily, but the coincidence of his brother having been one of the victims of Roger’s wartime tragedy was too significant to ignore. Yet apart from this potential motive, and his physical ability to have committed the crime, there is nothing proving his guilt. His lack of a solid alibi is problematic, but not in itself proof of any wrongdoing. His friendship with Violet gave Chambers access to their home and plenty of less risky opportunities to plan his revenge and kill Roger. Unless he is a good actor and quite foolhardy, it would be remarkably precarious to choose the day of the dinner at the Malia Zaidi Gymkhana Club to commit the crime. But where does all of this leave Rafiq?
Woods’ confidence seems slightly shaken by the clergyman’s comment, but Gupta finds his voice. “You are innocent until proven guilty. If there is proof, we will find it.”
“The sort of proof you found to arrest a man of whose guilt you are uncertain? Perhaps the rumors are true, and one ought to fear the police, not view you as our protectors.” Chambers is angry now, his face flushed. I have not seen him so agitated before. If he is innocent, he has ample reason to be upset. I want to calm the situation before it gets out of hand.
“Let us think clearly for a moment,” I say, before Gupta or Woods can respond to Chambers’ allegation of their ineptitude. “We all share the same aim, to learn who killed Roger Quinn. Whether for justice of a legal sort or justice for your friend, who has lost her husband in such a vicious manner. Is that not reason enough to work together?” I smile, hoping my words will resonate and bring a sense of unity to our small, discordant group.
“Nobody wants to see a man wrongfully accused,” Daniel adds. “The more time that passes, the colder the trail to the real murderer grows. We respect your allegiance to Violet, but is it not in her interest and that of Alice, for you to help the police investigation, even if it means breaking a confidence?”
“Impossible -” Chambers starts, then stops himself, sighs and rubs his temples.
“I apologize if I caused offense,” Woods says gamely, and Gupta nods.
Chambers meets my eyes. Either he sees in my proposal a chance to further exonerate himself, or a true opportunity to help. “Perhaps you are right,” he finally says, a note of resignation in his voice. “And there is something that has been on my mind...”



Chapter 53
“When I met Violet about a year ago, she was already very eager to leave Bombay. She thought it was not a good place to raise Alice. The child was sickly as an infant, and Violet had taken her to the mountains in Simla aged a few months for fresh air. She worried about her constantly.” Chambers sighs. “She spoke to me as a friend, not a clergyman, yet I still feel bound to maintain her privacy. I tell you this only for her sake.”
“We understand. Roger did not share her concern about Alice,” I observe.
“He did not seem to. I was surprised, to be honest, that she was so quick to confide her dissatisfaction in me. I had just arrived in Bombay, and she had lived here for years, yet she has hardly any friends. She mentioned a few names once in a while, but since I have known her, there has been no one who was a constant in her life, apart from her family, of course. They are very close. I tried to encourage her to meet more people, told her she would feel more at home here if she did. She was upset at the suggestion and said that her husband told her much the same. I gathered it was a point of contention between them. She does not even like to leave the house often, always preferring to be with Alice. I am no father and cannot speak on that account, but it struck me as unnecessary, given that they have an amah.”
“Did you know she is at least the third one they hired?” I ask.
“I know she is not the first,” Chambers admits. “If someone lives in your home and cares for your child, you want them to be the right fit. It did not seem unreasonable.” He shrugs, slowly more at ease speaking about his friendship. Perhaps he has felt slightly uneasy about something for a while, but having few friends himself, treasured their bond and dared not upset it. Or, as I first suspected, he is a little bit in love with Violet and was fearful of losing the chance to spend time with her. Then again, he is also a man of the church and thus bound to protect that which is confided to him. He is bending this rule, claiming what was said to him was spoken between friends, not a Malia Zaidi parishioner and her confessor. A dubious justification on his part, but it suits our purposes and so we take what we can get.
“Was Roger as protective of the child as her mother?” I ask.
“I cannot recall seeing him with Alice at all,” Chambers replies, frowning. “But I did not encounter him in his home more than two or three times. Usually, I was gone when he came home, or Violet and Alice visited me here.”
“What struck you as notable?” Woods asks, growing impatient and shifting in his seat. I suspect he is beginning to wonder whether Chambers is playing a game with us.
“I do not know if it is worth mentioning, but, well...” Chambers pauses, clearly battling himself whether to continue.
“Go on,” I say gently and smile at him. He nods a few times as if to reassure himself he is doing the right thing.
“About eight months ago, there was a party at the Gymkhana Club. I did not attend, but Violet told me she dreaded going. I did not know her well at the time, so it surprised me that she would confess as much. She said her parents insisted she go in support of Mr. Quigley, since the Purcells and he are dear friends and he has known Violet for many years. Two days later, we planned to meet, and I came to the house. I was surprised to find not only Captain Quinn at home in the middle of the day, but also her parents. They were very agitated, and I learned that Violet and Alice were nowhere to be found. The day after the party, she and Roger argued and that morning she was gone and so was Alice.”
“Gone? There are no police records of them missing,” Woods observes with a creased brow.
“That is because they had returned by evening.” Chambers shrugs. “I was never given details, only that they were safe and back at home. I tried to broach the matter the next time I saw Violet, but she laughed and said it was nothing. I could tell it wasn’t true, but we hadn’t known each other long enough for me to push. I was simply glad she and the child were safe.”
“You never considered anything untoward?” I ask, reminded of Roger’s depleted finances. Were Alice and Violet taken? Did he have to pay a sort of ransom? But then Artie and Maggie would have known or even paid it for him. Likely it was merely a marital spat and she wanted to punish Roger by giving him a fright. Violet seems so mild, colorless almost, but to punish her husband by disappearing with their child is cruel. Unless she was not trying to punish Roger so much as protect herself and Alice by running off? Yet why not go to her parents? Why not ask for their help? I have no doubt in my mind they would do anything for her. Perhaps it was merely a moment of anger and madness that passed as quickly as it came, and I am making too much of it.
“I never thought there was anything to worry about,” Chambers replies, though he looks far from convinced. “Husbands and wives sometimes argue, and I assumed Violet had overreacted.”
“How did Roger appear when you arrived at the house that day?” Woods asks.
“Worried, nervous. I mostly spoke with Brigadier Purcell and only saw Captain Quinn for a moment.”
“What did Purcell say?”
“He asked whether I knew where Violet might have gone, whether she had mentioned anything to me. I wanted to help and was worried for my friend, but I could think of nothing. There were no friends she might have visited, and I assumed if there were any, her family would have contacted them already. I asked whether they had called the police, but Purcell said he would only do so if they had exhausted all other means of finding her. I am afraid he thinks little of your lot,” Chambers adds. I suspect, by now, he shares Artie’s opinion.
“So, you haven’t a clue where she went?” Woods clarifies.
“None, but it couldn’t have been far.”
“She is a grown woman. She might simply have wished to be unaccounted for,” I suggest. Chambers shakes his head.
“You do not know her. She is fearful by nature, even in her known environs. She is not the sort to go exploring, especially with her young child.”
“I wonder whether she returned on her own or someone found her and brought her home? Roger, possibly?” Daniel muses.
“Do you think her disappearance is significant to the case?” I ask the policemen.
“Everything can mean something or nothing, it is the most trying aspect of police work, sifting through the muck to find the gems,” Woods replies. “I wonder whether it is related to the fact that Captain Quinn was overheard saying his wife was forcing him to live a lie.” He turns back to Chambers. I am surprised he has decided to divulge this fact, but curious to see the clergyman’s reaction. Chambers frowns, his youthful brow creasing in consternation.
“Whatever does that mean?” he asks.
“I was hoping you might know.”
“Living a lie?” Chambers’ frown deepens. “Maybe whoever told you this misheard.”
“Maybe.” Woods sighs.
Violet’s disappearance, even if only for a day, seems significant. Then there was Chambers’ by-the-by remark that Alice was a sickly child, and Violet had taken her to the mountains for fresh air, which somehow strikes me as noteworthy. Would it not be a trying undertaking to travel all the way to Simla in the far north of the country with a baby? Especially if her husband did not accompany her? Did Maggie or the child’s amah go with her? I cannot imagine Artie or Roger allowing Violet to go alone, and I do not believe she is the sort to go against the wishes of her father and husband, but maybe we have her entirely wrong. Even so, it seems a physical impossibility for her, small in stature and none too powerful in appearance, to be the killer. Not unless she had help. And here we find ourselves treading ruts into the familiar circle again.
We must let Chambers go, for the police have nothing on him. In any case, I think we all believe in his innocence. Chambers looks ashen when we leave him, as though he can hardly find the strength to get to his feet. Still, we could not ignore the connection between his past and Roger’s.
The two policemen, Daniel and I, find ourselves on the street once more, in front of the columned facade of the school. Woods is frowning and Gupta is rubbing his chin.
“His innocence does not prove Rafiq’s guilt,” I say. Woods sighs.
“You are dogged.”
“Indeed. As should you be, inspector. All in the name of what is right and just, no?”
“Yes, well...”
“The next step must be to interview Violet. Her parents have shielded her, and Artie is a powerful man, but you have the authority of the law behind you.”
“You would think so, but one must tread carefully with the likes of the Purcells.”
“I am convinced she knows more, and wouldn’t be surprised if her parents, or one of them at least, is aware of that.” I cross my arms, regarding the inspector with a stern gaze. “We have Parvati’s observation of Roger’s comment to his wife, then there is the way they changed amah’s several times, Roger’s depleted finances, Violet’s disappearance, the consensus that the marriage was not happy, and the fact that Violet was eager to leave Bombay. Am I forgetting something?”
“Added to that, Roger’s career had stalled, despite his connection to a brigadier. No doubt Roger, an ambitious man, had hoped Artie would encourage his promotion,” Daniel adds.
“There you have it,” I say with a satisfied nod.
“You will receive no argument from me, Lady Harper, but forcing an interview is no simple feat.”
“Perhaps I might try once more, though I have been met with limited success thus far. I had hoped Chambers would be able to tell us more, but he seems as confused as we are.”
“I have a meeting with the commissioner in half an hour,” Woods announces, glancing at his watch. “Do not do anything without discussing it with me or Sam first.” He looks only at me as he speaks, and I can hear Daniel stifle a chuckle.
“I will do my best to keep an eye on her. No promises, I’m afraid,” he says to the inspector. I give him a stern look.
“I suppose that will have to do.” Woods nods, then turns to Gupta. “Sam, I suggest you go to the Gymkhana Club and ask about the dinner party, the one after which Mrs. Quinn disappeared. Find out if Quigley or Patel remember it and if anything out of the ordinary happened, will you?”
Gupta nods. “Yes, sir.”
“Will you let us know?” I ask. “We came to you with our information, after all.”
“That was your duty as responsible citizens,” Woods replies firmly, but Gupta gives me a wink, so I do not press further.
We say goodbye and find ourselves hailing three different rickshaws for three different destinations. It has been a strange day, and while I held out some hope that we would find the guilty party and free Rafiq, I cannot deny being relieved that it is not Chambers. He has suffered and yet has been able to turn away from anger and resentment towards compassion and kindness instead. Or so he claims. Not everyone could have chosen that path, but I believe in his honesty, having seen his face when he told his tale, as he recognized our reason for seeking him out. I sigh and Daniel raises his brows.
“What next, Sherlock? I assume you have a plan.”



Chapter 54
My plan is a weak one, I must concede, though Daniel is pleased. We decide to stop by the hotel and hear if there has been word from Parvati or Mr. Laghari, Rafiq’s lawyer. I am fighting the urge to go straight to Malabar Hill and ask the Purcells what they are hiding, demanding to talk to Violet, but that will not do. So I shall try finding satisfaction in being sensible – for once, as Daniel observes.
“Sir, madam, there is a message for you, very urgent,” the concierge, Mr. Malhotra says, approaching us, a harried look on his face. He hands us a folded note, stepping back as Daniel accepts it. The message is from Artie, who called the hotel while we were out. It reads: “Violet and Alice are gone. Please contact us.”
I look at Daniel, whose eyes are narrowed. He nods at Mr. Malhotra, before leading me toward the lifts.
“Gone? Where could she have gone?”
“Maybe she took the child for a walk, it could be entirely harmless.”
“Artie seems not to think so. This may remind him of the last time she disappeared, and now there is a killer on the loose.”
“He seemed doubtful when we last spoke,” Daniel says, frowning.
“Artie must be desperate. Violet hardly knows us. She would be quite unlikely to inform us of her whereabouts.”
“You spoke with her at the house. Maybe Artie thinks she gave you some kind of clue?”
“That was days ago.” I shrug, feeling helpless. Did she give me a clue? Is this her attempt to escape from the law? Could it be that she did have something to do with Roger’s murder? She appeared nearly catatonic when we met, in no state to make a run for it, let alone with a small child. Not unless she had help. My mind flashes to one name: Jeremy Chambers. It seems impossible. We were just with him, and he gave no indication that he planned to meet with her today. Or was she hiding in his house, when he asked us to talk in the school’s garden?
“It’s possible,” Daniel agrees, scratching his chin. “But wouldn’t Artie and Maggie have contacted him well before us? They know how close Violet is to him. I doubt he is involved. When he told us of the last time she disappeared, he would surely have given something away, if he was in the process of helping her to do the same again.”
“Maybe he is a better actor than we credit him to be,” I say, remaining doubtful of his involvement. He seemed altogether too shaken to make for much of an accomplice. Besides, where would they go?
“This could be very harmless,” Daniel warns, before my mind veers entirely away from the path of logic.
“Let us go to the Purcell’s house and talk to them. Maybe they have called the police already, if they are so worried.”
“I am concerned about Alice. If Violet is alone with her and in a state, she may not be capable of properly caring for the child. I almost hope she has run off with Chambers,” Daniel says as we make for the door. I cannot but agree, thinking of the little girl who reminds me of a slightly older version of my youngest niece, Elsa. Perhaps all of this is simply a great misunderstanding and by the time we arrive at the Purcells she will be there, safe and sound as was the case before. Perhaps. My intuition tells me it will not be so, and that today will be a long day, indeed.



