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Prologue

The station at Kings Cross in London was alive with noise and chatter as it saw the return of children leaving their homes and journeying to their boarding schools for the beginning of the new term.
Boys with maroon blazers trimmed with grey, their caps sitting rakishly on their heads, found their friends, slapped each other on the back and told jokes that left them raucous with laughter. Girls carrying precious lacrosse sticks ran onto the platforms, their hair no longer free as it was when they were holidaying with their parents in all corners of the world, but now caught up in ponytails or plaits, shrieking when they first saw their best friends on the platform, who shrieked in return with excitement.
‘Anyone would fink they were goin’ on oliday instead of going back ter school,’ said Elsie, as she and Camille sat at a tea bar at the station, waiting for the overnight train to Edinburgh.
Camille grinned, remembering how she had felt when she had seen her friends after weeks of holiday. ‘They’re excited,’ she said. ‘They’ll settle down when they’re back at school with all its rules and restrictions. I can remember feeling exactly the same way.’
‘I din’t fink you went ter school.’
Camille chuckled, then grinned. ‘Of course I went to school, Elsie. I just didn’t stay very long at each one because my parents were always travelling. They hired tutors for me along the way, and when we came back to England I was enrolled in another school, private day schools usually.’
‘Ow do yer fink Rose will get on at the school in ‘Ampshire? She ain’t like the uvver girls is she?’
‘Perfectly well. There was quite the reception committee waiting for them wasn’t there when they arrived. They’re a lovely bunch of girls. I’ve never had a moments regret sending Ottilie there. I didn’t want her to go at first but now I’m so glad she did. She’s extremely happy. The St Agatha’s School for Girls has a wonderful reputation, for education and fair-mindedness. They instil the girls with the most important values, and the mistresses know how to let the girls have fun, something I think is very important.’
Elsie nodded, looking sad. ‘I cried a bit when she left.’
Camille leant across the table and took her hand. ‘Oh, Elsie, of course you did. I always shed a few tears when Ottilie goes. But they’re in good hands, and it’s so wonderful they’re together. They’ll support each other.’
‘Rose thinks of Ottilie like a big sister,’ said Elsie. ‘She’s always talking about her, Ottilie this, Ottilie that.’
‘Oh, how sweet. Ottillie says the same. Aren’t we lucky?’ Elsie nodded, smiling, but looking a little forlorn. ‘Have you told her about the baby yet?’
‘Not yet. I thought you an’ me could go down to ‘Ampshire in the ‘alf-term, p’raps tell her on the way back to London.’ She shrugged. ‘Well, she’ll need ter know cos I’ve got a nursery set up in Bucks Row and one in Grosvener Mansions. She ain’t daft. She’ll know what’s ‘appenin’.’
‘What do you think her reaction will be?’
Elsie shrugged. ‘I’m ‘oping she’s goin’ ter be excited. Rose is a good girl...kind.’ She nodded to herself. ‘It’ll be all right.’
A huge steam train pulled in at the station on Platform Eight. The noise it made was incredible. Elsie thought it looked like a dragon, with steam pouring out of its nostrils.
‘D’yer reckon that’s ours?’
Camille reached into her large valise and pulled out two tickets. ‘Platform Eight. Yes, yes, it’s ours. What a huge beast. It looks like a dragon.’
Elsie grinned. ‘I was just thinking the same fing. ‘Ow long do yer fink it will be before we can get on.’
‘They’ll turn it around I expect, new linens for the bedrooms, food for the dining car, a change of serving staff. Probably take an hour or so, time for another cup of tea.’
‘And one of them cakes wiv the icing over the top,’ said Elsie. ‘Got a fancy fer one.’
‘Your wish is my command.’
Later, once they’d finished their tea and cakes, Camille and Cecily left the tea bar and walked to the gate in front of Platform Eight. A uniformed ticket collector stood at the gate, clipping tickets as passengers boarded the train.
‘Good evenin’, ladies,’ he said, tipping his cap to them. ‘Got your tickets?’
Camille handed her ticket to him which he duly clipped, allowing tiny pieces of circular card to fall onto the platform. He took Elsie’s and did the same.’
‘Your car is number three, ladies.’
They thanked him and went through the ticket gate onto the platform, Camille pushing a wheeled luggage rack in front of her which held their cases.
‘Here we are,’ she said. ‘Car number three.’
A porter stood by to help them board their luggage. ‘I’ll take it to the luggage car, madam,’ he said. ‘Someone will get it off for you the other end.’
‘How efficient,’ said Camille as they boarded the train, Camille allowing Elsie to cross from the platform into the train first. ‘They seem to have thought of everything.’
‘Just as well,’ replied Elsie. ‘D’int fancy lugging that bloody fing around.’
‘Should we find our room first do you think?’ said Camille. ‘We can at least leave our valises there and have some dinner. What d’you say?’
‘I say I’m always ready for dinner,’ said Elsie, grinning. ‘An’ I would like to see our room. Can’t wait ter see what a bedroom would look like on a train. Seems sort a wrong some’ow.’
Camille chuckled. ‘Only because you’ve not travelled through the night before. It’ll be compact I assure you, but eminently comfortable I hope.’
‘You’ve slept on a train before then?’
‘Oh, yes, many times, but some of them weren’t as salubrious as this one. Some of the trains had no private rooms, just dusty floors with bunks. It wasn’t terribly pleasant, but it’s what people are used to in some of the countries we visited.’
‘But not in Scotland, I ‘ope.’
Camille laughed. ‘Oh, no, darling, the natives are friendly and well-trained...well, most of them anyway.’
Their sleeper cabin reflected the new era in which Camille and Elsie were living, and the hefty price of the train tickets. Neither of them were disappointed. The cabin, although compact as Camille had expected, was beautifully designed, with wood panelling on the walls that shone in the bright wall sconces. There were two benches, upholstered in bright red velvet which served as seating during the day, but when rearranged functioned as comfortable and cozy beds at night. There was a small pull-down table which was fixed onto the wall underneath the window, and a shelf above each banquette where one could place one’s books or other reading matter.
In a small room to the side of the bedroom come sitting room, there was a compact washstand with a porcelain basin sitting on a mahogany cabinet. Two slim mahogany shelves with brass rails were placed on the side walls ready to hold the occupants personal items, although even now thoughtfully stocked with soaps, towels and other toiletries. Above the washstand a mirror was fixed, etched with the figure of a Scots piper.
‘How charming,’ cried Camille. ‘I think we’ll be very happy here for the night, Elsie.’
‘Looks all right don’t it? This’ll be fun, Camille, like bein’ on an adventure.’