Chapter 55
“Oh, you came,” Maggie says, her cheeks flushed as she opens the door. Artie is pacing the hallway, a tuft of hair sticking up at an odd angle, as though he has run his hand through it repeatedly.
“We haven’t heard anything from Violet but wanted to offer our help,” Daniel says. “Have you heard anything?”
“Nothing.” Artie frowns and stands still, hands on hips.
“Did she take anything with her? Are her clothes and Alice’s missing as well?” I ask.
“No, that is the odd thing. Maybe a few of Alice’s things, a blanket and a toy elephant she loves, nothing else,” Maggie replies, shaking her head. “I wouldn’t worry so much, but she has been in a bad state. Artie and I went to the graveyard to lay fresh flowers after breakfast but decided to let her sleep until we returned. When we came back, I went to offer her something to eat, but she was not in her room and Alice’s cot was empty.”
“What of the child’s pram? Is it gone as well?”
“Yes. That is why, initially, we assumed she had been unable to sleep and gone for a walk. It calms Alice down. When they weren’t back by ten, we began to worry. I contacted a few of her friends, but no one has seen her.”
“You spoke to Mr. Chambers?” Daniel asks.
“We haven’t been able to reach him. Artie went to the school, but he was out.”
“When was this?” I ask, wondering whether it was before we spoke to Chambers. If he kept quiet about Violet’s disappearance throughout our conversation, he is a far more adept liar than I credited him to be.
“Just now. We could not find him at his home earlier.” That, at least, is reassuring. Maybe he went for a walk to calm down after we confronted him. Likely he is now almost as worried as her parents, given the fact that he, too, knows she has done this before. On the previous occasion, she had returned by evening. I decide now is not the time for delicacy.
“She has run away before,” I say, deliberately not phrasing it as a question. They mustn’t hide more than they already have, not if they want our help.
“Yes, but how -”
“What does it matter how they know, Maggie?” Artie asks. “Yes, it happened about eight months ago. She disappeared with Alice for a day and returned at night. We were half out of our minds by then. She and Roger had argued, and he was worried. I was furious, I won’t deny it, thinking he had hurt my girl in some way. He swore up and down he was innocent of any wrongdoing. Vi has always been... emotional.” Artie raises his brows and lets out a heavy sigh, as though an emotional woman is just about the greatest inconvenience one might bear. It strikes me as a strange description of the young woman. She has seemed anything but emotional in the time I have known her. Though we all cope with grief in our own way.
“Where had she gone?” Daniel asks.
“Wouldn’t tell us at first. Finally, she admitted she had gone to the one person none of us thought to ask, Celeste Courtland.”
“Celeste?” I repeat, having almost forgotten about her amid all the new revelations. The news of her and Roger’s affair faded to the back of my mind.
“The one and only.” Artie’s tone makes no secret of what he thinks of the woman in question.
“I assume you have contacted her on this occasion?”
“Naturally, she was the first. Celeste promised she has not seen Vi since the funeral. When I went round there, I had the impression she was not alone. However, a young woman and her child are not the sort of company of which I speak, if you gather my meaning.” Indeed, we do. Perhaps Agarwal paid Celeste a visit. If that was so, Violet and Alice would not have been welcome.
“Why did Violet go to her those months ago? I did not have the impression the two were friends. In fact, I felt Roger disliked Celeste,” I say, uncertain whether they are aware of the past affair and not wishing to break Celeste’s confidence, if it can be avoided.
“She would not say. We asked her why she had gone, and she only said she needed time to think and forgot to leave a note. It was obvious Roger was not satisfied by this explanation and neither were we, yet we were so relieved she was safe, we did not press her. Maybe we should have, but she is a grown woman.”
“We thought it was a matter between husband and wife and decided to leave Vi and Roger to sort it out amongst themselves,” Maggie explains. “Of course we could not help but wonder.”
“Did either of them mention the incident again?” I ask, baffled that the Purcells did not push their daughter for a better explanation, given the worry she caused, but families are strange, and each has its own dynamic an outsider can never quite comprehend.
“Did everything seem right between them the next time you met?”
“Yes, they seemed content. Sometimes things must come to a boil before they are resolved,” Maggie observes.
“We questioned the staff and Alice’s amah, but nobody saw them leave. We only have a cook, two maids, a driver and the nanny,” Artie explains, as though this were the very definition of restraint on their part. Perhaps, given his stature, it is, and I am hardly one to talk.
“Why have Roger and Violet repeatedly hired new nannies?” I ask, surprising the Purcells.
“What do you mean?” Maggie asks.
“They weren’t happy with the other ones.” Artie shrugs. “Frankly, I think Vi would prefer not to have one at all, but Roger insisted.”
“How do you know about them?” Maggie crosses her arms.
“Oh, what does it matter, Maggie?” Artie grumbles, running a hand through his hair. “They’re trying to help.”
“Speaking of help, have you contacted the police?” Daniel asks, turning the conversation away from our somewhat illicit investigations. He knows the answer to the question as well as I do. If they had, Gupta or Woods would have mentioned it, since we only parted ways a little over an hour ago and before that we were at the police station with them.
“What can they do? They’ve likely bungled the murder investigation. We’ve seen before how incompetent they can be. Too big a city, too many people, altogether too much crime. They can’t cope.” Artie shakes his head. His low opinion of the police probably derives from a feeling that goes beyond his frustration with the way they handled Roger’s murder.
“We have asked the Lathburys for help, and the colonel has connections,” Maggie says, as though to make up for her husband’s brusque commentary. While I understand Artie’s concern and frustration, Violet has not been gone very long, and there seemed to be no signs of struggle. Is he justified in his heightened concern? Violet is vulnerable, yet she is a grown woman, Alice her child. Should it truly be so unsettling that she has gone off on her own? Then there is Maggie’s apparent calm, which I have observed throughout our conversation. Could she know more than she is letting on? But why keep quiet in the face of her husband’s distress? Or is she afraid if they call the police, they might learn something of Violet she wishes to keep secret? Could Roger’s widow be more culpable than everyone, including myself, has assumed thus far?
“If Violet does not return by evening, it may still be prudent to contact the police. They will put manpower into the search, if it becomes necessary” I suggest.
“I agree. Is there a telephone, or shall we go directly to the station?” Daniel is already turning towards the door.
“Maybe you are right. We must do everything we can. I do not want a scandal. Vi has suffered enough. She does not need more attention from the public.” Artie is resolute as he leads the way to the telephone. As her husband makes the call, Maggie stands in the doorway. I wonder whether Violet has really been subjected to too much public attention. Of course, the papers wrote about her and Roger, but she lives with her parents now and even the police claim they cannot gain access to her. She appears as the grieving widow, a tragic picture, but not one painted with ugly colors. Something about all of this is odd. Why are her parents, Artie in particular, so alarmed, when Violet has not been gone very long? They are concerned, understandably, given what their daughter has been through, but what are they not saying?
“Yes, and you must come round right away,” Artie insists, before replacing the receiver in its cradle. “On their way.” Daniel claps a hand on Artie’s shoulder.
“She will be found, and if she is with Alice, surely she will not do anything to endanger the child.”
“Your words in God’s ear,” Artie replies.
“You have made certain she is not at the club?” I ask. I do not know Violet well enough to guess where she might have sought refuge, if not with Jeremy Chambers, her marital home or her parents. The possibility that she has merely gone for a wander remains very real as well.
“Mr. Patel said he hasn’t seen her since the night of the murder. Vi wouldn’t go to the club in any case,” Artie says, shaking his head. “She never liked it and with Roger being killed there, I doubt she will ever go back.”
“Why did she dislike it so much before his death?”
“Never the most social one, our Vi always preferred her own company. Since Alice was born, she has had a companion.”
“And Roger,” I add.
“Yes,” Artie says, inhaling audibly, his broad chest expanding. “And Roger.”
“Roger liked to go to the club, didn’t he?” I push on, feeling guilty for my persistence but desperate to get to the truth at last.
“He did not go so much for the sport, more to mingle. He was driven, thought it useful to see and be seen. Nothing wrong with that. It’s what brings half the members to the club to begin with.”
“Did Violet resent putting on a front?” I ask, surprising the Purcells with the bluntness of my question.
“Resent? No, not at all.” Artie shakes his head, not appearing entirely convinced. “Didn’t come naturally to her, that was all. She didn’t mind at first. After Alice, she just lost interest. Motherhood changes women.” Men, too, I suspect, considering his own devotion to Violet.
“You are certain she has not gone to her marital home?” I ask. We should really wait for the police, but I am curious and eager to do more than to idly sit around and wait.
“First place we looked. She isn’t there. The maid said she has not seen Violet in days. Nothing was out of the ordinary in her room here. No signs that anything untoward took place.”
“Perhaps nothing did. She is a grown woman, and going off for a few hours may be entirely innocent,” I suggest.
“Violet is...different,” Artie says, casting a quick glance at Maggie. “She is a nervy creature. Going off on her own without a word is entirely unlike her. You may think we are overreaching, but you do not know Vi as we do.”
“I understand,” I say, not truly understanding at all. ”You are certain she did not leave a note.”
“We searched and found nothing. She wouldn’t have hidden it, in any case, if she meant for us to read it.”
“Perhaps I could take a look, a fresh pair of eyes,” I suggest.
“Be my guest,” Artie agrees. “Let me show you the way.” I already know the way from my first illicit foray into that part of the house, but it gives Artie something to do, and doing, in such a situation, is preferable to not doing. Maggie and Daniel follow us up the stairs. We pass a maid, who nods at us, before ducking into one of the other rooms, folded linens in her arms. The police will question her and the other staff once they arrive. If they do know something and have neglected to inform the Purcells, they are unlikely to be more forthcoming when formally questioned.
“Do you think she would leave the city?” I ask as we arrive at the closed door to Violet’s room. Artie is clearly hesitant now that we have come this far.
“Where could she go?” He looks at me, then at his wife. “She wouldn’t do anything foolish.” It sounds as though he is trying to convince himself. In leaving, she has already done something foolish, or at the very least careless. I am still skeptical it means anything, for there is no indication she has been abducted or forcefully taken from the house, but her parents know her better than I. Yet if she was taken, the abductor could have used Alice as leverage for her to come willingly. Still, I hope she has simply gone for a long walk. She is grieving, and people can do strange things when they are in pain. I wonder whether her actions are fueled by loss and feeling untethered in a way she has not been in many years, or whether there is something else at play, something Maggie, who has appeared altogether more composed than her husband, knows more about than anyone else.
“If she is with Alice, she will be cautious,” I try to assure him. I know so little of the young widow’s nature, though she seems devoted to her daughter. Unless she wishes to harm herself and in some bout of madness thinks Alice must go with her. I shake my head to dispel the thought.
“I’ll let you have a look around. Best not to crowd the space,” Artie says. His anxiety is palpable. I marvel at what fatherhood can do to a man who, by all appearances, is a bear in human form, a brigadier, formidable and respected. When it comes to his daughter, he is soft as putty. I almost reach out to embrace him, touched by his show of feeling, but worry it would upset him more.
“Maggie, let’s go down and wait for the police.” Artie’s wife does not seem entirely pleased by his suggestion yet cannot find reason to argue. Does she think Daniel and I will find something she would prefer us not to?
“We won’t be long. I don’t want to disturb anything for when the police arrive, but sometimes a woman’s eyes...” I let the thought hang in the air, as though it has actual meaning. Though I am a champion for the powers of my sex, I cannot in all honesty see what my eyes might find that his and Maggie’s wouldn’t, but Artie accepts my suggestion and so the couple make their way downstairs once more.
“What do you think?” Daniel asks in a low voice, as if the very walls might overhear.
“Maggie knows something. I am convinced of it.”
“I have the same impression. Her reaction is, perhaps, more reasonable, yet both admit it is out of character for Violet to behave in this way. Artie is distraught, while she seems merely concerned. He appears the more emotional, great highs and lows, and she the more measured in every situation. Even when Roger’s body was found and then at the funeral, it was Artie, who was the most distressed.”
“Surely she wouldn’t stay silent, if she thought Violet or Alice were in danger.”
“It is possible she believes it’s a similar situation to last time and she will be back before long, not an unreasonable assumption, after all.”
“Last time her husband had not been violently murdered. Such an experience changes people. Still, would Maggie let Artie suffer, if she thought there was no need to worry?”
“We have reason to believe their marriage is not as rosy as they want us to imagine. Consider Quigley.”
“Hm...maybe. We best crack on before the police get here. I doubt we will find anything of note.” We enter the room. The curtains have been pulled open to let in the late afternoon sunlight. It is a generously sized room, yet sparsely furnished with a bed, a dark wooden wardrobe, small table and chair, and an armchair upholstered in vibrant magenta silk. Then there is Alice’s cot. Is it, perhaps, unusual for a child to sleep in her mother’s room, particularly as she has always had a nanny? However, after Roger’s death, no one could deny Violet’s desire to keep her daughter close. I wonder whether Alice’s amah is much involved in her care while they stay in the Purcell’s house. It is a neat room, with only a few stuffed animal toys and colorful wooden blocks littering the small rug in front of the cot.
“Evie,” Daniel whispers, and I open the doors to the wardrobe. “What if Maggie found a note and didn’t tell Artie. Maybe that is why she isn’t terribly worried.”
“It would be downright cruel not to tell Artie,” I reply, though Daniel’s suggestion sounds plausible enough.
“Maybe Violet wants to leave the city. Artie opposes the plan, so Maggie is trying to help her.”
“There are endless ways such a plan could go awry. Would it not make sense for Maggie to go with Violet and Alice? Besides, they have apparently taken nothing with them and nothing from the home Violet shared with Roger either.”
“You have a point,” Daniel concedes.
“The wardrobe is half full. She probably only brought necessities, since her own house is not far,” I observe, feeling around for a hidden drawer or slot where Violet might have hidden a diary or anything that can give us a clue as to what she is thinking. Daniel is on his knees, looking under the bed, then lifting the carpet, feeling for loose floorboards. The two of us, it seems, have darker minds than Violet, for we find no hiding place.
“If Violet has anything to do with Roger’s death, running away is remarkably foolish. I can’t imagine Maggie would not realize as much. If even her husband doubts Rafiq’s guilt. Others will, too, should a probable suspect emerge,” Daniel whispers. “I am concerned about Alice. It is getting dark soon, and a blonde woman out alone in this city at night with a small child will be conspicuous.”
“That could be a blessing or a curse. If the right person sees her, they can help. If the wrong person does...” I let the unspoken words hang in the air between us.
“How can Violet risk running off with her daughter, when the person who killed her husband may still be on the loose?” Daniel wonders, shaking his head, a hint, almost of anger, in his voice.
“If she herself is innocent, she may believe Rafiq is guilty, and that they are safe with him in police custody.” Daniel frowns but says nothing else. Moving on to the cot, I push aside the blanket and gasp at what I find.
“Evie? What is it?” Daniel hurries to where I stand.
“Look,” I say, pointing at the cot. The blanket removed reveals an object that makes my heart beat faster, leaping into my throat. Daniel reaches out, but I stop him. Best for the police to find it as it is.
“Kali,” he says through gritted teeth.



Chapter 56
The figurine of the goddess resembles the one we were sent, and is much the same as the one found on Roger’s body, which Inspector Woods confirms upon his arrival. The Purcells swear they have never seen it before, nor have any reason to believe Alice played with it as a toy.
“Never. Vi thinks Kali is frightening. And after what happened to Roger, there is no way she would have brought such an object into our house, let alone allowed Alice to play with it,” Artie assures us, pale-faced and bewildered. Even Maggie appears more shaken than before, wringing her hands, glancing nervously from her husband, to the police, to Daniel and me, then to the window, beyond which the sky is a dusky lavender. There are few streetlights in this neighborhood, and when night sets, darkness is almost absolute. I would not wish to be out alone then, especially not with a small child. I only hope Violet had a plan, and that she is with a friend. Yet the discovery of Kali in Alice’s cot has me worried it is not a friend with whom she has spent these hours.
“You did not look in on her until after you returned from the graveyard this morning?” Woods asks.
“We assumed she was sleeping.”
“I do not wish to alarm you, but there is a chance someone was waiting for you and your wife to leave. The staff was in the kitchen and the maid in the garden busy with laundry, as we have learned. Alice’s amah had the day off and is visiting her parents on the other side of the city. We have sent a constable to confirm this. Now is there anyone else who has access to the house? It does not appear that there was forced entry. However, your home has a veranda. Is it possible the back door leading from there into the house was open?”
Maggie looks at Artie, who grows more ashen by the moment.
“It is often open. The staff are in and out all the time and so are Artie and I. We never thought -”
“Please, Mrs. Purcell, do not upset yourself.” Woods’ attempt at reassurance is met by deaf ears.
“You think someone entered the house and abducted Vi and Alice?” Artie asks, eyes wide.
“We have to treat it as a possibility. The appearance of the figurine troubles me, I will not lie to you, Brigadier. You recognize it as similar to the one found on Captain Quinn’s body. Lady Harper and her husband were sent one just like it not long ago, presumably as a warning.”
“Which means that the man you arrested is not the perpetrator?”
“Unless he has an accomplice or it is an imitation crime, which is not unheard of.” Woods sounds unconvinced. It would be convenient if Rafiq were guilty, for if he is found to be innocent, Woods’ error will have consequences both for him and Rafiq.
“Is that likely?” Artie wonders, echoing my thoughts, troubling though they may be.
“We cannot be certain at the moment. Rest assured, we have alerted patrols to keep a lookout for a woman with a child matching Violet and Alice’s descriptions and with any luck, they will be found safe and sound in good time.”
“Do you truly believe that?” I ask the inspector, when Artie and Maggie go to speak to the staff, who have nervously congregated in the sitting room.
“It is going to be dark soon. We have sent a constable to Mrs. Courtland’s home to make certain she was telling the truth earlier. Given that she had a guest,” he raises his brows, ”I doubt she would have welcomed the arrival of Mrs. Quinn and her child. We are also watching Chambers, but he seems to have been at the school much of the day after we left him.”
“If she wanted to hide, she would not go to the first person anyone expects her to be with,” Daniel adds.
“What now? The more time that goes by, the greater the likelihood Violet or Alice are genuinely at risk.” I hope they are both safe but cannot help worrying about the little girl and her mother. Alice is innocent in all of this. She has lost her father and by the looks of things, her mother is in danger as well. If someone abducted them, they must be found in time to prevent further tragedy.
There is little to do but to wait. A few more policemen arrive and start to question neighbors and staff again. The Purcells are told to wait in the sitting room, but Artie cannot sit still and paces Malia Zaidi around like a caged bull. After a while, Maggie excuses herself to get some air. She has been very quiet since the police arrived and I wonder whether I was unfair in suspecting she knows more than she has admitted. Why allow this drama to continue, if she could bring an end to it? If she knows Violet and Alice are safe, how could she let Artie suffer and the police throw so much manpower into an unnecessary hunt? It feels implausible, unless she herself has something to do with her daughter’s disappearance. What reason could she have except to aid Violet in leaving a city she does not view as her home? Then there is her potential secret romance with Quigley. Could that, in some manner, be connected with what has transpired? What is to be believed? Who is to be trusted?
“It feels wrong to sit around and do nothing,” Daniel says quietly.
“You are telling me? I am on pins and needles.”
“What can be done? I think it was good to inform the police. Woods is taking their disappearance seriously.”
“I keep wondering whether Maggie knows more than she is letting on.”
“People react differently to shock, Evie. Where Artie’s fear and helplessness are loud, hers may be silent.”
“Perhaps I should speak with her. Woman to woman”
“Diana Lathbury is coming over with her husband. Isn’t Maggie more likely to confide in her old friend?” Daniel asks.
“Then I must be quicker!”
“Evie,” he says in a warning tone that he may as well abandon now that we are married, for it shall not be heeded on more than the rarest of occasions, I am sorry to say.
“I’ll only be a moment. Stay with Artie and let us ladies have a little chat.”
“I will give you ten minutes, then I am coming to get you.”
“Yessir!” I press a kiss to his cheek and walk to the veranda doors. The night air is suffused in the scent of jasmine. I am enveloped by the sounds of crickets and the persistent hoot of an owl, the rustling of branches in the breeze, carried in from the bay. I glance around the dimly lit wooden deck.
“Maggie?” I say, not wishing to startle her. The four wicker chairs around the table are empty. The veranda is large and runs along one side of the house, but as I cast my gaze around, it quickly becomes clear that Maggie is not to be found here. Just as I open my mouth to call out again, I see a shadow below in the garden. Squinting, I see the lady of the house. She is moving quickly away from the house. Without giving it another thought, I give in to silent pursuit.



Chapter 57
The veranda can be accessed from a set of wooden stairs, which lead into the garden. It is these I quietly descend as I follow Maggie. Whatever sound I make is covered by the wind and I am quickly among the fragrant flowers as she slips through the garden gate, onto the street. I hesitate for a moment, glancing back at the house, golden light streaming from the windows, silhouetting the moving figures of the policemen. The moment, however, passes and I hurry to the gate, careful to open it slowly, lest the hinges squeal and betray me. I suspect I am making a fool of myself, and Maggie merely needs fresh air and a break from the current situation. I myself am a proponent of walking when anxious. But there is walking and there is hurrying, and from what I can tell, even in the gloom, is that Maggie is hurrying quite assuredly towards a destination only she knows. Is she hiding Vi and Alice for some reason? I wonder whether I should be afraid of her, but she is a few inches shorter than me and, as far as I can tell, unarmed, while I am carrying the small expandable knife Harold gave me last year in the pocket of my cardigan. I only hope I will not need it. I would hardly know what to do, having thus far only used it to peel an orange and, in a stroke of adolescent romance, to carve Daniel’s and my initials into a tree in Hyde Park. I really ought to have told him I was following Maggie, but there wasn’t time! Have the ten minutes passed? Surely not. When will the men notice our absence? I may not know my way around this neighborhood, but it is abundantly clear we are not out for a simple night stroll.
Malabar Hill is quiet, save for the animal sounds and the whisper of the breeze as it rustles the leaves. We encounter nobody on the street, a strange break from the frenetic energy found in the rest of the city. Maybe Maggie chose the side streets for this very reason, or maybe she knows a shortcut to her destination. It is nearly dark now, the moon a mere sliver in the sky above. In India, the sun sets at seven year-round, or so I am told, unlike in England, where at this time of year it has been dark for a good few hours already, though in summer the days stretch far into the night. So much is different here and yet also the same, populated by humans who, at our core, are far more alike than not.
At the end of the street, Maggie takes a turn to the left. She never so much as looks back. Still, I remain at a distance and try to keep to the shadows, sensing that it is important to stay out of sight, at least for a time, at least until I recognize her intended destination. If she is hiding her daughter and grandchild, I must hurry back and inform the others that they have been found. I try to keep track of where I am going, yet in the dark, it is difficult. Soon I wonder whether it was a left I took at the last bend or a right. Maggie walks quickly, but we have not been walking long, likely no more than Daniel’s allotted ten minutes, when she arrives at a house and stops, standing in front of the door. I watch from the shadows of a banyan tree across the street. The house is gloomy, except for a faint light glowing through a closed curtain in a downstairs room. It is a comfortably sized home, though nothing like that of the Purcells. I am fairly certain who the house belongs to, yet not quite why Maggie would come here at a time like this. I wait in the shadows, holding my breath when she finally knocks, hoping my theory will be proven true and uncertain what it means if it is.
I do not have to wait long until the door opens, and a figure appears. I was right. Yet what happens next surprises me. Maggie is roughly pulled forward into the house and the door closes once more.
Worried now, I hurry across the street, grateful to be wearing sandals which lack heels that might give me away. As it is, I am silent as a cat, or so I hope! I duck down as I approach the window, beyond which an electric light casts a muted glow. The curtains are closed, but there is a small gap, no larger than a finger’s width. I peer through it, looking into a sitting room. Though my vision is limited, I take note of an empty blue armchair in front of the window, turned so the occupant can look onto the street. I twist my head to broaden my view, but the effort is futile. Then I hear voices. They are muted but familiar and I strain to hear, trying to ignore the thumping of my heart in my ears.
“...madness! Please, let us -” is all I can discern. It is Maggie’s voice, undeniably. She sounds distressed and I expected as much, considering how roughly she was pulled into the house. Had she expected a friendlier welcome?
Then I hear it. A child’s cry from inside the house. Can it be? I listen again, for sometimes the yowl of a cat and the wailing of a child Malia Zaidi sound like one and the same. Nothing. I wonder what to do next. Should I hurry back to the Purcells house and alert the police? It is the wise choice, even if, by chance, I am misjudging the situation. Yet when I think of going back, my mind grows foggy. In the darkness, the streets are so unfamiliar, I have lost my way. I feared this would happen, still I believed Maggie would retrace her steps and thereby lead me back, too. It seems unlikely now. I glance at the neighboring houses, yet they are cast in darkness, their inhabitants not home, it would appear. Across the street is a tea shop, but it is shuttered for the evening. I curse myself for having followed Maggie and yet cannot wholly regret it. Something is not right here and she may be in trouble. Or rather, she, her daughter and granddaughter might. There must be something I can do to find out more before I decide how to act. I get back to my feet, brushing grit from my knees and quietly move around the house. The left side is attached to another home, while the right is open to the street. There isn’t much of a garden to speak of, and it is fenced in. Having grown up spending my summers in the English countryside, however, I am no novice at scaling a fence. This one is not too high, I only hope there is no growling watchdog waiting for me on the other side. I peer through a gap in the wooden slats, but cannot discern anything save empty space, bathed in darkness. Hitching up my dress in a manner that would have dear Aunt Agnes fainting with horror, I begin my ascent. A splinter pierces the soft flesh of my palm and I wince. I pull myself up and over the fence, dropping silently to the ground on the other side. The grass – or rather weeds – reach to my knees. I shudder at the thought of what might be lurking in the dark greenery, hoping it is not one of the poisonous snakes Rafiq mentioned as native to this land!
Back on my feet, I notice a light coming from a window at the back of the house. Perhaps it is the kitchen? Slowly, I approach the window. The curtain pulled closed, but carelessly. It is caught on a small flower pot on the sill, so I have a view of the room. It is not the kitchen but a study of sorts, lit by a lamp on the desk, the chair empty. Carefully, I shift my position to see the other side of the room and nearly gasp aloud when I see Violet. She is tied to a wooden chair, her head lolling to one side. There is no sign of Alice. I step back, press myself against the wall, uncertain what to do. The houses around us seem unoccupied and hardly any private home has a telephone so that I might call the police. What to do? What to do? I bite my bottom lip, forcing myself to focus. I can hardly be the rescue party, especially not knowing who else could be in the house, apart from the people I have seen already. Is Violet hurt? Is she even alive? I shudder at the notion that the answer might be no. But why? Why all of this?
I lean forward, glancing into the room again. From my position, I cannot hear the voices and have not heard the child’s cry again either. Reaching out, I try the window. It is unlocked! I could climb inside and make certain Violet is alive. Can Maggie have realized her daughter is a prisoner here? Does she know and has come to rescue her? Why not inform the police, even if she only had a suspicion it might have been so? Heart hammering in my chest, I push open the window, yet the pesky curtain is trapped under the flowerpot and if I am not careful, I will send it falling to the ground, alerting the occupants of the house to my presence. I squeeze an arm through the gap and cautiously move the small urn before pushing the window open enough to climb inside. I hesitate, considering for a moment just how upset Daniel will be with me, but in for a penny, in for a pound. So I soon find myself on the other side of the wall. Thankfully, the door to the study is closed, and I hurry to remove the gag from Violet’s mouth. She is breathing!
“Violet?” I whisper, giving her shoulders a gentle shake. “Wake up, Violet, please!” Her head continues to loll, but she lets out a low whimper. I won’t be able to rouse her and get her out on my own. She must have been drugged. Where is Maggie? Has she come to rescue her daughter? If so, would she not help if I can signal her?
I glance at the open window. Should I leave again? Try my luck at getting back to the Purcell’s house? Considerably more than ten minutes will have passed by now. Maybe they are already looking for Maggie and me, and I cannot in good conscience leave Violet in this state. I take in the room, uncertain what I am looking for. The walls are papered a pale green, the edges peeling. There is a shelf on one side, crammed with books. It appears dusty, as though they have not been disturbed in some time. The desk is empty, save for a cup holding an assortment of pencils and a blank notepad. It is a small room with few personal details. Opposite from where Violet sits is a side table with a framed photograph. I pick it up and walk over to the desk to better see it in the light. It is a picture of a young woman holding a child. The child wears a white cap and appears to be a newborn, tiny hands and wrinkled nose. The mother smiles broadly Malia Zaidi at her baby. It is a tender moment, and I wonder who they might be. It does not look faded, and cannot be very old. The young woman wears her hair in a curly bob in the fashion of current times. Who is she and where is she now? Possibly she left India, but no mention has been made of her, none at all. I take the picture over to Violet and try to rouse her once more. On my way, I try the door handle. It is locked. Should we be interrupted, we will have the warning sound of the key being turned. Not enough time, perhaps, for me to escape, but enough to alert me. I crouch down beside Violet and gently push the hair that has fallen across her face behind her ears.
“Violet, listen to me. It’s Evelyn, Evelyn Harper. I am going to help you. Can you hear me?”
A low moan. Is she in pain?
“It’s all right. You are going to be all right,” I say, the words ringing hollow in my ears. How can I make any such claim? “Can you open your eyes?” I whisper, anxious not to be heard. “Can you take a look at this photograph for me?” I hold it up, hoping she has understood. She moves her lips, not opening her eyes.
“What is it, Violet? What do you want to say?”
“Sorry...so sorry...” she mutters, her voice barely audible.
“For what?” I shake my head. “It doesn’t matter now. We must get you away from here. Do you understand?”
“Alice,” Violet mumbles.
“Is she here?”
A vague nod. There is a fluttering beneath her eyelids, and she tries to blink.
“My baby.”
“Yes, I see,” I say, trying to make sense of it all, when I hear a commotion in the hallway beyond the door, raised voices. I press my ear to the door, hoping they are not coming closer.
“This is madness! You have to let us go!”
“You started this. I have nothing left to lose!”
“Please, Horace, think of what you are doing,” she pleads, confirming what I was convinced of already. The man who opened the door, silhouetted by the light was, in fact, Horace Quigley.



Chapter 58
The argument continues, but I cannot make much sense of what is being said. Another cry interrupts them, the distinct cry of a child for her mother. It is coming from upstairs. Alice must be in one of the bedrooms. The sound of scrambling in the hallway is followed by hurried footsteps, and Maggie calling out, “I am coming, darling!” Then a thump. The footsteps fall silent. I press my hand over my mouth to stifle any sound of alarm. Has he hurt her? I do not hear her voice anymore. We need help.
“Violet,” I whisper. “I have to go get help. I am sorry to leave you alone, but I will be back with the police. Do you understand? Can you nod for me?”
“Alice,” she whispers.
“Yes, help for you and Alice.” I glance at the door. How can I leave when Maggie may be hurt? But what else can I do? I cannot overwhelm Quigley by myself. I only hope Daniel and the others are looking for us by now. As I stand, the sound of approaching steps grows louder. I hurry to the window, but there isn’t time to escape. Instead, I close it and crouch down behind the desk, hoping Quigley will not notice me or the fact that Violet’s gag has been removed. I could not have hesitated a moment longer, for the door swings open the moment I hit the ground.
“You can join your daughter,” he mumbles.
I peer through a gap in the wood and see him deposit Maggie’s limp body in the armchair by the window. As he straightens, he hesitates then looks around. I could curse myself! The photograph! In my haste, I did not replace it on the desk but left it on the floor beside Violet. Quigley notices at the same time I do, and I see him frown. He is flushed and appears taller, broader than before, but that could have something to do with my current perspective, cowering on the floor.
“Where...?” He mutters under his breath, casting his gaze about. Violet has slumped again, and I wonder whether she is doing so intentionally, her hair falling across her face to hide the fact that she no longer wears her gag. Likely she is simply unconscious again. Her Malia Zaidi mother fares no better. Maggie is a crumpled figure, eyes closed, a trickle of blood running down the right side of her face.
Quigley notices the photograph on the floor next to Violet’s chair and a strange new expression darkens his features. He bends to pick it up, muttering something unintelligible before he says. “What are you doing there?” At first, I think he has noticed me, then realize he is speaking to the picture. He cradles it in his hands, and his voice is soft with a distinct note of tenderness. Was she his wife? The baby, his child?
“My dear girl, what are you doing there?” he repeats, shaking his head, as though bewildered by her lack of response. “Did you move it?” he asks, suddenly his voice is sharp again and he gives one of the legs of Violet’s chair a kick. Silence. She does not make a sound. What has he done to her? Given her a sedative? Quigley lifts her chin. I wince when he sees her face without the gag. He turns around, eyes narrowed. I dare not make a move or try to fish the knife from my pocket. What would I do with it in any case? Stab him? The thought seems preposterous! Maybe he is mad enough to think the picture moved on its own?
Quigley looks at Violet again, but she is motionless. He shakes his head, then walks towards the door, past the desk. Or so I think. Just before he reaches the door, he pauses. I squeeze my eyes shut, as though this might make me invisible. Alas, without success. I hear him move around the desk, my hiding space a secret no more.
“You! What are you doing here?” Quigley’s voice and his expression are more bewildered than angry.
“I-I...” I stammer, unable to think of an explanation. How can I calm him before he decides to do to me what he has done to Violet and Maggie? What is he thinking? My eyes travel from his face to the photograph he is still holding in one hand, and a thought comes to me. Could it be? I thought this was about Alice in some way, but never that –
“I asked you what you are doing here? Meddling again? I thought I had sufficiently warned you off.” He frowns and shakes his head.
“You sent Kali,” I say.
“Yes, yes, fat lot of good it did. Get out from under there,” he commands. Reluctantly, I obey, getting to my feet.
“The police are nearby. It would be best to put an end to this now before anyone else gets hurt.” I attempt a measured tone.
“Too late, too late by a year.”
“Is that your daughter in the picture?” I ask, my heart pounding wildly in my chest. His calm unnerves me.
“My May and her girl.”
“What is her daughter’s name?”
“Rose, after my late wife. Little Rose and sweet May.” He seems suddenly lost in memory and I wonder whether I could use it to my advantage, but it passes as quickly as it came. His expression darkens once more. “How did you get in?”
“The window.” I shrug. “I followed Maggie. The police really are looking for us. It would be best to end this before more damage is done. Where is Alice?”
“Alice?” A look of confusion crosses his face.
“Violet’s child. I heard a child,” I say. Is he playing games?
“You mean Rose,” he says, smiling.
“Rose,” I repeat as the final piece of the puzzle slots into place.