Chapter 1

They made their way to the dining car, holding onto the railings on the side of the train as it puffed its way out of King’s Cross Station to begin the journey to Edinburgh.
‘I could eat an ‘orse,’ said Elsie.
‘I don’t think they do horse on trains,’ said Camille as the train rocked them from side to side. ‘Too big. You might get a lamb chop.’
‘That’ll do.’
When they got to the dining car it was filling up fast with other travellers who had had the same idea.
‘There,’ cried Elsie. ‘A table for two. Come on, Camille, we don’t want ter lose it.’
They got a small table, just for two, set with beautiful vintage china monogrammed in silver, and silver cutlery which sparkled in the chandeliers lighting the dining car from overhead. A waiter immediately attended them, seemingly unperturbed by the rocking of the train as he took their order.
‘This would be a romantic fing for you and ‘Is Nibs ter do,’ said Elsie. She took a sip of her gin sling. ‘Where is ‘e by the way? I fought ‘e would ‘ave gone ‘ead over ‘eels to be wiv you on this trip.’
‘He’s on a case, a very important one. A young man was found on the stairs by The Angel Public House leading down to the Thames. He had had his throat cut and had been stabbed multiple times. He was also the son of  an Earl, and should not have been in that particular neighbourhood, a known den of thieves and vagrants. Richard is trying to find out who killed him, why and what he was doing there.’
‘Reckon it was obvious.’
‘You think so?’
‘I bet he was visiting one of the knocking shops by the Thames. There are loads down there. They ain’t like mine, not nice places. If yer want ter catch somethin’ ‘orrible it’s one of the best places ter go.’ She shrugged. ‘Some men like that sort a fing. The rougher the better.’
Camille pulled a face. ‘Ugh, sounds awful.’
‘They are awful...awful for the girls what work in ‘em. They’re the ones what suffer.’
During dinner they discussed Rose and Ottilie and what they hoped they would do when they were of an age.
‘I’m just ‘appy Rose won’t be doin’ what I’m doin’.’
‘But what will you do when you’re married to Nathanial? Surely you won’t keep your...houses?’
Elsie took a bite out of a piece of crusty bread, allowing the crumbs to fall onto the tablecloth. ‘Course I will. What would I do if Nat dumped me? I wouldn’t ‘ave anyfing would I? I’d ‘ave ter go back to what I know, Camille. Nah,’ she shook her head determinedly, ‘yer should never burn all yer bridges at once.’
‘You’ll have a child by him.’
‘I know.’
‘The Nathanial I know would not allow anything untoward to happen to you, Elsie. He’s too kind.’
Elsie’s face softened and she nodded. ‘E is kind,’ she said. ‘E’s been ever so kind to me of late. Can’t do enough for me. The trouble is ‘e reckons I’m ‘avin a boy. Gawd knows ‘ow ‘e’ll feel if a girl pops out.’
‘He has half a chance.’
‘Yep.’
Elsie looked at Camille from under her eyelashes.
‘Will you ‘ave any more, Camille? Would you like another child?’
Camille didn’t answer right away, wanting to carefully consider what Elsie had asked. ‘I...don’t see myself having more children, Elsie. I always thought Harry and I would have more, but, well, it didn’t happen for whatever reason, usually the one Harry wanted to believe.’
‘Which was?’
‘That I had become infertile. His obsession with having a son finally broke our marriage. He was determined to have one regardless of what it meant.’
‘But I fought he was told he couldn’t ‘ave no more.’
‘He was, but,’ Camille frowned, ‘he would rather believe it was me who was at fault.’
‘There was no fault. No one can ‘elp it can they? Some can ‘ave ‘em and some can’t.’
‘No, it was no one’s fault, but Harry didn’t see it like that.’
‘And what about this ‘ouse what we’re goin’ ter see?’
‘A complete shock. I knew nothing about it.’
Elsie looked astonished. ‘‘E never mentioned it?’
‘Never.’
‘D’yer fink ‘e meant fer you to ‘ave it?’
Camille chuckled. ‘Certainly not. I would imagine he is turning in his grave right now at the thought I am about to take ownership. I told Harry’s solicitor I wasn’t interested, that three houses was quite enough.’
‘Three?’
‘Duke Street, Kenilworth House, and the little house in Brighton.’ She sighed. ‘And now a house in Edinburgh which the solicitor said is not so much a house but a town mansion.’ She glanced at Elsie. ‘Truthfully?’ Elsie nodded. ‘I’m dreading it.’
‘Why, Camille? Aren’t you even a bit excited?’
‘No.’
‘Why not?’
‘Because I’m almost sure it will be like Kenilworth House, old, dreary, with old and dreary staff. Portraits of Harry’s ancestors will be staring down at me disapprovingly from a great height, and everywhere will be brown, brown, brown!’







Chapter 2

The overnight journey to Edinburgh was comfortable and luxurious, with the rail staff attending to Camille and Elsie’s every need. When they wanted a hot chocolate and snack before they went to bed in their rather narrow cots, the staff happily brought it to them. The little water closet with a washbasin was big enough for an all-over wash before bedtime, and the bathing accessories, the shampoo and tiny floral soaps the company had provided, were of the highest quality.
When the lights were finally put out the gentle rocking of the train sent them both into a deep sleep, one anticipating the following days discoveries with relish, the other dreading them.

THE TRAIN ARRIVED AT Waverley Station in the heart of Edinburgh at lunchtime the following day. Camille and Elsie had taken their time to rise, both luxuriating in the cosy warmth their beds afforded them.
‘Did you sleep well?’ Camille asked Elsie?’
‘Like a flippin’ log. I can’t believe it. That was one of the best nights’ sleep I’ve ‘ad in ages. Don’t want ter get up, niver.’
‘Nor me.’ Camille turned onto her side and snuggled even further down into the covers. ‘I wish they’d let us stay here. It seems so safe. Thanks for coming with me to Edinburgh, Elsie. I wouldn’t have blamed you if you’d said no, bearing in mind your condition. How far along are you now do you think?’
‘Um, around five months I fink, not much further. Either way I was ‘appy to come. It’s another adventure ain’t it. Life should be full of adventures.’
‘I know, but we’ve only returned from Sicily a few weeks ago. To be honest I would have put it off, even perhaps until Christmas, but Mr Crabtree, Harry’s solicitor, was adamant it was necessary for me to go as soon as I could because the staff at the house don’t know what’s going to happen to them.’
‘Will they lose their jobs?’
Camille sighed. ‘I really don’t want to dismiss them. Someone must take care of the place when I’m not there.’
‘Are yer going to keep it?’
‘I’m not sure. It’s all happened rather quickly, and so much to contend with so soon after Harry’s death.’ She shook her head with consternation. ‘I still can’t believe it’s happened. When will the numbness wear off and the realisation kick in that Harry doesn’t hold my life in his hands anymore? He has been part of my life for so many years, good and bad...unfortunately recently, all bad. I can only say that it must be a bit like Pavlov’s dogs. I’ve become so used to it I’m still expecting to live my life in the same way.’
Elsie frowned. ‘Who the ‘ell’s Pavlov? Friend a yours?’
Camille glanced at her and laughed. ‘I’ll tell you one day.’

THEY DISEMBARKED THE train just after luncheon which was as beautifully served as dinner and equally as satisfying.
‘Reckon I could live on a train,’ said Elsie. ‘Comfy, cozy, and lovely food. What more could a girl ask for?’
‘You might get rather, bored, darling...going backwards and forwards all the time.’
Elsie pulled a face. ‘Yeah, s’pose so. Didn’t fink of that.’
Waverley Station was as busy as King’s Cross with people from every walk of life either getting onto trains or disembarking and making their way into Edinburgh. There were men on business trips who were waiting for trains to London, mothers with children on day trips, and boarders waiting to catch trains to their respective schools.
Porters and ticket collectors busied themselves at every platform. And everywhere around them steam billowed as huge engines were fed with coal, ready to make their journeys to the most hardworking stations in England.
The sounds from the constant chatter, and trains arriving and leaving the station was cacophonous. Camille was glad when they had relinquished their tickets and left the station through the gargantuan archway serving as the entrance and exit at Waverley Station, complete with its vintage splendour and Victorian decorative elegance. A porter joined them at the entrance and asked if he could assist them.
‘Phew,’ she said when they had at last collected their luggage and were standing on the pavement outside. ‘Right,’ she said, turning to the porter who was awaiting instructions. ‘We should get a taxi cab. The driver will know where to take us I should imagine.’
The porter flagged down a cab and helped the driver put Camille and Elsie’s cases in the boot. Elsie climbed into the back seat of the car followed by Camille, who stared out of the window, wondering with some trepidation what awaited them when they got to the house.
‘Where is the ‘ouse, Camille? Is it near ‘ere?’
‘I don’t know, darling, but it’s on Wemyss Place. I have no idea what it’s like or how big it is. I suppose it must be rather sizeable as it has a full staff, although I do wonder what they can be doing when there is no one in residence.’
‘So, Lord Divine must ‘ave come up ‘ere sometimes, then?’ Elsie asked as the cab made its way across Waverley Bridge and onto Princes Street.
‘I wish I knew. I suppose he may have done, when on one of his sojourns. He liked to have weekends away with his friends where he would treat them to good food, the most expensive wines, and copious cigars. This could very well be one of the places they gathered.’
‘And did you not mind ‘im spendin’ so much time away from ‘ome, Camille? It don’t sound like you spent much time togevver.’
Camille glanced at Elsie as the cab crossed George Street. She turned and rubbed the side window with her glove where it had steamed up. The grey clouds had finally decided to wash everywhere with Scottish rain, a regular occurrence Camille had been warned by Aaron Kaplan, her man-of-all-works in Duke Street. He had frequented Edinburgh often in his youth and had informed her the city was very beautiful, but could be cold and grey. Camille sighed before answering.
‘Harry didn’t want a wife, Elsie. He wanted a trophy, someone to wheel out when the occasion arose, for balls and soirees and suchlike. He never once asked me what I wanted for my life. I was so young when I married him, he ten years older. He liked the way I looked, and was impressed by my pedigree, but thought of me as a child without an opinion and without needs of my own.’
‘Like a pet dog.’
‘Exactly.’
Camille sat back in the seat and folded her hands in her lap, her gaze somewhere in the distance.
‘It feels as though it all happened to someone else. I can barely remember what it was like to live at Kenilworth House with Harry. The house was so vast we could go days without seeing one another, which I’m sure didn’t bother him one jot.’
‘But what about when Ottilie came along? ‘E must ‘ave paid you some attention then?’
Camille shrugged. ‘Not really. He was devastated Ottilie wasn’t a boy, and of course as we know it was never to be, which shattered him even further. Any affection he had for me, which was minimal at best, disappeared, and he couldn’t wait to get rid of me, which he did rather successfully don’t you think.’
Elsie nodded. ‘I din’t like ‘im. Too cocky by ‘arf if you ask me.’
Camille chuckled. ‘Well, I won’t argue with that.’