Chapter 59
“When did you find out?” I ask. “That Alice is Rose.”
“Too late.”
“And May?”
“Too late for her as well.”
“She is -”
“Gone.”
“I am sorry,” I say softly, sincerely. It is indeed a sorry tale, if what I now believe to be true is so.
“Sorry is useless to me now. Everyone was sorry. First, they destroyed her, then they were sorry.”
“What happened?” I ask, curious and at the same time hoping that talking will calm him and give the police and Daniel time to find us before another disaster occurs. Fleetingly, I remember Diana Lathbury mentioning that Quigley had not had an easy time of it, but we were interrupted by the attack on the café before she could elaborate. I curse myself for having forgotten about it, but there is no point in plaguing oneself with what-ifs.
“A year ago.” His knuckles are white, holding the framed picture as if for strength. “May gave up a year ago. Ten months she held on, but it was too much for her to bear. It destroyed her. Destroyed my girl,” he says, his voice tinged with anger and anguish in equal measure.
“When did you decide to take revenge?”
“I swore to May that whoever was responsible would pay, and I will be true to my word.” His jaw tenses when looks at Violet, unconscious and tied to the chair. There is hatred in his expression, unconcealed and menacing.
“Was it Violet or Roger who took the child?”
“It was her.”
“Please, Mr. Quigley, tell me how it happened. Tell me from the start.” I hope he will take this chance to unburden himself, buying me time. As he said, he has nothing to lose, and likely has never spoken about his pain openly before. Whatever his relationship with Maggie was or is, they could not have been honest with each other, could they? Both had their secrets, unless Maggie did not know the truth? She, too, appears unconscious and I worry about her head wound, but there is nothing I can do for either of the women now, except stall the man who would be their murderer.
“What is it to you? You should have stayed well away. I warned you. I warned you and you did not listen.”
“I found the body, Mr. Quigley. Like you swore to your daughter, I swore to myself that I would find the answer.” He looks at me for a long moment, his expression impossible to read. Then he sighs with his whole body, his shoulders sagging, a broken man, so different from the one who put on a jovial front at the club. Roger was not the only one living a lie. Both men, in their own flawed way, acted in the name of love. A mad sort of love, true, but love all the same.
“It wasn’t planned that way. You shouldn’t have found the body.” Quigley frowns, then sits on the edge of the desk. He looks weary suddenly, as though startled by his own behavior, turning away from the two women he has taken captive and facing me, the unplanned third. Is it all only now catching up to him, now that someone has confronted him about his actions? He is not in his right mind, yet he has been lucid enough to orchestrate all of this. Can he be convinced to stop, or is it too late?
“How did it happen?” I repeat, sitting on the edge of the seat, alert to any sound indicating the police or Daniel or anyone at all has come to our aid.
“May was married in England and by the time she and Thomas came to Bombay, she had already lost two pregnancies. Thomas worked for a tea merchant in London, and I had moved to India several years earlier with my wife. Rose became ill a few years into our time here. There was nothing anyone could do. May was in England at the time and could not come to the funeral. She was devastated and eager for me not to be alone. She was our only child. I was grateful, even if Thomas and I never quite saw eye to eye. I never understood how May convinced him to move, but she could be persistent. So much like her mother.” A tiny smile at a faraway memory touches his lips.
“When did they arrive in Bombay?”
“It was the winter of ’23. A few years later, she was pregnant again. Little Rose was born, and we were all overjoyed. She doted on the child and even Thomas softened. I wondered whether it was wise Malia Zaidi for them to stay here, but May was determined and said countless Indian mothers raised strong children and she would do the same. She was curious about India, about the customs and religions as soon as she arrived. Ever open to learn, my girl. So very bright. Rose was lucky to have her as a mother, even if only for so brief a time.” His smile vanishes, and he casts a look over his shoulder. “Not that insipid thing.” By which he can only mean Violet.
“What happened then?” I ask, before he can turn away from me and his narrative and devote his attention to revenge once more.
“Rose was two months old when she disappeared. May and Thomas had a house a few minutes’ walk from mine. She was exhausted, the child had kept her up at night and Thomas was out of town for a week. There was no amah, though I offered to pay for one. She wanted to raise the child on her own, she insisted. If only she hadn’t been alone.” Quigley sighs and pinches the bridge of his nose. “She was sitting in the garden; Rose was in her bassinet. May fell asleep. When...when she woke, the child was gone.” He shudders at the memory, and I can imagine the scene only too well.
“The garden was fenced?” I ask, trying to keep to the story.
“Yes, but it was a low fence, nothing to keep anyone out, if they were determined.”
“So Violet simply took her? ” I ask. Here is where my confusion sets in once more. Did Violet think he could steal a child and pretend it was hers and Roger’s? People must have noticed, if she was not pregnant and then suddenly had an infant.
“Roger refused to tell me the truth, but I knew what she did. I saw it in his eyes when I confronted him, even if he denied it to the end.”
“Why that evening at the club?”
“Because I learned something that night. Something I overheard that made it clear to me what must have happened, that Alice was not Alice but Rose.”
“What did you hear?” I ask, quite literally on the edge of my seat. “Celeste Courtland was drunk, you saw her when she was with Mrs. Lathbury and Violet. I was leaning against the wall, making certain everything was going well, when I overheard them. Mrs. Courtland is difficult to ignore, and I like her. She brings a bit of cheer to the place.”
“What could she have said to give away the secret? She did not know, did she?” I wonder, thinking of my conversations with her. Could she have kept such a colossal secret? And why?
“No, she did not. She made a comment about her dress being short. She likes to scandalize the others. She said it was so short that when she bent down, you could see the birthmark behind her right knee. Mrs. Lathbury, perhaps to change the subject, turned to Violet and asked, ‘Doesn’t little Alice have one there, too?’ My ears pricked up then. When Violet only nodded and quickly moved the conversation along, the truth struck me. You see, Rose had a birthmark behind her right knee! I had seen Violet’s child on no more than a handful of occasions. I always thought they kept her out of sight because they thought it was painful for me to see a child so near the age of my own granddaughter. Whenever I did see her, she was in a pram. I never saw her bare legs. I never noticed a birthmark. Rose was two months old when she disappeared. Children change so quickly, but how could I not have recognized her?” He shudders and squeezes his eyes shut for a few seconds.
“Violet took Alice – Rose -” I quickly correct myself, when he gives me a harsh look. “She took the child out of Bombay to Simla, claiming she was sickly and needed mountain air, or so I have heard. She was trying to keep her out of sight and away from the search for Rose.” The truth of this is astonishing, calculating and desperate at once. I wonder whether her parents helped, whether Roger did? Who else knew and was covering up this unspeakable crime?
“I didn’t even take notice of it. My mind was with May and Thomas and Rose. They were all I could think of. What did I care about Violet and her family?”
“Maggie and Artie, they were your friends,” I say, piecing the facts together as I speak.
“I am convinced Artie didn’t know, still doesn’t. Though when it comes to one’s child, a father is capable of anything. But Maggie -” He breaks off and looks at the woman I took to be his lover. “She must have known. She must have recognized the baby was not Alice.”
“But was Violet ever pregnant? Was there an Alice?” I ask, fearing I know the answer already.
“Yes. I finally got her to admit the truth, to tell me the whole story. That was why I came for them this morning. I waited for Artie and Maggie to leave the house. I’ve been in there often enough to know my way around. They hardly have any servants, and I kept an eye out for them. It was easier than I expected, forcing Violet to come with me, to bring Rose. It was early and if anyone saw us, they would Malia Zaidi think we were taking a walk together, not noticing the knife I pressed to her ribs. Nobody was about, though. Otherwise I might have had the police round here sooner. I was expecting them.”
“The Purcells only called them an hour ago. They are out searching now.”
“Yes, well, let them search. They never were successful before. It was I who found Rose.”
“What did Violet tell you?”
“She was pregnant and had a little girl called Alice four days after Rose was born. May and Violet were not alike and thus not particular friends, but of course they knew one another, knew of their children.”
“What happened to Alice?”
“Alice.” We hear a groan as Violet says the name. I try to get to my feet, to see how she is, but Quigley roughly pushes me back into the chair.
“Leave her.”
“Please,” I plead with him. “I will not try to untie her. She is too weak to run away in any case.” Quigley frowns, then finally nods. He seems tired of his own game, tired of it all.
I hurry to the young woman, now slowly coming to her senses.
“Violet, can you hear me?” I ask, kneeling beside her.
“Where is Alice?”
“Alice is dead,” Quigley says, his voice so sharp it might have cut. Violet lets out a sob.
“Alice is Rose, is that true?” I ask gently.
“Where is she? Where is she?” Violet asks, gulping for air between sobs.
“She is upstairs. I heard her.” I feel the need to comfort, even as I recognize the tremendous damage Violet has done. She must have been out of her mind. Maybe she is mad.
“Tell her what you did,” Quigley commands and gives Violet’s chair a kick. I steady it before she topples over.
“What happened to your little girl, Violet? Did you take Rose?” I ask. Violet looks from me to Quigley and back at me, as if she is seeking answers herself. “What happened to Alice?” I repeat.
“She was quiet. She was so quiet. I was always awoken at night, but not that night. She never cried, and I did not notice. I did not notice.”
“Where was Roger? Or her amah?”
“He was away, and I wanted to be...to be alone with Alice. I did not like the amah meddling, showing me how to be a mother. Oh!” Violet presses her lips together, closing her eyes. “If only, if only -”
“And any other staff?”
“I wanted to spend time with my parents, so I gave them the day off. We were alone.”
“Tell me, Violet,” I coax as gently as I can. Whatever she has done, she has suffered, too.
“I woke up. It was ten past eight in the morning. She never slept so late. Never. Why didn’t I wake earlier? Why didn’t I make certain she was well?” She shakes her head. “I walked over to the cot. She was quiet. She did not move. She always moved her little legs and her hands, even when she slept. She turned her tiny hands into fists. Such small fists.” Violet takes a ragged breath, her bottom lip trembling, tears dripping down her face. “She didn’t move. She didn’t move at all. I picked her up. But...but she was so cold.” I feel a chill running down my spine, picturing the scene, the unbearable horror of it. “I took her to the window. I was shaking her, but when I drew open the curtains, I saw her lips were blue. They were blue. She was so cold and...and I -” She cannot go on.
“Please untie her, please,” I plead with Quigley. I cannot bear to see her like this in spite of what she has done, this broken person tied to a chair, crying for her lost baby.
“No. She must suffer, too. It is nothing compared to how May suffered.”
“Her child is dead,” I argue, but Quigley will not be moved. Without another thought, I take the knife from my pocket and slice through the rope that has cut welts into Violet’s wrists.
“Where did you -” Quigley shouts, but I hold out the small knife to ward him off.
“Not a step closer!”
“You meddling -”
“Yes, I know, and thank heaven for it,” I snap. He is in pain, but seeing Violet now, I know she has suffered every day since she lost her child, even if she tried, in her madness, to replace Alice. The story is so uncanny I can hardly believe it, and yet, as I consider all that has come to pass, it makes a strange sort of sense. Several questions remain, but the question of who killed Roger has been answered.
“Tell her what you did,” Quigley demands of Violet. “Tell her!”
“I don’t know. I can’t remember.”
“Liar,” Quigley snarls and Violet flinches.
“It is a fog. I swear it. I remember holding Alice, and I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know what to do.”
“Where is she now?” I ask.
“Yes, what did you do with her body?”
“Oh, God!” Violet presses her hands to her face, muffling her sobs.
“Vi?” Maggie’s voice breaks into her daughter’s weeping. I turn to look at her. She is sitting crookedly on the armchair, dried blood crusting one side of her face. Fear and bewilderment are written across her features, as if she can hardly fathom how she got here, both in a literal and figurative sense.
“We know about Alice and Rose,” I say to Maggie, and she lets out something between a sigh and a groan, physical pain mingling with emotional.
“It should never have happened. It should never have gone this far,” she says in a hoarse whisper.
“Maggie, how much did you know? Does Artie?”
“Artie hasn’t a clue. It wasn’t planned. We never meant for May to come to harm.“
“Taking her child seems the greatest harm you could do to a mother. Did you help Violet abduct May’s daughter?” I ask, incredulous how she could think no harm would come to May. She is a mother herself.
“No, of course not. Of course, I didn’t. I would never have done such a thing, truly, Horace,” she says, looking up at Quigley. He will not meet her eye, a grimace of disgust etched into his features.
“How did it happen? Where is the real Alice now?” I ask, hoping one of the women will finally provide the answers.
“I was in a daze,” Violet whispers. “I stayed in the house for hours, holding Alice. There was no point in calling a doctor. She was so cold, my sweet little girl.”
“Oh, Vi!” Maggie presses a hand over her mouth, and I understand her distress, hearing the words she must have heard before, the confession, the anguish of her daughter who lost her little one.
“At some point I must have placed her back in the cot and left the house. It is as though it happened in a dream. I remember gently laying her down, covering her in a blanket. The blanket was pale yellow and had her initials and a daffodil embroidered on the bottom right corner. I must have left the house. I do not know why or what I was thinking. I wasn’t thinking. I couldn’t have been. May didn’t live far away, but I had no plans to go there. I am sure I didn’t. We were friendly, not close. I walked past the house and looked over the fence. May was sleeping in a garden chair, and there was the bassinet and the baby girl. She was almost exactly Alice’s age. I cannot remember opening the gate or even picking her up, but I did, of course I did. Didn’t I?” Violet looks at her mother, as though for confirmation of her madness. When Maggie says nothing, Violet continues. “Then I was home again with a child in my arms, a child that was breathing with rosy cheeks and blue eyes, like my Alice. They looked alike, somehow I thought it was right, somehow I thought I would not have found her if I was not meant to have her.”
“Madness,” Quigley hisses, but some of the intensity has left his voice, and he seems to be sagging, his shoulders limp, as Violet recounts her awful tale.
“I sent a message to my parents that I was not feeling well and wanted to stay home.”
“I was worried, so I decided to go over and see if I could help,” Maggie says softly.
“When I saw you through the window, I panicked. I threw on a robe and pretended to be ill, not allowing you into the house.”
“I wanted to take Alice with me, so you could rest. You would not hear of it and became angry at my suggestion, even accusing me of insinuating you were a bad mother.”
“You would have been right to.” Violet sobs, pressing a hand to her mouth. Maggie takes a few unsteady steps before reaching her weeping daughter, enveloping her in an embrace. She makes the soothing sound of mothers, when their children are distressed and kisses the top of her head.
“Enough of this! You are not the victim. You stole my daughter’s child. You destroyed her marriage, her happiness! You are responsible for her death!” Quigley shouts, the sight of mother and daughter raising a wave of rage within him once more.
“If you believe this, why did you kill Roger? He was not even in Bombay at the time of the abduction.” I stand in front of the women, still clutching my small knife. If he were to lunge, could I really use it?
“He knew. A father must know. I confronted him. He went outside, presumably for air. I followed him. No one noticed. They are all so occupied with themselves, those arrogant fools. He was standing by the fountain.”
“Did you mean to kill him when you followed him?” I ask.
Quigley sighs. “I do not know what I meant to do, but not that. I wanted something...confirmation, remorse, a confession. I cannot say.” He shakes his head. He is still clutching the photograph, and when he raises the other hand to touch his chest, it is trembling.
“Did you come right out and ask him whether Alice is in fact Rose?”
“I was so shaken, I did not hesitate long, could not stomach polite niceties with the man who may have been complicit in the destruction of my family. I wanted to hear the truth, to understand why. Why May’s child?”
“What did he say?”
“He laughed at first, but it sounded forced. He waved me away, but I saw fear in his eyes.” Quigley inhales deeply, then exhales a quivering breath. He is still standing, yet the strength that allowed him to overpower Maggie, abduct Violet and Alice, and threaten me seems to be ebbing before our eyes. Still, he is blocking the door, and the only means of escape, now that the window is closed. Besides, the detective in me cannot move until I have heard the rest of this sad tale.
“I did not let him pass. He was a strong man, but slim. I am taller, broader, angrier. He grew irritable, told me to stop my nonsense. I said outright that I knew he and his wife had stolen my granddaughter. He told me I was mad, but I have always been good at reading people, even if I made a tremendous mistake ever trusting you, Maggie. I wish I had never met you or your cursed family.”
“Horace, please, none of this was planned,” Maggie pleads, tears in her eyes. I believe her. Nonetheless, it happened, and so did everything that followed. I wonder how much she has known all along.
“I was so angry, I told him I would go to the police. He laughed and said they would think I was a crazed grieving father. It was his laugh that did it, his derision in the face of all I have lost. He turned away from me as though I did not warrant another look, and I struck him with my fist on the side of his head. He spun around, looked confused, then angry. He touched his head and in that moment his fate was decided. Only one of us would leave the terrace alive.”
“What of the murder weapon? The Kali figurine?” I ask.
“Earlier that day, I noticed one of the lanterns was loose and secured it with rope. I still had a portion of it stuffed into my pocket. I had forgotten, but it was there when I reached inside, and I instantly realized what I had to do. Kali was a token I always carried with me. I saw her in the market a few weeks after May’s death. She appealed to me. The nurturing mother and the emblem of doom at once. It seemed fitting to leave her with Roger. Maggie mentioned you were poking your nose in, so I sent you one as a warning. You should have heeded it.” He shrugs. “Roger tried to fight back, strong man that he was, but when you are as angry as I was, you would be surprised by your own strength. I forced him to his knees and then it was easy, a matter of moments.” I feel goosebumps rising on my arms as he speaks, his tone measured, his eyes possessing a faraway look. The scene is vivid in my mind. The fountain, the wet tiles all around. Roger’s body, his jacket slick, clinging to him like a glistening second skin, when I dragged him from the water.
“Did you not get wet, depositing the body in the fountain?” I ask, forcing myself to remain focused on gathering facts.
“Just a few drops. It was a black jacket. Nobody noticed. If the police had asked me that night if I killed him, I would have confessed. No one did. They only wanted to know if I observed anything suspicious, whether there are different ways to access the terrace. Nobody asked, and so I confessed nothing. I went home and started to plan the next step. I had to learn the truth. I had to rescue Rose from her abductors.”
“Did you consider going to the police?”
“No, Roger was right about that. They would have laughed me out of the station or locked me up in some hospital for the deranged. I could not take the risk. Rose needed me, after all. I let down her mother, I could not do the same to her. After Roger’s funeral I went upstairs in search of my little granddaughter, but Maggie interrupted our reunion.”
“My husband observed the two of you embracing,” I say.
“I panicked and told Maggie the day reminded me of May’s funeral a little over a year earlier. You tried to comfort me, while knowing the truth.” Quigley casts a scornful look at Maggie.
“Horace, I -”
“No, don’t say another word. They are all lies anyway. This must end.”
“It has ended,” I say. “It is over.” Quigley looks at me, and for a moment I think my words have struck their target. He is tired and weary, his skin sallow in the weak light of the lamp. Then the moment is interrupted by a cry. A wail.
“Alice!” Violet calls out, and this single word undoes whatever tempering of Quigley my words might have achieved. A dark expression overcomes his features like a sudden storm cloud blackening the sky.
“Her name is Rose,” he snarls, something animal in the way his eyes narrow, as he looks at his captive. He takes a step forward. I am still between him and the two women, but my pocket knife feels pathetic, almost useless in my hand.
“The police will be here any moment.” I try to maintain a tone of calm and fail. I do not see a weapon at his disposal and yet his rage, grief turned into fury of a father who has lost his child, is forceful enough to do damage. He does not hear me, and in one quick and shocking motion shoves me roughly aside. I drop the knife, and it skitters out of sight. Cursing under my breath, I turn to hear Maggie scream as Quigley launches himself at Violet, his hands finding her throat.
“Stop! Stop it, Horace!” Maggie is shouting. In her weakened state, her wound still bleeding, she can hardly stand, feebly trying to pull the frenzied man from her daughter. I look frantically around and grab the only object to serve as a weapon, the table lamp. Without allowing myself to hesitate, I bring it down on the back of Quigley’s head. I do not use all my strength but flinch, even so, at the impact of metal on skull. I drop it, as though burned. Quigley stumbles, then collapses at my feet. Violet gasps for air and Maggie sobs. Upstairs, Alice is still crying, but the child will have to wait a moment longer. As quickly as I can, I retrieve the knife and cut the pull of the curtain to secure Quigley’s hands behind his back, then free Violet from her restraints. She is breathing, even as a necklace of bruises appears around her pale throat. Quigley, too, is alive if unconscious, which comes as a relief.
“Stay here, I will see to...Alice.” I hesitate on the name. Is she is Alice now? I hardly know. Just as I am coming down the stairs again, the whimpering child pressing her clammy head against my neck, I hear a knock at the door.
“About bloody time!” I exclaim when I open it to find Daniel along with Inspector Woods standing outside.