Chapter 3

The cab took them down Hanover Street and across Princes Street and George Street, then onto Heriot Row, finally turning into Wemyss Place. The rainfall had been but a short shower, which meant, as the cab pulled up in the street, Camille and Elsie could see the houses clearly.
‘Blimey,’ said Elsie. She turned to look at Camille. ‘Is this what you were expectin’?’
Camille widened her eyes. ‘I don’t know what I was expecting.’ She bit her lip. ‘It’s rather beautiful isn’t it?’
‘Looks like one a them ‘ouses in ‘Olland Park, yer know the big, white-painted ones wiv the black railin’s. Nat’s always said he’d a loved one of ‘em.’
‘He could afford one couldn’t he?’
‘Yeah, but ‘e loves Grosvenor Mansions. Said ‘e was brought up there. ‘E said ‘e’s not sure ‘ow ‘appy ‘e’d be anywhere else.’
‘I suppose we should go in.’
‘Do they know we’re comin’, the staff like?’
‘Mr Crabtree said he would inform them.’ She closed her eyes and shook her head. ‘I do hope they’re not going to be difficult. I could be anyone. They don’t know me do they? They may very well not take to me.’
‘Too bloody bad if they don’t,’ said Elsie. ‘That’s the trouble wiv you. Just cos you’re so close to your lot you fink you’ve got ter be like it wiv all of ‘em. This lot ‘aven’t done anyfing for yer, not like Cecily, Knolly, and the uvvers, so don’t let ‘em push you around.’
Camile smiled. ‘I’ll try not to. Come on. Let’s get this over with.’
They stepped out of the cab, the driver leaving their cases on the pavement.
‘Ain’t yer goin’ ter take ‘em inside for us?’ Elsie asked him.
‘Nae, I’m not,’ the driver replied. ‘Yer can get one o’ yer lackeys yonder to take ‘em in. I ain’t paid fer lugging stuff up steps and whatnot.’
‘Suit yerself,’ said Elsie, archly, turning on her heel. ‘Yer can forget yer tip.’
‘Just pay me,’ said the man, rudely, which Camille did, adding a small tip on top. He tipped his cap to her then threw Elsie a look which could have curdled milk. ‘What’s eatin’ her?’ he asked Camille.
‘A bit tired I expect. Thank you.’
‘Aye.’ he said, scratching his head under his cap before getting back into the cab.
Camille linked an arm through one of Elsie’s. ‘You all right, darling?’
Elsie nodded. ‘Yeah, I’m all right. A bit up and down, that’s all.’
‘Understandable, of course. Come on. Let’s get inside. I could do with a cuppa.’
‘Is Scottish tea the same as what we ‘ave in London?’
‘The very same,’ giggled Camille as they went up the steps to the front door. ‘It’s the whisky that’s their forte.’
Elsie raised her eyebrows. ‘Oh, right, well I’ll be tryin’ some a that.’ She glanced at Camille. ‘You got a key?’
‘I have.’ She held up a key on a keyring and proceeded to push the key in the door. As soon as the door was opened they could hear music.
‘That ain’t music is it?’ asked Elsie.
‘It is...but not the sort we’re used to.’
‘Sounds like a strangled cat if you ask me.’
‘I think you’ll find it’s a violin. Let’s go inside and see what’s going on.’
They stepped into a vast hall which had chequerboard black and white tiles on the floor, and a table in the centre complete with a most beautiful arrangement of twigs and berries.
‘How very smart,’ said Camille. The top half of the walls had been wallpapered in an, although pleasant, less than fashionable style, which did not surprise Camille in the slightest. Harry had never held with modernity and the fashion of the day. He had always been much more interested in his ancestry and did not like change. The bottom half of the walls were panelled in rich-coloured mahogany which was echoed in the balustrade which followed the ascent of the stairs in the centre of the foyer.
‘Where’s that ‘orrible sound coming from?
‘The kitchen I believe, behind the stairs.’
‘I don’t want ter worry yer, Camille, but I don’t fink they knew you was comin’ today.’
‘I’m getting exactly the same feeling.’ Camille smiled, her eyes crinkling at the corners. ‘Shall we go and surprise them?’ Elsie nodded, returning her grin.
They walked across the tiles in the foyer, amazed by the amount of doors leading off into different rooms.
‘Like a maze, innit?’ said Elsie. ‘Who the ‘ell needs all them rooms?’
‘We’ll soon find out.’ The music continued as they went towards the kitchen staircase. It was clear no one from the house expected them.
‘Bloody ‘ell,’ cried Elsie, putting her hands over her ears. ‘Is it loud enough? They ‘avin’ a party or what?’
‘Do you know, Elsie, I rather think they are.’
They went slowly down the steps to the kitchen, the music becoming even louder. They could hear cheers, whooping and even the chink of glass on glass. Elsie’s mouth dropped open.
‘A celebration, Camille? They glad Lord ‘Aarry’s met ‘is maker?’
‘I shouldn’t think it’s that. It was a few months ago. Maybe it’s someone’s birthday?’
‘Even so. Sounds like your wine they’re drinkin’ in them glasses what they’re toastin’ ‘emselves wiv.’
When they got to the kitchen door Camille inhaled a deep breath and momentarily closed her eyes. ‘Here goes,’ she said. She opened the door and stood in the centre of the frame.
The realisation they were being watched from the door did not dawn on all of them at once. Gradually the whooping and hollering ceased until the violin player realised his efforts were not being enjoyed as well as they had been. He continued playing for a few seconds until the smile dropped off his face and the cacophonous noise concluded. Nothing was said, no one moved, until a man, dressed as a butler, stepped forward.
‘May I help you? This is private property you know. You can’t just come in here when it suits.’ Camille heard Elsie gasp behind her.
Camille took off her silk gloves one finger at a time, then looked at the man, her eyes narrowed.
‘I am fully aware this house is a private residence. I am Lady Divine. I do believe this house belongs to me.’ Elsie entered the kitchen and stood next to Camille, in effect barring anyone from leaving. She was grinning from ear to ear. ‘What I’d like to know is, what do you think you’re doing?’ She went across to the table and picked up one of the empty bottles strewn on the top. ‘My wine I take it?’
The butler’s complexion turned a deep shade of red and he began to stutter. ‘Madam, we were not....I thought you were coming....’ He took a deep breath. ‘Excuse me, Madam. We did not know you were expected today.’
Camille hardened her jaw. ‘Clearly. I was under the impression Mr Crabtree had informed you.’ She looked around the kitchen at the faces of the staff who were as pale as the butler’s was red. ‘And that is my food you have been enjoying,’ she nodded towards a plate of lobster, ‘which is being washed down by one of the most expensive bottles of wine my late husband had in his cellar.’ Elsie saw the butler swallow. She was enjoying every minute. ‘’We apologise, Madam.’
‘You apologise! You’re apologising for stealing from me? Do you think it’s enough? Do you know what happens to staff who steal from their employers?’
He looked down at his hands, clasped in front of his rather portly belly which Camille did not fail to notice.
‘No, Madam.’
‘Let me enlighten you. You will be immediately released without a reference. When enquiry is made of me about your fitness for a new position, and your honesty, I will tell them you stole from me and you allowed the rest of my staff to do the same. I think you will never be given another position with the same authority as you have been enjoying here.’
‘We are sorry, Madam.’
‘What is all this in aid of?’
‘I’d rather not tell you, Madam.’
Camille lifted her eyebrows. ‘You will tell me...and you will tell me now.’
Camille saw the butler swallow again, but this time with fear in his eyes.
‘We were celebrating, Madam.’
‘Why?’
‘One of our maids has just had a bairn. We were wetting the bairn’s head.’
‘And why would you not want to tell me that?’
‘Because His Lordship is the father.’







Chapter 4

Elsie’s mouth dropped open and Camille’s heart skipped a beat, nausea rising in her throat. She felt herself overwhelmed with heat and she put a hand out to the table to steady herself. Here it was again, Harry’s underhand ways bringing trouble to her door, problems she did not want and did not deserve...until she realised it was impossible. Lord Henry Divine had been unable to father more children.
‘I think not.’
The butler looked up at her, his eyes full of questions. ‘But, Madam...’
‘Do not “but Madam” me.’
She looked around the kitchen, at the empty bottles, the plates of half-eaten food, the used china...the dreadful mess.
‘If you value your positions I suggest you clear up this mess and bring some order to this house. My companion and I have had a long journey and we would like some sustenance. Tea and toast should suffice for this afternoon, but I expect a full dinner on the table by seven this evening. Do I make myself clear?’ There were nods and murmurs from the staff. ‘Then tomorrow I will interview each of you to decide whether I think you are suitable for a position in this house.’
‘What about Ailsa?’
Camille frowned. ‘Ailsa?’
‘The girl who’s had the bairn?’
‘If “Ailsa” is telling you that my late husband is the father of her child she is lying.’ Camille made to turn away.
‘We ain’t been paid yet,’ a voice piped up from the back. ‘Not fer two months.’
‘Is that so,’ answered Camille. ‘You have been eating and drinking your way through my larders and wine cellars since my husband’s demise, so we’ll call it payment in kind.’ There were noises of derision until Camille turned her gaze on them. ‘Of course you can leave now if you wish. Make sure you take only what belongs to you.’ Camille stood back from the door and indicated for Elsie to do the same. No one moved. ‘In that case please get on with what I have asked you to do.’

CAMILLE AND ELSIE MADE their way to the first floor which was as sumptuously decorated as the hall. The kitchen Camille had barely taken notice of. There were so many people crowded inside, and they had made so much mess she chose not to notice how it was situated, how well-equipped it was with the latest gadgets.
She did not know at that moment the kitchen had a modern stove run by gas, a new invention which saved the time and efforts of many a cook or chef. She had not realised there had been electric lighting installed throughout the house, or the cookware had been especially ordered from France where Lord Henry Divine had expected to get the best quality for his money. These were things she would discover later, but for the moment she had other things on her mind.
‘Camille,’ said Elsie as Camille marched up the curved staircase in front of her in high dudgeon. ‘Camille, wait a minute, ducks.’ Camille did not answer. Instead she looked into each of the bedrooms, found the master, ran over to the bed and threw herself on it, pulled a pillow over her head, and sobbed and sobbed. Elsie sat on a chaise under one of the long windows; beautifully dressed in a jacquard fabric of antique gold and tied back with pink tassels.
Elsie allowed her to cry. For fifteen minutes Camille lay on the bed as gradually her sobs subsided and then little by little, she was quiet. She sat up slowly and turned to look at Elsie, her face blotchy, her eyes red and swollen.
‘Sorry, Elsie.’
Elsie shrugged. ‘Do what yer got ter do, ducks.’ She sighed. ‘Trouble follows ‘im around, don’t it?’
‘Even when he’s dead and doesn’t have to deal with the consequences.’
‘Yeah, and it looks like he might ‘ave left more trouble be’ind ‘im, of the ‘uman variety.’
‘Which is impossible. He is unable to father any more children.’
‘So what’s that little madam up to then?’
‘I think we know. She’s up to what they’re usually up to.’
‘Money?’
‘Exactly.’
‘I don’t fink it’s a problem then. You’ve got the doctor’s reports ‘aven’t yer?’
‘I don’t, but I do remember the doctor’s name.’ She slid off the bed and went to the window, looking out over Wemyss Place. ‘I don’t think it’s a real problem, at least, it’s one I can deal with.’
Elsie got up from the chaise and went to the other window, putting an arm around Camille’s shoulders.
‘Not the welcome you were expectin’ was it, ducks?’
‘Not quite.’
Elsie turned Camille to face her. ‘I’ve never seen yer like that before. I was proud of yer, do yer know that. Very proud. They all deserved a swifty kick up the arse in my opinion, and you gave it to ‘em. Well done. They deserved it.’
‘Well, you know what they say, Elsie, while the cat’s away, the mice do play.’
‘Yeah, well, I reckon you’ve put an end to they’re playin’. You should let me sit in on them interviews tomorrer. I can spot a liar a mile off, and a troublemaker. The men will lie and the women will make the trouble...it’s ‘ow it works.’
‘You’ve never met a woman who lies then?’ Camille raised her eyebrows in surprise.
‘Oh, yeah, course I ‘ave, but it’s the reasons they do it, ducks. Women lie to make trouble. Men lie to get ‘emselves out a trouble.’
Camille nodded. ‘You’re probably right.’
‘Anyway,’ said Elsie. ‘I’m ‘ungry, and d’int you mention somefink about tea and toast?’
Camille chuckled, her usual demeanour back in place. ‘I did.’
Elsie grinned. ‘Let’s go get it then.’







Chapter 5

The following day, after a restful sleep for Elsie and a restless night for Camille, the two women met in Camille’s room to discuss how they would carry out the interviews of the staff. Camille had been pleasantly surprised when she had at last surveyed the upper floors of the house that morning.
The bedrooms and private quarters of the household were spacious and lavishly decorated, each bedroom with a four poster bed draped in fashionable and sumptuous fabrics of the best quality. Camille had raised her eyebrows in wonder. It seemed that Harry did have a stylish side to him.
In each bedroom was a vanity table with a large mirror and accompanying chair, a dressing room, and leading from each of the bedrooms, a bathroom, with claw-footed baths, pedestal sinks, and, luxury of all luxuries, indoor plumbing.
‘So what’s the deal, ducks?’ Elsie asked Camille as they sat in Camille’s room sipping coffee.
‘The deal is that the staff have maintained this house to the very highest degree. I cannot fault their labours. Everywhere is clean and dusted, the bathrooms are well-cared for, as are the private quarters.’ She pulled a face of contrition. ‘Perhaps I was a bit too harsh on them.’
Elsie looked astounded. ‘No, indeed, you weren’t, Camille.’ She looked around the room. ‘I must admit I thought everywhere looked like it had been well-cared for, but even so, they took best advantage of the fact that ‘is lordship weren’t ‘ere an’ they weren’t expectin’ you for a time.’ She giggled. ‘What a shock it must’ve been for ‘em when you showed up, eh?’ She bit into a mid-morning pastry. ‘Any’ow, they ‘ad their fair share of the vi’tuals what was ‘ere, d’int they, even drinkin’ ‘is Lordship’s best wine. I ain’t ‘eard nuffink like it. You wouldn’t let your lot get away wiv it, would yer?’
Camille shook her head miserably. ‘No of course not, but then they wouldn’t think of it.’ She sighed. ‘It’s just not the beginning I’d hoped for.’
‘I know it weren’t, Camille, but it ain’t your fault, it’s theirs. They should ‘ave been be’avin’ themselves instead of goin’ down your wine cellar an’ ‘elpin’ themselves. An’ I don’t know why you’re lookin’ like that, all miserable and whatnot. You got ter remember that this ‘ouse is yours now an’ you got ter take charge of fings.’
Camille nodded with another sigh. ‘I know. I know you’re right. I’m just not used to laying down the law.’
‘Well, someone’s got to,’ humphed Elsie, ‘uvverwise you won’t ‘ave nuffin left by the time they’re finished.’ Camille nodded her agreement. ‘Any’ow, who’s first.’
‘The butler I think. I don’t even know his name.’
‘Right, well,’ said Elsie, finishing her pastry and taking the last sip of coffee. She rose from the chaise by the window. ‘You get yerself ready, an’ I’ll go and tell ‘im ‘e’s wanted in the drawin’ room. That’s what it’s called ain’t it? The drawin’ room, although God only knows why anyone would need a special room just ter do a bit a drawin’. I would ‘ave fought it could be done anywhere.’ She shrugged. ‘I dunno. I don’t understand the aristocracy and their funny ways.’
Camille resisted the urge to tell Elsie when someone mentioned the drawing room they were actually referring to the withdrawing room, where the ladies would sit after dinner so the men could discuss business around the dining table, drink brandy and smoke cigars. She decided to save it for another day.
The drawing room was a pleasant room, comfortable, with squashy seating rather than the fashionable chaises everyone seemed to have in their residences. It had a high ceiling enhanced by a cornucopia of carvings around the top, and in the centre, large windows which looked out over the garden, an area Camille couldn’t wait to explore, and plush with velvet and brocade. A huge fireplace, the mantelpiece adored with various pieces of object d’art, was the focal point of the room, and Camille imagined it alight with a generous fire, particularly at Christmas.
It was a beautiful room and this very thing allowed a sadness to overtake her which she couldn’t quite fight off. Harry had not wanted her to either know about the house or spend time there with him. She ruminated on the fact that they could have spent some wonderful time together in the historic city of Edinburgh, seeing the sights and attending the theatre and events, particularly when Ottilie was home from school. It would have been a marvellous thing.
‘Ottilie would love it here,’ she said under her breath.
Next to the drawing room was a generously proportioned dining room with an exquisite table set for twelve, elegant dining chairs, and a rather superb crystal chandelier suspended over the table. There were portraits adorning the walls around the room, and Camille wondered who the sitters were. There were a number of paintings of men who resembled Harry, family ancestors Camille supposed, and three of the same woman; beautiful, exquisitely dressed, and with a haughty expression on her face. Camille raised her eyebrows thankful she wouldn’t have to meet her.
She sat in one of the squashy single seats, then decided to pull two seats closer, one beside her for Elsie, and one in front so she could look into the faces of the staff. She wanted the interviews to be friendly, to give the staff a chance to put across their points of view in their own words. She didn’t want to harangue them or accuse them of anything...she closed her eyes momentarily...it was the last thing she wanted, but she had to admit to herself it was the first time she had ever had to discipline a member of staff, if that is what she would be called upon to do.
The staff at Kenilworth House had been kept in line by the butler whom Camille avoided simply because he was a copy of Harry, and repeated every word to the letter that Harry uttered.  She knew the staff lived in fear of him which was why she had never taken to butlers and was adamant she did not want to live at Kenilworth House. Her loyal staff, her friends at Duke Street, had never given her occasion to feel they weren’t giving of their best, or that they had ever had any intention other than to be an important part of her family. Camille adored them and she had hoped it would be the same at Wemyss Place.
‘Perhaps that’s the difference,’ she said under her breath. ‘They feel like my family. We care about one another.’