Chapter 60
By the time more police arrive, Quigley is conscious and sitting up, his hands still bound. My relief, when I led the police and my husband into the study, where I had incapacitated the killer, was nothing compared to Violet’s joy at the sight of the little girl I was carrying. She held out her arms and Alice-alias-Rose (or is it the other way round?) reached for her.
A cloth is fetched to clean up Maggie’s wound until she can be seen to by a physician and Woods peppers us with questions. I take him aside along with Daniel and Sergeant Gupta, who has since arrived, and tell them everything I have learned, while a uniformed constable watches our prisoner and the women. Shouldn’t they be prisoners as well? Violet, not Roger, stole the child, but did Roger know? So many questions remain. He must have seen the child and recognized that she was not the same as the one he kissed goodbye before he left. He must have sensed the despair in his wife, the way she changed, for she must have changed. They hired a different amah and Roger accepted the charade feeling, as he asserted when Parvati overheard them, that he was living a lie. And what a lie it was!
“We should have considered him as a suspect,” Woods says to Gupta, shaking his head. “I did not know his history. No one told me. Maybe no one thought it was relevant. On the surface, it would not have appeared so. But I am making excuses.” He frowns and shakes his head. I am pleased he can admit to his mistake, even if the admission comes too late.
“Sir,” a constable enters the kitchen where we are speaking. “Quigley is going on about a letter. Insists we have to read it, then we will understand.”
“A letter?”
“May must have left him a letter before she took her life,” I say, a wave of sadness rushing at me, thinking of the young woman, so desperate for her lost child that she could no longer bear to live. Her husband left her when rumors surfaced that she might have done her daughter harm, and so she had only her father and her dwindling hope.
Despite what he has done, I feel sorry for Quigley, who, in his anger and his pain, felt the desperate need to take revenge on the people who not only cost him his child, but his grandchild as well. Could he really have killed again? Would he have stopped himself before it was too late? I have my doubts. Violet’s bruised throat is a testament to that. She sits on her chair, stiff as a doll, holding on to Alice who squirms in her arms. She is the only mother the child can remember. What shall happen to her now? The only father she knew is gone as well. Her real father remains alive. Can he be located, reunited with his daughter, alive and well after all? Did he truly suspect May of having harmed the child? Did he leave disgusted and destroyed by what he believed her capable of? Or was he too distraught by the disappearance of his little Rose to think clearly. What immense joy and disbelief he will feel when confronted with the truth that his child has been found alive and well. I look at Alice, innocent in all of this. She reminds me of Elsa, my youngest niece, loved so fiercely by her family, much as Rose was loved by hers. What will become of her now? I want to get up and take her from Violet, protect her from the woman who stole her from her true family. Then I imagine the desperation Violet must have felt when she looked into the cot and saw her own baby blue-lipped and lifeless. There is no true evil in this room, yet evil acts were done.
“Unbind me. I want to hold her one last time,” Quigley says, a pleading look in his sunken eyes. A plaster has been inexpertly applied to his head wound. So much suffering over so little a person. Or rather two. What terrible pain love can bring. I look at Woods who hesitates.
“Go on,” I say. “If I could overwhelm him, surely he is no danger in a house full of police.” Woods sighs, nodding at the constable to untie the bound man.
Quigley takes the aforementioned letter from a drawer in his desk, handling it with a reverence reserved for relics. Impossible to believe those are the same hands which brutally strangled a man less than two weeks ago. Does he even recognize himself anymore? Who was he before grief colored his world in shades of darkness? He must have been a jovial man to find the work he did, once the life of the party. The cheerful mask he has worn in recent times has not always been a mask but once the real man.
He places the letter into the inspector’s hands, wincing, as if parting with it causes him almost as much pain as its contents. Woods takes it gently and places it on the desk. Gupta, Daniel, the inspector and I lean over it.
There are places where the ink is swollen and blurred. I imagine May writing it, tears dripping down her face and onto the paper, a goodbye to her father, a goodbye to life itself. How mired in despair she must have been, her child gone, suspected of having done her baby harm, when all along she was so close by? Roger and Violet robbed Rose of her mother and a mother of her child and life. I understand that Violet was out of her mind, but for Roger and Maggie to continue the hideous charade and not to make it right is unfathomable and unforgivable. I believe Maggie’s assertion that Artie truly did not know. A constable has been sent to inform him that his wife, daughter and Alice have been found.
Dearest Father,
When you read this, I will already be gone. It will cause you more pain, I know, but I cannot bear this life any longer, not without my Rose, not without hope. I have given up. Perhaps I am a coward, but I no longer care what anybody thinks. A year ago, I was the happiest a woman could be, and now no despair could be greater than mine. I have written this letter many times over the past weeks, crumpled it up and thrown it into the fire every time. I have been afraid of the end, but I am more frightened of the future, for it is empty and bleak. Death cannot be worse than this life, and I am so very tired. Every day begins with a moment of hope and ends in the heaviest of anguish. I long for rest, for peace. Perhaps there is a heaven where Rose and I will be together again. I find myself hoping for it. You have been a good father. Do not blame yourself.
With love,
Your May
I dash away my own tears, lest they mix with May’s, long dried upon the page. Her last words are so full of despair, so full of hopelessness, that I wish I could reach back in time and embrace her. She did the only thing she felt she could. Losing a child must be agony and losing a child without any sense of closure was too much for her to bear. Quigley must have sensed her desperation and felt helpless in the face of it. I can never condone what he did, but a part of me understands his rage and his grief, his need for revenge upon the Malia Zaidi person at fault for his suffering. He has been living a half-life since she died, and I am almost surprised he did not give up himself after the murder. He sits on his chair now a broken man. The face he showed in public, the cheer and nonchalance have slipped. It is replaced by the true face of a world-weary man, who has lost everything he cared for. Prison will be no greater punishment than the one he has already suffered, yet prison or even death will be the outcome of this story for him. He knows it and does not seem able to fight anymore. There is no danger from him now.
Rafiq will be released from prison, perhaps he and Parvati will end up together after all. Roger’s killer has been found, yet there is no happy ending here. As so often happens when a case is solved, I feel a sense of heaviness mingling with satisfaction. The dead remain dead, lives remain forever changed for the worse. Perhaps a certain justice has been done, but it is limited, and what real difference does it make to those affected?
“Do you understand why I had to do it? I swore to May I would find out who was responsible. I could not let her down again.” Quigley balls his hands into fists and presses them to his eyes.
“May would not have wanted this,” Maggie says. Quigley whirls around, his face red with fury, causing her to recoil. It was a foolish thing to say, and I can hardly blame him for his reaction. The constable and Sergeant Gupta spring forward to restrain him, and another officer appears, calling out that the police transport has arrived. Quigley is led away.
“What of her?” Gupta asks Woods in a quiet voice, nodding in Violet’s direction. She is cradling Alice, lost in the small world that contains only herself and the little girl. Quigley admitted he had drugged her after the abduction, forcing her to take a sedative. Maybe it is for the best that their potency has not fully dissipated.
“We cannot transport them together,” Woods says.
“We wait for another car.”
“What will happen to Alice?” I ask.
“We have to try to find her father, her real father.”
“The one who abandoned her mother.” Daniel’s disapproval laces his words.
“We all grieve differently,” Woods says with a helpless shrug. “He is the only real family she has left, and no doubt will be overjoyed to be reunited with his daughter.”
“And the Purcells?”
“They obviously cannot keep her. Mrs. Purcell will likely face charges along with her daughter. They committed a terrible crime.” Woods sighs and walks over to Maggie. She is sitting on a chair beside Violet, who still clings to Alice as though the child can save her from drowning. Alice has relaxed into her arms and rests her head on the shoulder of the only woman she has ever truly known as a mother.
“Mrs. Purcell, you haven’t told us your side of the story. Were you aware of the deception from the start?”
“Almost from the start.”
“And yet you did nothing.” Gupta’s frown makes no secret of what he thinks of Maggie’s inaction. She looks at her clasped hands.
“I went to the house a few days later and when I looked into the cot, I thought my eyes betrayed me. I realized instantly the child was not my granddaughter.” She presses her lips together and blinks a few times, as if to ward off an onslaught of tears. “Artie was in Calcutta for two weeks, and when he returned, he did not notice that the child was different. Babies change quickly, and Artie had no experience caring for one. I told Roger it was madness and thought he would agree, but Vi said she would drown herself, if I revealed what she had done. I could hardly bear it.” She glances at her daughter, who has started gently rocking in her chair, seemingly unaware of our presence. “Roger and I did not know what to do. Days passed, the search for little Rose went on. I avoided Horace but could not do so for very long. He was devastated and Artie and I are among his oldest friends. Artie, unknowing, dear Artie, threw himself into the search. Organized groups pushed the police not to give up, all the while the answer lay within arm’s reach. I felt ill all the time. Vi began to insist the child was Alice not Rose. Roger was in a bad way and confided he wanted to bring in a doctor and call an end to the charade. I was afraid that Vi would harm herself, should the child be taken from her. She tried it once before as an adolescent, after a disappointment with a young man. I could not bear risking it again. She doted on the child. You could not have asked for a more loving mother, you really could not.” She looks up, hope in her eyes, but I can give her none of the absolution she seeks. May was a loving mother, too, a loving mother to her own child, while given the chance.
“So, you decided to take Violet and Alice to Simla,” I say. “Pretending the baby was ill in an effort to get her and your daughter out of the way, while the search for Rose was in full swing.”
“I had to. Roger could hardly look at his wife or the child. I was worried he would break. I told Artie it was best, that it would do no good for Horace or May to see Vi with her child and be painfully reminded of their loss. He was skeptical. Simla is far from here, but we have some friends there, so he finally agreed.”
“You were afraid May would recognize Rose,” I observe, chilled by the level of calculation involved in this scheme.
“She would have.” Maggie closes her eyes. “A mother knows her child.”
“How could you witness her suffering and let the farce continue?” I ask, my composure beginning to slip.
“I was concerned with my own child. Vi was all that mattered to me. You cannot understand.” Maybe she is right. Still, it does not justify what has been done.
“Did you think it was best for her to live such a lie? To delude herself for the rest of her life instead of allowing her to grieve? You cannot simply replace a dead child with a stolen living one.”
“No, you cannot. I should have known, but at the time I was desperate. Violet had grown distant, eager never to be apart from Alice, while, at times, almost fearful of her as well.
“By the time we returned from Simla, the police had almost given up. Other events had replaced the missing baby in the news. May did leave the house anymore, and Horace had begun to drink too much. I rarely saw them and was glad of it. Roger was distant and ill at ease around the child. He never called her Alice and sought any opportunity to take himself away from the house. He truly loved Violet, but he hated what he had allowed to happen, eventually hated himself as much as her, I suspect. He did not deserve such an end. A few months later, May’s husband left her. Rumors surrounding her own guilt had torn them apart.”
“People believed she had harmed Rose and pretended the baby had been abducted,” I observe, horrified at the thought. What a cruel brush with which to tar the grieving mother.
Maggie nods. “They even dug up the garden. Of course, nothing was found.”
“Where is the real Alice buried?”
She closes her eyes, then lets out a sob, raising her hands to cover her face. I can barely hear her. “In the garden behind Violet’s house. Under the jasmine.”
“She buried her?” Woods asks, and we turn to Violet, who refuses to engage.
“She told me she cannot even remember doing so until she was at the washbasin scrubbing dirt from under her fingernails.” Maggie reaches out to stroke her daughter’s arm but stops short of touching her and pulls back, as though afraid.
“Are you certain your husband never suspected?” Woods asks.
“No. He is innocent.” Woods narrows his eyes, but I believe her. These revelations will come as a terrible shock to him, the cheerful, welcoming man.
“And when May died? How did you live with the guilt?” I am angry now, yet I suppose by that time it seemed entirely too late. Alice was gone, May was gone, there was no going back. Telling the truth would have caused more pain. But that is an explanation, not a justification.
“I tried to be a friend to Horace, but knowing I was a party to his agony -” Maggie sobs again, tears running in rivulets down her cheeks, dripping from her chin. She hardly seems to notice. “Vi was eager to leave, to go back to England, start afresh, but Roger was reluctant. At first, I thought it was ambition, later I assumed he was afraid of being alone with her and Alice. It was the reason he insisted on hiring an amah. He wanted someone around to make certain the child was safe. And here in Bombay, Artie and I could help. Besides, Artie would not have heard of them leaving. It would have been difficult for me, too, to say goodbye, but I wondered whether it might not be for the best. Perhaps we could have followed in time and been a family in England again. It was not to be. We did not deserve a happy ending.”
I want to tell her that, no, they do not, but what would be the point? She is a broken woman, and I am not in the habit of kicking those already at my feet. Violet will face the consequences of what she has done, and so will Maggie and Quigley. Maggie could have returned Rose to her mother and spared May and Quigley so much misery, not to mention found help for her daughter. Roger would likely still be alive. But recriminations and endless what-ifs lead only down dark roads that end nowhere.
“What will happen to Alice?” she mutters, more to herself than to me, for her eyes have a faraway look. The only parents Alice remembers are dead or soon to be in prison. Her grandfather has been arrested. Thomas, May’s husband must be found to claim the daughter he thought dead, but how long might that take?
“Sir, the transport car has arrived,” a constable interrupts, poking his head through the door. Woods gets to his feet.
“Time to go,” he says to Violet, his voice almost gentle.
“Just another minute?” she asks.
Woods hesitates, then nods. By unspoken agreement, Daniel, the policemen and I congregate in the hallway outside the study. Maggie, Violet and Alice cannot escape and are granted this final mercy of spending a few moments alone. Violet may never hold the child she raised as hers again, and I do not begrudge her the chance to say a private goodbye. For her it must feel as though she is losing another daughter, and that is a pain I do not wish on anyone.
“She will be seen to by a doctor,” Woods says quietly. “Likely she will be sent to a psychiatric hospital, perhaps even in England. Quigley will face a different fate, of that I am almost certain, even if he probably belongs in the hospital as well.”
“When did you guess what had happened?” Gupta asks me.
“Too late, unfortunately. There was a photograph of May and Rose.” I shrug. Though the crime is solved, I feel little satisfaction with the outcome. So much misery has already been caused and more suffering is yet to come.
After a few minutes, Violet is led from the room. Maggie walks behind her. A policeman is holding a sleeping Alice in his arms. She will hardly understand what has happened for many years to come, if anyone ever tells her the truth. What does her future look like? Will I ever know, or will we leave this place, this city, this country without the answers? I hope her father will be found quickly, and the pair will finally be reunited.
Violet weeps quietly as she is coaxed into the black police car with Maggie. Woods leaves with them and only Gupta and a constable remain. Daniel and I walk back to the house with them, but do not follow them inside.
“Alice will be taken into care until arrangements are made and, hopefully, her father is located.”
“And Rafiq will be released?” I ask. “At least one good outcome will emerge from this disastrous evening.”
“Yes,” Gupta replies, a hint of a smile on his lips. “You did well, Lady Detective.” He taps the side of his cap and I return the smile, although it is a weary one. Success does not always feel the way we imagined it would. Sometimes it feels rather more like failure.