A FEW MOMENTS LATER Elsie arrived at the door with the butler in tow.
‘Mr Hogg, Lady Divine,’ said Elsie as she showed a rather contrite man into the drawing room. She took a seat next to Camille which surprised Mr Hogg. He hadn’t been aware he would be interviewed by two persons.
He sat in the chair opposite Camille and decided to ascribe his behaviour to the respect he thought he deserved as head of the downstairs household.
‘Is it necessary to interview me, Lady Divine?’ he asked rather sniffily in his broad Scottish accent, not as contrite as was first presented. ‘I am the butler here, Gerald Hogg. His Lordship saw fit to put me in the position of head of the downstairs staff. I had hoped it would have told you something about my character.’
Camille immediately felt herself bristle, but lowered her shoulders and told herself to calm down. She nodded and pursed her lips. ‘Are you in the habit then, of allowing the staff to have parties in the kitchen?’
‘On special occasions, Ma’am, yes. I have never run this house as a prison. If there is something to celebrate we celebrate it. His Lordship did not object.’
‘But His Lordship was rarely here, Mr Hogg, and he most definitely will not be returning.’ She heard Elsie stifle a giggle. ‘It is the occasion you decided to celebrate that disturbs me. Perhaps you could explain.’
‘The upstairs maid, Ailsa Ferguson was delivered of a child. We were wetting the baby’s head. It’s something we do quite liberally in Scotland.’
‘Where is Ailsa Ferguson now?’
‘In the summerhouse, Madam.’
Camille’s mouth dropped open. ‘In the summerhouse? Why is she in the summerhouse?’
‘You have not had time to explore the house and gardens, Madam. The summerhouse is perfectly adequate, Your Ladyship. His Lordship had it renovated for guests should any wish to stay over which we could not accommodate in the main house. It is self-contained with a small kitchen, bathing area, water closet and all the amenities anyone would wish for.’
‘Including a nursery?’ Gerald Hogg gave her a rather scathing look which made Elsie start. Camille placed a gentle hand on her arm.
‘There is of course no nursery, Madam.’
‘And how long is Miss Ferguson intending to stay in the summerhouse, Mr Hogg? Should she not find somewhere else for herself and her child to live. This house is not a kindergarten.’
‘I appreciate that, Ma’am, but under the circumstances...’
Camille gritted her teeth. ‘Which are?’
Mr Hogg fidgeted on his seat, uncrossed his legs which indicated his discomfort, and placed a hand on each knee.
‘The child’s parentage, Ma’am.’
‘Explain, Mr Hogg.’ Elsie grinned. She knew Camille was trying to unsettle him, but she was so subtle he would not have realised. Learn from this, Elsie,’ she thought.
‘The child’s father, Lady Divine,’ he said, unable to meet Camille’s eyes. ‘It is His Lordship.’
‘I think not.’
‘But, Madam...’
‘Mr Hogg, the child’s father is not Lord Henry Divine and I will not have it said it is so. Ailsa Ferguson and my husband may well have had a liaison, but I can assure you the father of her child is not he. And while we’re on this unsavoury subject, why was the liaison allowed to continue may I ask? You have just said you are the head of the downstairs staff yet it seems you allowed this...relationship, to continue. Why did you not put a stop to it?’
Gerald Hogg inhaled a wobbling breath. Elsie realised he was on the ropes. ‘I tried to, Madam. I warned Miss Ferguson on more than one occasion, but I could not insist His Lordship stay away from her. My influence did not stretch that far and certainly would have made no difference to His Lordship.’
‘And what of the housekeeper?’
‘Miss Lemmon.’
‘What of Miss Lemmon? Did she have no influence over Miss Ferguson?’
‘Miss Lemmon took a liberal attitude to the situation. She did speak to her of that I am certain, but she was of the same mind. We could not advise His Lordship.’
Camille nodded. She was aware of Harry’s proclivities. She assumed he was not paying the girl for his fun, and she was probably of the mind she would get something out of it, more than she was entitled to if her proclamation that Harry was the father of her child was anything to go by.
‘I will be considering the positions of employment in this residence, Mr Hogg. It is by no means certain I will be keeping the house in Edinburgh because I cannot see the occasions on which I would stay here.’
The butler looked fearful. ‘But, Madam...’
Camille interrupted him. ‘You might be better placed in a house in London. A butler would not be required here in any case due to the fact I know no one in Edinburgh. The house seems over-staffed, but I will commend the staff on the cleanliness of the house. It is pristine. Both myself and Mrs West noticed and appreciated it.’
Mr Hogg nodded glumly. ‘Should I tell the other staff?’
‘Please do not. I wish to interview them myself before I make any hard and fast decisions.’ She sighed and placed her hands in her lap, showing her desire to end the interview. ‘Please send Miss Lemmon in to the drawing room, and I would prefer it if you would keep whatever we have discussed to yourself. There is no need for you to share it with anyone else.’ The butler rose from the chair, bowed to Camille, and left the room.
Camille turned to Elsie, a look of incredulity crossing her face.
‘I feel quite sick.’
Elsie patted her arm. ‘Turned a blind eye to it, d’int they, the shits. Let ‘im and ‘er get on wiv it. P’raps it kept Lord ‘Arry quiet so they let it go on.’ She shook her head. ‘Don’t know what I would a done in the same situation to be ‘onest. Pro’bly easier for ‘em ter keep their mouths shut.’
‘That’s all very well, Elsie, but when did Miss Ferguson get the time to sleep with my husband?’
Elsie chuckled. ‘It don’t take long yer know, Camille. I know you’ve been out a practice a while but you say “sleeping togevver” like they was getting’ in ter bed wiv each uvver. That ain’t what was ‘appenin’. He was ‘avin her while she was bendin’ over making the beds, or cleanin’ the sink. It weren’t one a them tryst fings what they ‘ave in plays. He was makin’ a play for ‘er, and she let ‘im. Lots a girls do it. They get jobs in these big ‘ouses and allow the master to fiddle wiv ‘em.’
There was a light knock on the door and a woman entered. She was about forty years of age, wearing an old-fashioned brown serge dress overlaid with a cream-coloured cardigan. Camille watched her as she entered the room, noticing her hair was rather beautiful, coiffed in a chignon in the old-fashioned way, the chestnut-coloured waves shining in the light from the chandelier. She stood in front of Camille and waited to be asked to sit down.
‘Please sit, Miss Lemmon,’ said Camille, trying to smile at the woman. She did not want to come across to the staff as brusque, but she was finding the disappointment of her arrival the day before hard to shake off. Her heart was sinking further with each interview, and she was quite sure by the end of the day, when she had spoken to them all, it would have landed in her Mary-Jane shoes. ‘How long have you worked in this house, Miss Lemmon?’
‘About five years,’ she answered in a soft Scottish burr.
‘And where were you before you came here?’
‘I...I was up in the islands, looking after my parents, Jock and Hannah Lemmon. My mother passed first, then my father. I decided to leave the islands after they passed. There was nothing up there in terms of work, you understand. So, I answered an advertisement in The Lady, looking for a housekeeper in a respectable house in Edinburgh. I applied...and here I am.’
‘Can I ask you about yesterday, Miss Lemmon?’
The housekeeper looked uncomfortable. ‘Of course, Madam. Ask away.’
‘Did you sanction it?’
‘Nae, Lady Divine, I did not.’
‘Were you present. I don’t remember seeing you there.’
‘Because I wasn’t.’ She pressed her lips together. She didn’t want to speak about it but knew she would not be allowed to keep quiet. ‘I did nae agree with it, Lady Divine. I was in my room, listening to the caterwauling and the whoopin’ and the dancing. The poor girl wasn’t there either, too busy nursing her baby in the summerhouse which was what she should have been doing.’ She shook her head. ‘Any excuse for a party, that’s what he says.’
Camille frowned. ‘It’s what who says?’
Miss Lemmon widened her eyes. ‘Why, the boss, of course. Mr Hogg. What he says goes in this  house. He even tries to tell me how to do ma job, but I put him in his place. He takes care of the groomsmen and I look after the maids, which is how it should be after all. He just needs reminding sometimes. He quite looks upon this house as his own I daresay, particularly when His Lordship hasn’t been up for a while.’
‘And Miss Ferguson.’
‘Oh, that wee hussy. She’s nothing ter worry about. I told ‘er she’d get caught if she was nae careful. It happens all the time in these big houses.’ She shook her head. ‘She said I didn’t know how to enjoy myself.’ She chuckled. ‘Well, she’s not enjoying herself now. That bairn keeps her awake night after night. She’s barely had a wink of sleep since he was born.’
‘A boy then?’
Miss Lemmon nodded her head once. ‘Indeed.’
Camille’s heart dropped lower. ‘What do you know about her...relationship...with my husband.’
Miss Lemmon chuckled again. ‘Your Ladyship, there was no relationship with her and Lord Divine. It existed only in Ailsa’s head.’
‘So they weren’t...?’
‘Oh, my lady, they were, whenever she went upstairs to do what she had to do, he would follow her up, and we all knew what for. He could nae resist her charms apparently. That’s what she told us all anyway.’ She flushed when she remembered who she was speaking to. ‘I’m sorry, Madam. I can understand this must be painful for you, but I can only speak plainly and as my conscience dictates.
‘I warned her. Many times. But she’s young and wanted to think she was attractive to all men. I told her not to be so stupid, but I was very worried about her, her being as young as she is. As if a Lord was going to look at her twice. She said he’d looked at her more than twice, and much more besides. I know Mr Hogg warned her too, but we couldn’t say anything to His Lordship, could we? That wouldn’t have been allowed. We were frightened for our positions.’
Camille nodded, trying with all her might to keep her composure.
‘Miss Lemmon, in your opinion is there anyone employed in this house who doesn’t need to be here?’
Miss Lemmon looked surprised. ‘I’m not sure I can answer that question honestly, Lady Divine. I wouldn’t want to see anyone dismissed, or to have it on my conscience, particularly if they couldn’t get another position. Positions in these houses don’t grow on trees, and we’re fully aware of the fashion for a pared down staff.’
Camille leant forward. ‘Just between you and me,’ she said sotto voce.
‘Mr Hogg,’ replied the housekeeper without more persuasion. ‘He does very little. Lazy I call it. Don’t know what he’s being paid fer. He only worked when his Lordship was here because he received Lord Divine’s guests for him, of which there were many I admit, but apart from then...’ she shook her head, ‘...nothing at all except put his feet up on the table and read newspapers. I have always thought a maid in a smart black dress and pristine white apron could do the job just as well.
‘I can say honestly that my girls work hard. We keep the house running and spick and span. You can’t allow a house to go a day without some form of cleaning going on to keep it in shape. But,’ she sighed, ‘I’m afraid Mr Gerald Hogg never gets involved with any of that. Too busy organising his social life.’