Chapter 61
“I wonder whether Jeremy Chambers was aware of any of this. He was Violet’s confessor of sorts, but he appeared so guileless when we spoke. Could he conceal such a dreadful truth?” Daniel muses when we finally arrive at the hotel and the comfort and silence of our rooms. It is late, so late it is almost early. I am bone tired yet convinced I will not be able to sleep.
“Maybe he guessed that Violet was hiding something, but I doubt he knew the full truth.”
Daniel sits down beside me on the edge of the bed. I drop my head onto his shoulder, and he puts an arm around me. “Were you frightened, Lady Detective? I can tell you, I was. I allowed you and Maggie twelve minutes, thinking I was being generous, only to discover you had both disappeared.”
“Twelve or twenty would not have made much difference. I was afraid, but there wasn’t much time to think.”
“My brave, mad girl,” Daniel observes, kissing the top of my head.
“I prefer Lady Detective.”
“For the rest of our holiday, can you be happy as Lady Harper as well?”
“Most assuredly, yes, and for the rest of our lives, too.”
“Then I will refrain from chastising you for running off tonight with a murderer on the loose. In any case, I doubt very much that you have learned your lesson, so my words of caution would fall on deaf ears.”
“Yes, I fear as much, my dear, tolerant husband.”
“I thought so,” he says with a heavy sigh.
“But you should know, I intend to grow very old and you must do the same. Besides, you need someone to watch over you.”
“To protect me?” There is a smile in Daniel’s voice.
“Naturally,” I say, stifling a yawn.
“I could ask for no more formidable ally.”
“Nor could I...except maybe Hugh.” I grin, and Daniel chuckles.
“You will replace me as your Watson when we return to London!”
“I must, for this is not an occupation that suits your delicate nerves, my love.”
“Alas, it is not.”
“Quite all right. One of us has to be sensible and one of us valiant.”
“If you can tease, I need not be too worried about your state of mind,” Daniel says.
“Ah, but it is the state of my soul, you must concern yourself with,” I say somberly. “Blacker by the day.”
“I must take you to the Ganges for a cleansing dip, then.”
“I think a bath in the tub will do for tonight.”
“Your wish is my command.”
“Married life is such bliss.” I smile and give my dear Daniel, my patient husband and best friend, a kiss. I really ought to try not to worry him so, but a bit of excitement keeps us young, or so I hear!



Chapter 62
“Oh, thank you! I knew it was the right decision to ask for your help!” Parvati envelops me in an embrace, when we meet her and a rather more reserved Rafiq outside our hotel two days later. Khalil is there, too, leaning against his rickshaw. Though one of his cheeks is bulging with pan, and his eyes are on the ground, I can tell he is pleased.
“I am glad to see you, Rafiq.” I smile at the man who offered us our first view of this city. Who might have thought when first we met, that he would come to gain such significance in our time here? He looks tired, his eyes are red-rimmed, and the hollows of his cheeks appear more pronounced. His stay in captivity, even if only for a few days, was surely not a pleasant one. The reputation of Bombay’s prison is grim, and I can believe it.
“Thank you for everything.” Rafiq says, though his smile does not quite reach his eyes, which carry a look of melancholy. He will worry how the events of the past days could affect his future. He is exonerated, proven innocent, yet dirt sticks and people are quick to think the worst of others.
“We are going to get married,” Parvati announces in an excited and rather loud whisper. “There is a magistrate who is willing to officiate a Hindu-Muslim marriage.”
“Congratulations,” Daniel and I say in unison.
“What of your families?” I ask. “Have they seen sense now that Rafiq has been freed?”
Parvati’s smile slips for a moment. “No, they are still opposed. Rafiq’s family is busy planning Nour’s wedding, and I am not talking to my father. He is occupied anyway. Now that Mr. Quigley is in prison, he will take to running the Club.”
“There is no sense in speaking with them again?” I wonder.
“I do not think so,” Rafiq replies somberly. Whatever rift there has been with his family, whatever anger Parvati feels towards her father, I suspect both wish few things more than to see them at their wedding. Yet in this case, even I understand that meddling is likely to cause only more problems.
“We wanted to thank you,” Parvati says, excitement once more brightening her lovely face. “And also to invite you to the wedding. A few friends will be there and Rafiq’s sister has told us she will consider coming, too. It is to be held in two days’ time and then we will go to Hyderabad to visit my aunt for a while. She is very liberal minded and will support us.”
“You have given this some thought,” Daniel observes.
“It is the only way.”
“We would be honored to be among your guests,” I say.
They explain where and when the wedding will take place, then hurry off to make arrangements. As they climb into Khalil’s rickshaw, Rafiq turns back and meets my eyes. He gives me a tiny nod and places his right hand, just briefly, over his heart, before turning away again. Whatever our cultural differences, our similarities as human beings are far more numerous still. We all desire to be loved and understood, to live our lives as we see fit, enjoying liberty and safety. And yet we, too, are the obstacles to a harmonious existence; building needless walls, seeking out differences to divide, seeking unity only among our own tribe, when we might find it among the larger whole that is humanity. Oh, I am being fanciful and a hypocrite at that! I have made a profession out of the discord between people, and yet I try to find the truth, even if its unveiling rarely brings the peace for which I strive. In the books I devour, filled with clever minds, the likes of Sherlock Holmes and Hercule Poirot, the end of the story brings about a certain peace, a return to civility and a righting of wrongs. The last page is turned, and the reader left satisfied, for order has been restored and we can breathe a sigh of relief that good has prevailed over evil. Each loose string has found its mate and is tied into a neat bow. If only the world of living, breathing people could be as tidy as that contained within the pages of a mystery novel!
“What are you thinking about, Lady Detective?” Daniel interrupts my musings.
“Why, the next case, of course!” I grin and Daniel groans. “But first, let us have a walk along the water. The day is fine and if we are lucky, we will not stumble upon a corpse that has washed up on the shore.”
“Only you would even consider such a thing, morbid creature that you are.” Daniel raises his brows.
“The morbid creature you married, never forget,” I remind him, linking arms.
“Never.”



Chapter 63
Three days have passed – surprisingly peaceful, quiet days, interrupted only by one visit from the police, confirming my story – when we receive a message from Artie, asking whether we can meet him at his house.
“What do you think he wants?” Daniel asks on our way to Malabar Hill. We have not heard any news about Violet or Maggie, apart from the reiterations of events printed in various papers.
“I wonder whether he is angry with us,” I say uneasily. He has lost his daughter and granddaughter and will, perhaps, lose his wife as well. Is it wise to visit him?
“His world has collapsed. He must feel so deceived by Violet and Maggie.”
“And Roger, too.”
“I wonder whether Thomas, Alice’s father, has been found.”
I think of the little girl, not Alice but Rose, whose life, through no choice of her own, has been turned on its head. Will she see Violet again or was their goodbye the last image the girl will have of the woman she thought of as her mother? May must have contemplated the same again and again, recalling the last moments she spent with her daughter, trying with growing desperation not to forget Rose’s gummy smile, her scent, the softness of her skin and downy hair, small quirks like a giggle when the soles of her feet were tickled or her habit of falling asleep when sung a certain song. How unimaginable that someone we love beyond ourselves can simply disappear from our lives. Still, it happens again and again, no one is exempt, rich or poor, young or old, English, Indian or any other nationality. Loss is universal.
We arrive at the house too quickly for my liking. My feet feel leaden climbing the steps to the front door. A maid opens it and ushers us inside, telling us to wait in the sitting room and offering refreshments. The energy the very bones of the house seemed to exude on previous occasions, has ebbed to nothing. When Artie walks through the door, his manner is subdued. His eyes are dark, sunken into the shadows of his face and his skin is pallid. He accepts a handshake from Daniel and a kiss on the cheek from me before sinking onto the sofa.
“How are you?” I ask, feeling silly for the banal question, yet hardly knowing how else to begin. He was not in Quigley’s house that night, did not see the state of his friend nor that of his wife and daughter, though by now he will have heard various accounts of what happened.
“Holding on, just about. And you? I owe you a debt for saving Vi. Maggie told me what you did.” His gratitude surprises me. I was expecting scorn. After all, I played a part in the revelation that tore his family apart.
“I am sorry it had to come to this,” I say. “Any news of Violet?”
“Vi is in the hospital. I begged to see her, but she is under heavy sedation, apparently, and under guard. I won’t give up. Haven’t ever used my rank to garner many favors, but if not now, when?” he shrugs, rubbing his unshaven chin. “The Lathburys have been good friends to me, coming round, offering help. Maybe I will have to fall back on their offers.”
“And what of Maggie?”
“Maggie...” Artie sighs. “She has been charged as an accessory to the crime of child abduction. I hired three lawyers. There is a chance, her being English and older and not a danger or flight risk, that she will be placed under house arrest. Unbelievable, just unbelievable. I have seen a lot in my time, but never did I expect such deception to be taking place right under my roof, under my very nose!” He thumps his thigh. Perhaps his vitality has not quite dissipated after all.
“People do strange things when they are desperate. Violet must have been out of her mind,” Daniel says.
“For a few days, certainly, but then? She must have come to her senses at the latest when she heard the police were searching for the lost child. And Maggie? Roger? I cannot excuse them. As for myself?” Artie closes his eyes for a moment. “How could I have been so blind not to recognize that the child was not my granddaughter?”
“Children change very quickly at that age. Both blond and blue eyed,” I suggest. I cannot add more, for I have wondered the same. The truth is, he would only have spent a few hours here and there with the baby, never changing her nappy or seeing the birthmark that was not there before. Besides, assuming she could be anyone other Malia Zaidi than Alice would have been impossible to him, even with May’s child gone missing.
“What about Alice?”
“She is in care, which pains me so, but I understand. I am of no relation to her.” He swallows.
“Do you know what will happen? Have you any clue where her father might be?”
“The only father that girl has ever known is in the ground.” There is bitterness in his voice, and I cannot blame him. His whole family has been taken from him in one fell swoop. How can one comfort a man in such a position? What words are there to offer when the only thing to make it right would be a turning back of the clock? He will move forward with a life defined by “what-ifs”. I pity him for it.
“I wonder whether Quigley believed he could get her back, even after killing Roger?” Daniel wonders aloud.
“In his position, I might have done exactly the same. I would have tried to get her away, to start afresh, give her a life with her real family.” Artie runs a hand over his face. It will take time for him to accept that in small ways and in large, the constellation of his family has forever changed.
“He was beyond sense in his grief,” Daniel says.
“Yes, but in a strange way, I cannot blame him.” I am surprised to hear Artie’s words spoken so soberly. I have come to know him as loud and boisterous, a man not given to introspection. People tend to surprise us, in good ways and in bad. Although I am moved by his manner today, I wish for his sake that he could have remained the jovial man I took him to be.
We do not stay much longer. At the door, I remember a question that remains unanswered.
“Did you find out why Roger had been having such financial problems?” I ask. “I thought it had something to do with the murder, but Quigley never tried to blackmail him or anything of the kind.”
“Yes,” Artie replies slowly. “I was at their house yesterday, poking about and found a letter. He bought a house in England. Paid for with all his savings, everything he had. He was going to leave. I want to believe he was planning to take Vi and Alice with him. Why else England? We will never truly know. I have not had a chance to ask Vi. Even when I do, it hardly matters anymore. Whatever life they might have had, it is too late. Too late.”
We promise to visit again, to say goodbye before we leave Bombay and he nods, giving us a weary smile. When I look back at the gate that leads onto the street, I see him still standing in the doorway, his head tilted back, peering up at the pale blue sky, here and there a wisp of cloud, delicate as a feather. Sometimes the only comfort one can take, when separated from the people one loves, is to know at least we exist under the same endless vault of sky.