Chapter 6

‘Well, Camille,’ said Elsie when they’d broken for lunch which was served in the rather elegant dining room. ‘That were interesting weren’t it?’ Lunch was soup, followed by a selection of cold meats, with salad, and a glass of chilled white wine.
Camille held up her glass. ‘Do you think they’re trying to soften me up?’
‘I fink they’re tryin’ to show yer ‘ow civilised they are ‘cause they want to keep their jobs. That’s what I fink.’
‘And this luncheon is very nice.’
‘It is.’ Elsie looked around the table. ‘But I’m not sure the cook made it. I went into the kitchen and saw Miss Lemmon making a sauce. She’s the ‘ousekeeper ain’t she? Din’t fink ‘ousekeepers did fings like that. Looks like they wheeled out the best china an’ all. You should be honoured.’
‘Oh, I am.’ Camille took a sip of her wine. ‘And what do you think of what Miss Lemmon said about Gerald Hogg?’
‘Reckon ‘e’s a lazy git. Did what ‘e ‘ad ter do when Lord ‘Arry was ‘ere, then downed tools as soon as that front door was shut when Lord ‘Arry went back to London. I got ter be honest, Camille, and it ain’t ‘cause I want ter see someone out of a job, but I can’t see the point of ‘im bein’ ‘ere, especially now Lord Divine’s no longer wiv us. You’ve always said you don’t like butlers, at least not fer yerself, and you’re runnin’ the show now.’
‘But how can I tell a man he hasn’t got a job any longer? He might have a family.’
‘No,’ said Elsie frowning, ‘‘e ain’t.’
‘How can you know that?’
‘I just know, love. I can tell.’
Camille carried on eating, deep in thought.
‘Well, before I do anything as radical as that I want to speak with Ailsa Ferguson.’
‘D’you want me ter go and get ‘er after lunch?’
‘No,’ said Camille wiping the corners of her mouth with her napkin. ‘I haven’t seen the garden yet. I thought I’d take a wander and have a look at it. Mr Hogg and Miss Lemmon said Miss Ferguson is in the summerhouse. I’ll call in on my way round.’
‘Do yer want ter know what else I fink?’ Camille nodded. ‘I fink yer won’t be callin’ ‘er “Miss Ferguson” by the time your conversation wiv ‘er is over. She finks she’s got somefing there what will propel ‘er to wealf. Don’t let ‘er blackmail yer, Camille. Even if she can’t make the accusation that Lord Divine is the kid’s father stick, she could go to the newspapers and kick up a stink.’ Camille closed her eyes momentarily and took a long swig of her wine. ‘Do yer want me ter come wiv yer?’
‘No. No thank you, Elsie. I think this is something I must do for myself.’

CAMILLE LEFT THE HOUSE through the French windows in the dining room. The garden was bathed in sunshine which warmed the heads of the succulent blooms of roses, hydrangeas and lilies so they released an abundant aroma, a mixture of all making a heady, floral, and calming atmosphere. I’ll make the most of them,’ she thought. The season’s nearly at an end. The blooms won’t be here for long.
She followed a pathway of neatly laid flagstones which followed the lawns, trimmed to perfection and spreading to the gates at the back of the garden where huge rose, clematis and wisteria climbers in their early autumnal garb hid the garden from the view of prying eyes.
There were wooden benches strategically placed throughout, some almost hidden by the overhanging blooms, their weathered surfaces only adding to the ambiance. A small fountain trickled a soothing song to accompany the birds who had made their homes in the tree branches hanging overhead.
Some thoughtful gardener had provided a herb garden, luscious with pungent leaves for the use of the cook who could simply wander through the flower beds and pick the herbs she needed. Camille breathed in deeply and enjoyed the beautiful aromas, so reminiscent of Phillips’s little allotment in the Duke Street garden where he grew vegetables and herbs to satisfy even the most discerning cook, as of course, Knolly was.
To the side of the garden was a terrace on which sat a summerhouse. Painted blue with a tiny veranda to the front, it was decorated with elaborate curlicues painted in a contrast white, and from each corner hung a hanging basket of colourful early autumn blooms.
Camille’s breath hitched in her throat. She had not anticipated a meeting of this kind when she had sat aboard the train from London to Edinburgh. She suddenly wished she had accepted Elsie’s offer of accompanying her to visit Ailsa Ferguson, but then acknowledged it could seem as though they were intimidating the girl. It would not be a good beginning. Better one to one, thought Camille. I need to get the full story and to tell her why Harry could not possibly be the father of her child.
She stepped up onto the veranda which ran around the summerhouse and knocked gently on the door. She waited a moment, then knocked again, biting her lip when she realised Ailsa Ferguson might be feeding the baby. Suddenly, a pale face appeared in the tiny window at the side of the door. Camille heard a key being turned in the lock and a bolt being drawn back. The door opened slowly.
In the frame stood a young woman of not much more than twenty two. She had long, thick red hair which hung over one shoulder. She was dressed in a white chemise, trimmed with lace and with long sleeves, rather like a smock. She had an attractive face, pretty, freckled, and set off by the most startling green eyes.
‘Miss Ferguson?’ asked Camille, her eyes narrowing at the sight of the young woman. ‘I’m Lady Camille Divine. I wondered if I could speak with you.’
Ailsa Ferguson gave one nod and opened the door wider. She stepped back, allowing Camille to enter the summerhouse which seemed to be in some disarray. There were clothes scattered across the floor and laid over chairs and tables. The indisputable smell of a baby permeated the tiny house, baby powder and something else, indefinable, which only a mother would recognise.
Leading from the main room, which was a bed-sitting room, was a tiny kitchen, and in the other direction, a water closet and washing area. On the bed was a suitcase, thrown open and either in the process of being unpacked or packed, Camille could not discern which.
‘Miss Ferguson,’ said Camille with a small smile. She wasn’t sure how to treat this young woman, bearing in mind she had been having relations with her husband, even if they had been estranged at the time. ‘I think we need to talk.’
Ailsa nodded and cleared a space on the bed for Camille to sit. ‘What do yer want to talk about?’ she asked in a small voice with a soft Scottish burr.
Camille raised her eyebrows. ‘I would have thought it was rather obvious. You’ve had a child which you are saying is my husband’s.’
Ailsa nodded and Camille looked around the room for signs of the baby, frowning. ‘Where is the little boy?’
Ailsa went to the other side of the bed and pulled back the eiderdown. Snuggled in between two pillows was a tiny mite, as red-headed as his mother, already freckled, his face scrunched, red and sweaty into an expression of discontent at being disturbed out of his sleep.
‘This is Lachlan,’ said Ailsa. ‘It’s nearly time for his feed.’
‘I won’t keep you long, Miss Ferguson...and while we’re on the subject, I have had a child of my own and I fed her for months, so please do not be embarrassed on my account.’
‘I would have thought you would have had a wet-nurse for your little one, Lady Divine.’
‘Many do, Miss Ferguson, but I wanted to feed her myself. It went against the grain of course, but I’ve never been one for following the grain.’
‘What will you have me do, Lady Divine? There needs ter be some agreement between us.’
Camille looked around the room again. ‘It seems you’re either unpacking or packing, Miss Ferguson. Which is it?’
‘I’m packing...going to Glasgow to be with my mother and father who have offered to put me up for a while. I know I can’t say here.’ She eyed Camille as though waiting for something to be offered.
‘It’s certainly not ideal for you to be with your baby in a summerhouse, and you couldn’t stay here throughout the winter, but I don’t want you to feel you’re being hurried away. There are certain things we need to discuss of course, the main one being the parentage of Lachlan.’
Ailsa Ferguson stared at her. ‘I know who the father is, Lady Divine.’
‘You are saying it’s Lord Divine.’
‘It is Lord Divine. My baby’s father is a Lord.’
Camille inhaled a deep breath which she hoped would fortify her when she delivered the news.
‘My husband could not be the father of your child, Miss Ferguson. He was infertile, unable to have any more children.’







Chapter 7

Ailsa Ferguson stared at Camille for a few moments, then sank heavily onto the bed.
‘It’s not possible. He had a child, your daughter.’
‘Indeed, but after trying for years my husband underwent medical tests. He was told in no uncertain terms the likelihood of him having more children was nil. He had had an accident while playing polo and it had caused long-term effects. You are the first person I’ve ever told about that because he begged me not to divulge it, but now...well, he is no longer here, and I do not want you to be under the illusion that your son was fathered by Lord Divine, my dear. He most certainly was not.’
Ailsa Ferguson lifted her chin and looked Camille directly in the eyes. ‘You have proof I take it?’
Camille felt herself bristle. ‘I do not need proof. The weight of proof is on your shoulders, Miss Ferguson. You are claiming your son is the son of a Lord when he cannot be, which means your claims are false.’
Camille stood and brushed down her skirt which suddenly felt grubby.
‘As a member of the household staff you will be given every assistance to return to your family home. If you need help with tickets, temporary accommodation until your journey to Glasgow, they will be provided, but the situation you find yourself in, Miss Ferguson, is not the responsibility of this house, nor mine. The situation is your responsibility. You have said you slept with my husband. I dispute it, Miss Ferguson. I knew my husband better than you ever will, and I know it did not happen, no matter what you are telling your friends, your family, and the household staff.
‘You may stay here for a few weeks until you and your baby are strong enough to leave, but I would appreciate it if you would not spread falsehoods about my husband, or about my family.
‘This house now belongs to me, and the way it has been run in the past does is not compatible with my expectations. I would ask you to have minimal contact with the rest of the staff,’ Ailsa startled at this, ‘and conduct yourself as quietly and unobtrusively as possible.’
Camille left the summerhouse, leaving the door open for Ailsa Ferguson to close, her heart thumping wildly in her chest. The abundance of floral aromas were lost on Camille as she strode down the flagstone path towards the house, tears sparkling at her eyelashes, her face stiff with shock...and not a little regret.
‘I know he didn’t sleep with you, darling,’ she said to herself. ‘He could not abide redheads.’

ELSIE WAS WAITING FOR Camille in the drawing room when she returned to the house. Her eyes widened when she saw her friend and instantly went across to her.
‘Camille?’ Camille drew in a breath that shivered in her chest. She wanted to cry but was determined not to. ‘Camille? Oh, my Gawd, what the ‘ell ‘appened? What did she say?’
Seeing Camille’s distress, Elsie went to the drinks console and poured two brandies, one for herself and one for Camille. She handed a glass to Camille, who unusually for her, knocked the peppery liquid back in one gulp.
‘That bad was it?’
‘Worse.’
‘Why?’
‘She asked me if I had proof that Harry could not have fathered her child.’
They both sat on a settee, Camille on the edge of the seat, tense, wound up, furious that someone should speak to her in such a way about her own husband.
‘I told her something I have never told anyone before because Harry did not want me to, and certainly he would not have divulged it, but it’s in the open now.’
Elsie frowned. ‘What is?’
‘He had an accident while playing polo. It’s the reason he couldn’t father any more children. It was the family secret. He felt emasculated by it, was determined that the fact we could not have more children had nothing to do with the accident, and would not speak of it or have it spoken about. He was much more comfortable blaming me for us not becoming parents again, even though I was present when the doctor gave him the news.’ She glanced at Elsie, tears running down her cheeks.
‘You poor, cow. What you’ve ‘ad ter put up wiv.’
‘It was easier to let him have his way. He had convinced himself I was at fault, even told his friends that the “poor old girl” as he put it, couldn’t come up with the goods anymore.’
‘And you ‘ad ter listen ter that?’
‘It wasn’t said in my presence. Harry knew I was just as likely to have disputed it if he had said it in front of me. No, he said it when he was with his friends, and they told their wives. Unfortunately, not one of them was a friend to me, and maliciously gave me the news of the lies Harry was bandying about, secretly believing it even when I disputed it. I was the centre of gossip for years. Everyone wondered why Lord and Lady Divine had not been delivered of a son.’
‘And that little cow wants you to provide proof. Bloody ‘ell. It’s a bloomin’ good job I din’t come wiv yer, Camille, ‘cause I’d a likely swung for ‘er.’
‘I must confess I was very angry, spoke to her with a harshness I had never thought I was capable of. She’s young, early twenties, but the thing is, Elsie, Harry couldn’t have slept with her. She has red hair and freckles.’
‘What’s that got ter do wiv anything? There’s nothin’ wrong with red hair and freckles. It’s beautiful.’
‘Yes, yes, I know it is, and she is. Beautiful, I mean. But Harry never dissembled on the fact. He disliked red hair with a passion because it reminded him of two boys at his boarding school, brothers, who bullied him to distraction, and put his head into a horse trough, nearly drowning him in the process. They had red hair and freckles, and Harry always said whenever he met anyone who had the same features it caused him great anxiety, bringing back the memories of his school days. I know it sounds utterly ridiculous, but I’m certain the tales she has been telling the other staff about her having trysts with Harry over the bed-making is all lies.
‘There is a maid in the kitchen, tall, blonde, with a dewy complexion. Now, if it were she who was currently ensconced in the summerhouse with a baby she says is Harry’s I would find it hard to dispute he had slept with her at some juncture.’ She shook her head. ‘No, it’s not right. I cannot believe it.’
She glanced at Elsie again.
‘Don’t misunderstand me, Elsie. I know full well what Harry was capable of. During the latter years of our marriage I know he did his utter best to prove he was still a man, even if he did not want to prove it with me. I’m sure there are many women in our social circle he had dalliances with, as well as those in your own profession. Remember Lady Delphinium?’
Elsie nodded. ‘Yeah, I remember ‘er. Little tart. So you told ‘er then? Ailsa Ferguson? Yer told ‘er what’s what?’
‘I did, but even though she was clearly shocked at what I told her about Harry, she came back at me asking for proof.’ Camille held her glass out to Elsie for a refill which she duly obliged. ‘I have a feeling I haven’t heard the last of Ailsa Ferguson.’
‘You think she’ll come after you fer money?’
‘I think she’ll want more than that. I may have a battle on my hands, Elsie, one I could not have dreamt of in my wildest nightmares. Ailsa Ferguson’s soft Scottish burr hides a spine of steel. There will be repercussions, I’m sure of it.’
‘And what will you do?’
Camille shrugged. ‘Deal with them as they arise, Elsie. I’m not sure what else I can do.’