Chapter 64
“Poor Roger, what a mad story!” Celeste shakes her head. I am walking with her through the Horniman Circle Gardens. She sent a message a day after the papers reported the resolution of Roger’s murder case. They mentioned the involvement of a British “Lady Detective”. Somewhat to my relief, I am not named. Woods is, however, both in terms of praise and censure, depending on the paper one consults. Horniman Circle Gardens are lush, revolving around a fountain and flanked, beyond the gates, by two crescents of houses not unlike those I have seen many times in London or other English towns. Everywhere in this city I find fragments of home.
“A mad story, indeed,” I agree.
“I never considered Quigley! He had a hard time of it, a widower, his only daughter taking her life, his grandchild abducted. There was an unspoken agreement among everyone not to speak of it to spare him further anguish.”
“No one suspected him. Had I known of his past, I wonder if I would have made the connection sooner.”
“No point in speculating, dear.”
“I suppose not.”
“Do you think Roger suffered?” She looks at me, then shakes her head and quickly adds, “No, don’t answer. I would rather not know. I resented him, I cannot deny it, but he didn’t deserve such an end.”
“Do you mourn him?” I ask, trying to catch her eye. Her expression is hidden by the shadow of her broad-brimmed hat.
“I loved him once, and though we did not end matters on the best of terms, there are happy memories. Perhaps I did my mourning a long time ago.” She shrugs and looks at her bejeweled hands. We walk a few paces in silence, hearing the faint hum of traffic beyond the park gates, the voices of fellow walkers, speaking a language I cannot understand, the chirping of colorful birds, high in the branches of the trees, and the cheerful giggle of two little boys, chasing each other around the fountain. Life goes on, as though nothing much has changed, even if for a few people not far from this oasis in the city, nothing will ever be the same again. It is the way it has always been.
“He wanted to leave. He had already bought a house in England,” I say. “That is why he had financial worries. I assumed they were related to his death or gambling. I suspected two of his colleagues knew more, but I was wrong.”
“You mean Gilmour and Chilcott?” I nod, and Celeste shakes her head. “Bikram says they are terrible philanderers. Maybe Roger joined them on one or the other adventure.”
“It would explain why they were ill at ease mourning him. Were you aware of the house in England?”
“Why would I be?” Celeste asks, looking straight ahead.
“He might have planned to go without Violet and Alice. The girl was not his daughter and Violet not the woman he married. I think he must have been quite unhappy.”
“I would have been in his situation,” she says quietly.
“But you did not know.”
“No,” she replies with a hint of sadness in her voice. Is she telling the truth? Or was she planning on leaving with him? Does it matter one way or the other? She has Major Agarwal now, but will it last? I have my doubts.
“Violet never said when Roger realized the truth about Alice, but he must have noticed quickly.”
“Whatever he knew, he did not confide in me.”
“He carried the burden alone, for Violet and Maggie spared him little concern. He lost a daughter, never had the chance to properly grieve and was an unwilling party to May losing hers as well.”
“Heavens, it makes me almost glad not to be a mother,” Celeste says, with a brittle laugh. “But then aren’t we all lost children ourselves, Evelyn, my dear? Aren’t we all?”
I do not know what to say to this, though her words have struck me. We walk a while longer in silence, each lost in thought. Celeste wears a fuchsia dress and a pair of gold sandals, and yet today more than ever, the vibrancy she means to project seems a façade. There is a melancholy in her manner, and while she hides part of her face beneath her hat, the set of her jaw, the way her hand clutches her bag as if clinging on for life, make me wonder what she is thinking. How might her life have been different had she tried to make something of it with Roger, perhaps? People can be happy unmarried and without Malia Zaidi children, certainly. Something about Celeste speaks of a heavy sort of loneliness. I am barely an acquaintance, and I suspect she may regret having let me into her life as much as she has. Yet at times it can be easier to be honest with a person who does not really know you. I feel there is something I should say, some words of comfort to be offered, but what can they be? What comfort or advice could I give that would not sound hollow or trite? So, I remain quiet, walking at her side, linking arms with her as if we are truly friends.



Chapter 65
I am pleasantly surprised when I return to the hotel and find Daniel in our rooms with Inspector Woods and Sergeant Gupta.
“I have not allowed them to utter a word until you arrive,” Daniel whispers as he greets me.
“You are a good husband, indeed.”
“Gentlemen, if you have come to heap gratitude and praise upon me, let me assure you, it is not necessary. All in a day’s work.” I cannot help smiling, sitting down opposite the two men. Gupta grins, while Woods’ cheeks acquire the color of a ripe tomato.
“We are grateful for your help, Lady Harper,” Gupta says, allowing his superior a moment to find his words. “I told my daughter about you, and she has decided that she, too, will become a lady detective or, should this fail, a princess.”
“Noble aims,” I say. “She sounds like a sensible girl.”
“I assure you, she is anything but, yet at the age of six, much can be forgiven.”
“Quite!”
“As Sergeant Gupta says, we are grateful to you. Nonetheless, it was reckless to act as you did,” Woods manages.
“If you have come to chastise my wife, I fear your words will fall on deaf ears.” Danie crosses his arms. I am pleased to see some of my obstinacy is rubbing off on him.
“Not at all,” Gupta says soothingly. “We did not know how much longer you planned to stay in Bombay, and we thought it right,” he glances at Woods, “to inform you of what will likely happen next.”
“That is good of you. I have just returned from speaking to Mrs. Courtland and we met with Brigadier Purcell yesterday. Is there any news about what will happen to Alice? Artie was understandably worried. And what of his wife?”
“Mrs. Purcell faces charges of abetting a child abductor and being an accessory to the crime, charges she does not deny. I suspect the judge will be lenient with her sentence,” Woods says. “As for Mrs. Quinn, she is in a near catatonic state, entirely unfit to stand trial and Malia Zaidi will likely remain confined to a hospital for some time. Mr. Quigley will probably receive the harshest punishment. His lawyer is arguing insanity, but I cannot predict whether it will hold sway.”
I recall the grief and madness in his eyes that night, thinking how I pitied him even as I feared him.
“It will all take time. At least Mr. Rafiq has been released.” Gupta is unable to hide a smile. He always shared our opinion that Woods had made a hasty decision. “I do not think Mr. Quigley was at peace about him being falsely arrested. When interviewed, he never spoke badly of the young man.”
“And yet he did not come forward to confess his guilt,” Daniel observes.
“He probably felt he could not, that he needed to remain at liberty to care for the granddaughter with whom he would soon be reunited,” I observe. “I wonder how it would have gone for them if he had exposed the truth instead of killing Roger. He could probably have had his Rose back. It is too tragic to contemplate.” I shake my head. So many what-ifs, so many tragic mistakes.
“Perhaps,” Woods concedes. “But he did kill Quinn and must face the consequences. He is not fighting them. We spoke yesterday, and he repeated his confession. Even being reunited with his granddaughter might not have saved him. His daughter’s death was too much for him to bear, and he seems a broken man.”
“As her baby’s death was for Violet.” My mind flashes for a moment to Aunt Iris, whose life has never been the same, since her son Hamish disappeared during the war.
“And Alice?” Daniel asks. “What will happen to her?”
Woods looks at Gupta who shrugs. “We think we have found her father. He worked for a textile merchant and is still in his employ, living and working in Surat, a city around two-hundred miles north of Bombay.”
“So close?” I marvel.
“We have written to his employer to find him as quickly as possible.”
“Do you think he was informed of May’s death?”
“Mr. Quigley said, at the time, he had not thought of it and afterwards lacked the desire to seek him out, angry with him for having deserted his daughter.”
“He must have suffered, too. Rose was his daughter as well.”
“People have different ways of coping with loss. Some try to outrun their grief, not realizing that, wherever they go, their head and heart are with them. Others allow themselves to feel it completely and are often swallowed whole by it,” Woods explains, and the way he speaks, makes me think he has experience with loss himself. He is too young to have served in the war himself, but perhaps a brother did, an uncle, his father even.
“Did you have a chance to speak with Chambers again? How has he reacted to the revelations? Now he knows why the man responsible for his brother’s death was killed.”
“He was distraught when I spoke to him,” Gupta says. “I went to see him yesterday. He was in a bad way. Unshaven, red-eyed. He may have been a little in love with Mrs. Quinn.”
I cast a quick glance at Daniel, who shrugs. He is still recovering from the fact that he was wrong about Quigley and Maggie’s supposedly passionate embrace.
“He kept saying he would pray for her. I didn’t stay long. The vicar was coming up the path to his cottage when I was leaving, so he was looked after.”
“The consequences of this case are being felt in ripples, and the little girl at the center cannot possibly understand what is happening.”
“I do not envy the person who will have to explain it all to her one day.” Woods grimaces at the thought. “Maybe she will never be told.”
“At some point she will ask about her mother,” I say. It will depend on her father to decide what to tell her.
The policemen announce that they have more work to do and take their leave soon thereafter. At the door, both men shake my hand.
“A pleasure to have met you, Lady Detective.” Gupta smiles.
“Yes,” Woods says, more soberly. “Goodbye.”
They leave, and I doubt I shall ever see them again. The crime is solved, and bustling, busy Bombay is waiting for them with more mystery. For me, one case per honeymoon is plenty. I need not ask Daniel to know he agrees. I expected to feel more excited about learning the truth, but reality is never as tidy as we wish it to be, answers often create more questions, and so the cycle continues in apparent perpetuity. Is there comfort to be found in that, or mere frustration? I suppose a Lady Detective, for whom the mysteries of life and the world are her bread and butter, should feel it is Malia Zaidi the former. Still, I find myself uncertain. Doubt in the world we thought we understood often accompanies great revelations, though perhaps it is a mistake to think we might ever comprehend its vast complexities, for it is occupied by humans, kind and soft, hard and cruel, frightened and brave in turn, and more often than not, wholly unpredictable.



Chapter 66
“Very good of you to come, my left leg is giving me trouble. Difficult to make it down the front stairs,” Bainbridge announces when Daniel and I arrive, a basket of food in hand. We had invited Harold’s old friend to dinner, planning to tell him how the case was resolved, but he asked us to meet at his house, incapacitated by a sprained right ankle. A valid excuse, though as we follow him into the dim hallway, I notice him limping on left foot. I suspect that he rarely leaves this house.
“You read about the case in the papers, Mr. Bainbridge?” Daniel asks. One of Bainbridge’s dogs sniffs at his ankle, then, tail wagging, starts running back and forth between the sofa where we sit, and the door. He wants to be taken outside. Likely the two pups are only let into the garden, which, overgrown and full of weeds and brambles, resembles a little jungle.
“John! Call me John.” Bainbridge chuckles. “Mr. Bainbridge makes me feel old. Yes, I read about it. Mad tale. Quite mad, but I might have heard stranger ones yet. Finding out about those men who died due to Quinn’s mistake wasn’t much use to you in the end, was it?”
“It certainly was!” I am quick to reply. I sense the task gave him purpose that now may appear far less significant than it originally did. “While it did not exactly lead us to the murderer, it helped us to eliminate a suspect. The brother of one of the men who died, a clergyman.”
“He turned to the church rather than murder?” Bainbridge shrugs. “On the whole a noble decision, even if I don’t hold with organized religion. More trouble than it’s worth, though I have earned my fair share of nasty looks for saying so. But you only need to look at what is happening in this city.” Bainbridge goes on for several minutes, extolling the virtues of atheism and the amorality of religious practices the world over. I do not truly hold with his argument, for I have seen and envied the comfort and community it can offer, belief in a higher power, in a purpose Malia Zaidi beyond the one we can understand. I am fascinated by men and women throughout history explaining the world, both its marvels and tragedies, through the interference of God or gods. Yet though I studied Greek and Roman mythology, religion, too, I always viewed the tales as stories, the gods as eccentric characters. While some ancient religions have faded, many others have remained strong, some for millennia up to the present day. Still, I cannot give myself over to them either. I feel like a spectator in the realm of religion, curious, hopeful, at times eager, at other times skeptical, concluding that my tendency to question, to doubt is not compatible with true belief. Perhaps I am wrong, and perhaps I will change. Bainbridge, however, makes it clear that he feels no such uncertainty. Daniel, for his part, is listening to the man with far more attention than I can muster.
After a while, I unpack our picnic and Bainbridge appears delighted with the spread. I feel sorry to have dipped into his life only to leave again soon, likely never to see him again. I suppose even correspondence would quickly dry up, though I will endeavor to keep in touch.
“Did Harold ever tell you about the time he got stuck in a banyan tree?” Bainbridge says with the bright-eyed zeal of a storyteller, a rare audience in front of him.
“Do tell!” I encourage.
“It was... oh, when was it, maybe ’05 or ’06,” Bainbridge scratches his scruffy chin. “Harold was looking to impress a lady.”
“Lucky my aunt isn’t here to listen to this.” I smile at the thought of Agnes in this house. She would be less concerned with Bainbridge’s story than with the thick layer of dust coating most surfaces and the dogs resting on her feet.
“Well, the lady in question, some relation of one maharaja or the other, had a pet monkey. As it happened, the chimp escaped through the open window and climbed the tree outside. Who could blame him? Nothing natural about keeping the animal confined, but she did make ever such a fuss. Harold, being the gallant chap that he is, took it upon himself to climb the tree to retrieve the creature. Yet once high up in the branches, the monkey eluded him and hurried back down, into the arms of his doting mistress. The aim was achieved, but Harold was stuck. And not only that. In the effort of scaling the tree, he had torn the seat of his trousers.”
“No!”
“Indeed, as I live and breathe.” Bainbridge places a hand over his heart, as though swearing an oath. There is a brightness in his eyes, a looseness and ease in his manner, as he reminisces about this different time, when he was younger and happier, and his wife was still alive. The fates, if they may be real, can be cruel and kind in turn.
“How did he get back down without exposing himself?” Daniel asks, an obliging audience.
“When you are stuck in a tree with a substantial tear in your trousers it is good to have a friend called John Bainbridge.” He laughs. “The monkey rescued, the lady retreated indoors, and we were left alone. I quickly ran to fetch a rope from one of the sheds and snatched a pair of pajama trousers drying on a line. I flung the rope over one of the branches and tied an end to one of the thick roots of the tree, while I held fast to the other. I was heavier and taller than him. Harold shuffled forward and managed to slide down the rope. Standing there as he descended was not the loveliest sight, beg my pardon,” he says, nodding at me. “For the tear was truly quite substantial. Once down, he quickly changed into the slightly damp pajamas, and all was well. He garnered a few curious looks when we returned to the barracks, but far less than he would have with half the seat of his trousers missing.”
“A valiant effort!” I say and clap.
Bainbridge gives a mock bow of his head. “Thank you, thank you. Yes, well, those were the days.”
“Do you miss the army?” Daniel asks. Whatever he has told me of the horrors of war, he always maintained that the camaraderie among soldiers is the one aspect of that life he misses.
“Yes and no. It was a good life, but when the time came, I was happy to leave it behind. I expected my twilight years to be different than they are, to be sure, yet I am not bemoaning my situation. Acceptance is the hardest lesson one learns in life, but I do believe I have learned it.”
I open my mouth to argue this, to say he doesn’t have to accept this life and self-imposed confinement. He doesn’t have to live out the next decade or so sinking further and further into loneliness. I want to take him by the shoulders, shake him and say, “You can be happy again, John!” but I stop myself short of all those things. He is Malia Zaidi a grown man, and we hardly know one another. I have no right and far too little understanding of who he truly is. So, I nod and smile and ask him to share a few more stories with which we might tease Harold upon our return to London. Allowing him to live, for a short while at least, in a happier past, is probably the best I can do for John Bainbridge and so I am happy to listen.



Chapter 67
I wake that night from a dream, sit up, blinking as I take in the room, bathed in blue. Quietly, not to wake Daniel, I slip out of bed and walk to the window. The sky is dark, a sliver of the waning moon high above. The water is a shimmering carpet, stretching beyond what the eye can see. The far shore touches another land, another place filled with life, love and hatred, with kindness and cruelty, all the shades of humanity. Another place with people I will never meet, customs and cultures foreign to me as mine may be to them. Such a vast multitude of existence and we will all know only a tiny fraction of it; will be truly known by so few ourselves. I feel very small up here, an ant in the context of the grand wide world. But aren’t we all? Does everyone, at times, look out and up at the endless blue and wonder, how monumental the world appears, and we are but a speck within its bounds and within its history. It is a humbling thought, both frightening and oddly comforting. For all our differences, this truth unites us, whether we realize it or not. History may remember some of us as heroes, others as villains, most not at all. Many are remembered by the ones who loved them and whom they loved. In the grand scheme of time and existence, Violet Quinn’s deception and the ensuing pain will fade into irrelevance, yet now, for a few, it is everything. We live in this large world, but the sphere we inhabit is often remarkably small.
I open the window a crack and take a breath of the cool night air, tasting a hint of salt on the breeze. How strange to think that not long ago Daniel and I were setting off from England, newlyweds, marriage the only adventure we had in mind, not expecting to find ourselves knee deep in the mire of a murder investigation. Daniel would say it could have been avoided, it was my decision to investigate, but I felt little choice in the matter. Perhaps I do not believe in destiny or divine intervention, but I do believe in the value of the truth, and in my ability to seek it out, at least on some occasions, with success. Whether some call it meddling, and others detecting, whether it brings the peace that is sought or only a certain element of resolution, I have found purpose in my work and intend to continue, married woman or not. The Lady Detective is not easily thwarted.



Chapter 68
“This is definitely meddling,” Daniel says, as we walk the path to the entrance of the Gymkhana Club.
“Sometimes meddling is necessary,” I reply judiciously.
“So you claim.”
“You shall have peace enough. An occasional thrill will keep you young.”
“Aging is undervalued.”
“Come along, old man, I shall prop you up.”
The club has a telephone, but we did not call ahead. I would not deem this an ambush exactly, but it is also not not an ambush. Rafiq and Parvati are to marry tomorrow and though there is likely little sense in trying, it would mean much to her if her father at least gave them his blessing. Daniel believes the effort is futile, given that, not long ago, he was willing to assume her husband-to-be was a killer, even if it is most probable that he planted the evidence himself. Quigley has claimed to have discarded the rope, and I doubt he is in the right mind to filter truths.
“Mr. Harper, Lady Harper,” Patel greets us, and though he smiles, he does so grudgingly, his expression and stance rigid.
“Mr. Patel, we wondered whether you might have a moment. It must be a busy time for you, taking over Mr. Quigley’s position, but this won’t take long.” Perhaps it is his ingrained sense that the customer is always right – even if Daniel and I are not members of the club – for he nods and gestures for us to follow him into his office. It is a boxy room almost entirely devoid of personal effects. I suppose it was occupied by Quigley not long ago.
“Please,” Patel indicates for us to sit, while he occupies the chair behind the desk. “This is about Parvati, I presume. Did she send you here?”
“No, she does not know we are here,” I say. “Mr. Patel, she loves Rafiq and he loves her. It is not our place to interfere, but now that he has been proven innocent, what speaks against him?” I want him to say it is his religion. If he says the words aloud, might he realize that it should be no obstacle to reconciling with his daughter? But then there is much I do not understand, and I cannot deny that such obstacles exist in England, too. Agnes would have made no secret of her disapproval, if I had decided to marry a Catholic factory worker, instead of an Anglican shipping heir.
“He cannot provide for her. She will regret her obstinacy,” he says instead. I swallow a sigh.
“I understand you wish to see her well and happy and have your own thoughts on how this may be achieved, yet we cannot always understand what brings others joy. She is your daughter, Mr. Patel.” I meet his eyes but cannot read them. Have my words touched him at all, or does he simply wish we would go away and is too polite to say as much.
“They will be married?” he asks.
“You should ask her yourself,” I say, unwilling to give away more information, lest Patel try to prevent the wedding.
“You have no children, do you?” Patel asks.
“We are on our honeymoon,” Daniel replies.
“And what a honeymoon you have had,” Patel observes, a hint of a smile on his lips. It fades as quickly as it appeared, and his expression settles into a frown when he adds, “Well, if you have no children, you cannot understand.”
I open my mouth to argue, then think better of it and get to my feet, Daniel following suit. “Mr. Patel, please think about it. Parvati wishes to make amends. Rafiq would be willing for her sake. If he can forgive a man who wanted to send him to prison to make the woman he loves happy, I do not think you could ask for a more devoted husband for your daughter.”
“Do you think that worked?” Daniel asks, when we are outside once more.
I shrug and tuck my hand into the crook of his arm. “Probably not. At least not yet. It was worth a try. I hope our future children do not cause us so much worry.”
“With you as their mother, they are bound to be terribly intrepid and bring us more than a few sleepless nights.”
“With you as their father, they may be wholly sensible and as gentle as a lamb.”
“Should I be insulted by that description?”
“Be a modern man, my love. Besides, I can think of nothing so appealing as a gentle nature.”
“I suppose I will take it as a compliment.”
“As you should. I have, however, been considering the state of our marriage thus far.”
“Is that so? Have you reached a conclusion? Will you keep me?” Daniel grins.
“You will do, but Patel was right, this honeymoon has not been what either of us hoped. And before you say it, no, I did not hope to stumble upon a corpse!”
“I wasn’t going to say anything.” Daniel grins.
“Right,” I say, narrowing my eyes.
“Go on, I am all ears.”
“Well, we may find plenty of excitement, though not very much rest and peace in this city, so I propose we travel north. In fact, I have already set plans into motion.”
“Of course you have.” Daniel laughs. “I am putty in your hands, my dear wife. Take me where you will.”
“I am glad to hear you say so, for we will be in rather close proximity to one another, if you can bear it. The train journey to Agra is a long one.”
“To see the Taj Mahal?”
“Indeed,” I confirm, gratified by the excitement in Daniel’s voice. “And from there on to the desert, to Rajasthan, where we shall stay in Jaipur and visit Jodhpur and wherever else your gentle heart desires. And if I see a corpse, I shall force myself to look away.”
“You would not be able to.”
“Then you must distract me,” I say, and so my husband does with a kiss. Though Bombay brought us adventure of a sort, an introduction to new cultures and ways of life, we were never immersed in it, always the outsiders, the Britishers. Perhaps, given time, it could be different, perhaps not. In some ways we are like spirits passing through this place, in which everything seems to move faster, where a different order rules. We came, we dipped our toes into the Bombay waters, and will disappear again, even if I flatter myself by thinking we left a very small imprint of our presence here in the interactions with the people we met. It is time to move on, time to see more of this country which, I am sure, will continue to surprise in a multitude of ways. I shall lay the mantle of Lady Detective aside for a while and don another one, of wife, partner and friend.



Chapter 69
Though the magistrate’s offices are small, the wedding party is smaller still and fits into the room easily enough. Despite the less than celebratory atmosphere of this chamber, Parvati wears a beautiful red sari, embroidered at the hem in gold thread, gold hooped rings in her ears and nose, bangles on both wrists and a delicate pattern of henna on her hands. The clothes and jewelry are borrowed from a friend who wore them on her wedding day, for there was neither time nor money to have them made for her. Still, she is as radiant and beautiful as any bride I have seen, and a wide-eyed Rafiq seems to agree. Amara and Khalil are present, and a young woman who shyly introduces herself as Nour, Rafiq’s sister. There is an older couple, an uncle of the bride and his wife, who appear slightly uneasy, yet nonetheless embrace the pair warmly when the ceremony ends. We were told both a typical Hindu and Muslim wedding typically lasts several days, but the service the magistrate performs is over in a matter of minutes. Perhaps one day, Parvati and Rafiq can celebrate in a grander style and with their parents included in the celebrations. For now, they look happy and in love and after everything that has happened, it is something to be thankful for. I kiss the bride’s cheek and Daniel claps Rafiq’s shoulder in congratulations. Together we attend luncheon at the uncle’s house, a small, jovial affair, and I am moved that we were included. When we arrive at the house, a modest looking building in the northern part of the city, I spy a figure on the other side of the street, standing in the shade of a chai wallah’s cart. Mr. Patel. I touch Parvati’s arm and nod in his direction and the two of them stand on opposite sides of the road for a moment before Patel shakes his head and walks away.
“It will take time,” I soothe the young bride, uncertain whether it is a lie, but knowing it is what she needs to hear. Parvati nods and turns to her husband, who has observed the scene in silence. He takes her hand, and they walk towards the house. I can hear Parvati’s uncle say, “If he doesn’t want to celebrate his only daughter’s wedding, the loss is his, my dear. He always was stubborn, but he’ll come around”. Then he adds something in Hindi and Parvati laughs. I hope she will look back and think of this day as a happy one.
Daniel and I stay for lunch and listen to some stories of how Rafiq and Parvati met and how she thought he was arrogant, and he thought she was silly. I think back on the day I met Daniel, a day that seems so close, even if it was years ago and in a different land. I thought he was handsome and reserved, and though it was not love at first sight, it was curiosity at first sight. If I had not been so unhappy living with Agnes, I would not have run off to Crete, not met Daniel, likely never become an international Lady Detective either! What would have become of me? Of Daniel? Who would we have been? And who will we become? Questions, questions and more questions, but that is the way of the investigator, the way of this one at least. I look forward to learning the answers.



Chapter 70
“One last look,” I say, standing at the window. The sunrise this morning is glorious, a sky aflame in colors from the palest yellow to vibrant magenta, that calls to mind the color of the sari Amara wore at Parvati’s wedding. The water is aglow, and for a few moments, the world beyond the window is a spectacle of light and color, removed from the struggles and triumphs and everything in between of the people residing within it.
“Bombay has a character all its own. I have traveled to many places, but this city is unlike any I have visited before.”
“I cannot decide how to feel about it. My mind has been so occupied with other matters, and yet when I think on it, the investigation took us all across the city and put us in contact with people from all manner of backgrounds. I wonder what will become of them. I suppose we will learn of Alice’s fate from Artie, and hopefully Parvati and Rafiq will write to us as promised, but the others? What of Celeste? Will she find happiness with Major Agarwal? Or the Lathburys and Chambers, or Bainbridge?”
“You can solve mysteries of all kinds, Evie, but the future is a different matter. No one knows what is to come.”
“I cannot decide whether this is a thrilling or terrifying truth,” I say, turning away from the sunrise. The sight of my husband, too, is the source of not inconsiderable delight.
“A bit of both, probably.”
“Wise man.”
“Remember that,” Daniel says, smiling.



Chapter 71
”I am afraid he is gone, madam.” The concierge shrugs.
“Gone?” I repeat, incredulous.
“It is a problem with young employees, they are unreliable,” he laments.
“But this was good work,” I say, thinking of Sim’s home, of the spare furnishings, his mother’s hollow cheeks. Would he give up good wages that supported his family? Daniel and I agreed to leave the young man a small gift of gratitude for what he did for me. I have not been able to get his home and how he lived out of my mind, and though I know many others face the same conditions, I would like to have helped at least one family in a small way, if I could.
“Someone else will be happy to take his place.” The concierge shrugs.
“Do you know where I can find him?” I ask and he momentarily wrinkles his nose, before his expression is restored to the professional mask he wears.
“I do not, I am afraid. You would not wish to go there anyway.” I cannot tell if he is being honest, but maybe he is right, and Sim would not wish for me to seek him out at his home again. Perhaps his principles do not allow him to continue working in an establishment which caters largely to those he views as trespassers in his homeland. I would have liked to give him something, to thank him once more, but he may not have been willing to accept a monetary gift from me. Dejected, I thank the concierge and turn back to Daniel. I wish Sim well, even if it feels vaguely traitorous to do so. I suspect, in time, his vision of his India may become a reality, at least of a sort. Will I return one day a mere traveler, not the emblem of a usurper? Change comes fast and change comes slow.
“Goodbye, Bombay,” I say in the taxi, the silver blue bay shimmering at my left, Daniel sitting at my right, not quite shimmering, but smiling. “I wonder, if we ever return, will it be a very different place? Will Sim and Rafiq and Agarwal and all the others yearning for independence have their wish?”
“One day, I believe, they will. And one day we may return and see for ourselves.”
“Accompanied by a child of our own?”
“Do you think he or she will be embarrassed of us?”
“It is likely, but it will be character building.”
“Poor hypothetical creature,” Daniel muses.
“I wonder how Hugh and Hollis are faring at the agency.”
“Sorting out the murder and mayhem of London, I presume. You can rest easy with them in charge and enjoy a few more weeks with me.”
“Gladly!”
He takes my hand, and we sit in silence for a few moments, watching the city pass by. There are the chaiwallas with their fragrant brew, fruit vendors, their carts piled high with bananas and mangos, there is a stray dog and a pair of goats, dragged by a thin bearded man walking behind a rickshaw. I see a group of children, no older than six, barefoot, holding out their hands to passersby, and a woman in a vibrant sari, the color of saffron, walking past, looking out at the water. There they all are, and then they are gone, as we drive onwards. So many people, so many stories, joys and woes and everything in between. And here we are in the middle of it all for a fleeting moment, amongst it, yet strangely apart from it, too. The world keeps turning, and we keep moving. So it always has been and likely always will be. Is this a comfort? Perhaps. Perhaps it is best not to dwell upon that which cannot be changed and simply roll along, stopping here and there to grab hold of a hand to accompany us. I turn to Daniel, who is looking at me. Here we are again, where we began and yet far from it, too, my husband and I, off on our next adventure.
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