Chapter 8

That evening Camille and Elsie sat in the sitting room where a roaring fire had been set. It was a little too warm, but they had both realised that Scotland’s temperatures were somewhat lower than in London, and they had welcomed the sight of the crackling flames as they entered the room after dinner.
Dinner had been a little hit and miss. The beef had been overcooked and was dry and tough. Elsie had picked a piece of meat from her plate and said, ‘Next time I need my shoes soled and ‘eeled I’ll take this slice a beef down to the cobblers.’ It had at least made Camille laugh who had eschewed the beef for the vegetables which had proved to be, again, overcooked and swimming in water.
‘Wos goin’ on?’ asked Elsie. ‘She’s a cook ain’t she, or supposed ter be? I wouldn’t give this muck to a dog.’
Camille sighed. ‘Yes, I must admit I thought last night that the cooking skills here were a bit hit and miss.’
‘Bit more miss than ‘it if you ask me. ‘Ave you interviewed ‘er yet.’
Camille shook her head. ‘No, not yet. I’ll do it in the morning. I was hoping I wouldn’t need to when the housekeeper didn’t say anything about her staff, but then of course I suppose she wouldn’t.’
‘What do yer mean?’ Elsie asked frowning.
‘The housekeeper looks after the kitchen staff and the maids, the butler the footman and the porters, and also the gardeners. It’s why you hire a housekeeper and a butler so they don’t have to deal with staff of the opposite sex.’
‘What a load a baloney. What’s wrong wiv these people.’
Camille raised an eyebrow. ‘I don’t know Elsie, but I think it’s time I found out, don’t you?’

THE FOLLOWING MORNING Camille had a headache after a night with no sleep, and could not bear to interview the cook right away. After a light lunch, which did not improve her mood because it was virtually tasteless, she and Elsie made a plan to explore Edinburgh. Afterwards, she asked to see Miss Lemmon, the housekeeper, thinking she should keep to some kind of protocol where the staff were concerned.
‘Yes, Madam,’ said Miss Lemmon. Camille noticed Miss Lemmon wrung her hands constantly, and she wondered why.
‘I’d like to have a chat with the cook, Miss Lemmon, if it’s convenient,’ expecting of course that it would be.
Miss Lemmon widened her eyes which she averted to the side. Her mouth opened as if her lips were looking for the right thing to say. ‘I...I, er, well, she’s rather indisposed.’
‘Oh?’ Camille frowned. ‘In what way?’
‘A headache I think.’
Camille narrowed her eyes, thinking of Knolly and how she had soldiered on, insisting to continue to work even though she had been ill for weeks. ‘I will not detain her for long, Miss Lemmon. I’m going into Edinburgh this afternoon and want to get these interviews over before I go.’
Miss Lemmon reluctantly nodded and left the room. Camille waited. Fifteen minutes elapsed and still the cook had not appeared. Suddenly there was a shuffling at the door to the drawing room, and the cook, Camille assumed although she did not know for certain, came into the room, preceded by the unmistakeable waft of alcohol. The woman was drunk.
‘Sit down, Mrs...,’ began Camille. ‘I’m sorry, I haven’t been given your name.’
The woman hiccupped then said, ‘Mrs Leach, Madam. Ma name’s Phylis Leach.’
Camille nodded, wondering if it was likely she would get any sense out of the woman bearing in mind she was so inebriated.
‘How long have you worked here, Mrs Leach?’
Mrs Leach hiccupped again, quickly covering her mouth with her hand. ‘About ten year, Madam, yus, about ten year, give or take.’
‘And you enjoy your job?’ Of course you do, thought Camille. ‘You’re drinking the contents of my cellar.’
‘Oh, aye, Madam, I do enjoy it. Love it really. Best job in the world.’
There is no way for me to get around this, thought Camille. I’ll just have to say it. ‘Mrs Leach, you are drunk.’
‘Och, no, Madam, not drunk. I would nae drink on the job, but when service is done I have a small sherry, bought with me own money,’ she assured Camille. ‘I would nae take it from yer ain cellar, Lady Divine.’
‘What do you know about Ailsa Ferguson?’
Phylis Leach frowned as though she wasn’t quite sure where she was and she wobbled in her seat. ‘Who?’
‘Ailsa Ferguson, Mrs Leach. You must know her. She was a maid here, currently living in the summerhouse with her baby. I want to know what you know about her.’
‘Oh, yer mean the wee lass with the wee bairn.’
Camille sighed. ‘Yes, Mrs Leach. That’s who I mean.’
Mrs Leach attempted to shrug but was unable to pull it off. ‘I don’t know anything about her, ‘cept she got ‘erself in the family way. We did nae know what ter do about it. You’d be better talkin’ to Miss Lemmon. If were she who made all the arrangements.’
‘What arrangements?’
‘Fer the baby an’ all. She bought all the baby things, yer know, nappies and muslins and the like. And clothes. The lass did nae have nowhere tae go, and no money tae buy baby things with, so Miss Lemmon took pity on her and told her to stay in the summerhouse until it all blew o’er.’
‘Until what blew over?’
Mrs Leach frowned, looking as though she was drifting away from the conversation, but then righted herself. ‘The hoo ha, a course.’
‘Why was there a hoo ha?’
‘She’s not married is she? She had a baby over the brush. Yer can nae do things like that. Looks bad so it does.’
‘And the father is?’
‘Oh, I don’t know that. She nae speaks ter me anyway. Got her eyes set on higher things if yer know what I mean.’ She tapped the side of her nose which made her go cross-eyed in her drunkenness.
‘I don’t, Mrs Leach.’
‘Well, the master a course. She wanted the master, but he would nae have a hair o ‘er. Not through lack o’ tryin’ mind.’
Camille wasn’t sure she wanted to ask the next question but felt she should if she were to discover more about the affair.
‘How do you know he didn’t want anything to do with her?’
‘Miss Lemmon told Mr Hogg. I overheard her telling him that she’d tried to take Ailsa in hand but the girl was past securing. The girl was making eyes at the master, being...’ she frowned, ‘...what was the word now...oh, yes, Madam. Overt. That was it. She was bein’ overt. God knows what she meant.’
Camille shook her head, then told Mrs Leach she could go back to the kitchen. The woman looked as though she was in danger of vomiting over the drawing room carpet. The whole thing was a tissue of lies and Camille knew she would have to get to the bottom of it if she was to discover what was really happening at the house. Clearly Harry had simply let the staff get on with it instead of managing them. Miss Lemmon and Mr Hogg seemingly had no authority whatsoever, apart from Mr Hogg’s insistence he was waited on in Harry’s place.
‘The staff must have cost Harry an absolute fortune,’ she said to herself. ‘He hasn’t kept an eye on anything. It can’t continue. I need to look at the household accounts,’ she rubbed her forehead wearily, ‘but I can leave it until another day.’
At that moment, Elsie peeked around the door.
‘All done, ducks?’
‘Oh, Elsie,’ Camille said despairingly. ‘What a mess.’
‘Come on,’ said Elsie. ‘Let’s go for that walk. It’ll blow the cobwebs away. We ain’t been out for two days and we’re gettin’ stale.’
Camille smiled. ‘Yes, yes you’re right. We’ll go and have an explore. I hear Edinburgh is a wonderful place to visit with lots of historical features.’
Elsie laughed out loud. ‘Oh, I ain’t worried about its ‘istory, ducks. I’m more interested in the shops, the restaurants and the pubs.’
Camille grinned and rose from her seat. ‘I thought as much, but before we leave I need to make a phone call.’
‘All right, ducks. I’ll go and get ready. See you in the ‘all in ‘alf an hour.’

THANKFULLY, BY THE time Camille and Elsie left Wemyss Place, the rain had stopped and the sun was peeking out from behind some rather large, dark clouds.
‘Do yer think it will last?’ asked Elsie. ‘The sunshine I mean.’
‘Who knows,’ answered Camille. ‘I’ve heard Scotland has plenty of rain, more than its share, but look, the pavements are sparkling. Looks rather lovely don’t you think?’ Camille pointed to the paving blocks underfoot, sparkling in the sunshine under the sheen of the earlier rainfall.
‘So the streets of Edinburgh are paved wiv gold are they?’ said Elsie chuckling. ‘And there was I thinkin’ it was all whisky and kilts.’
Camille laughed along with her. ‘I think there’s plenty of that too, Elsie.’
‘I ‘ope so. Want ter see me a muscley man in a kilt.’
‘I would have thought you had other things on your mind right now.’
‘Yeah, well, you’re right about that. Nat wants us to get married before the baby arrives.’
Camille pulled a face. ‘I can’t say I’m surprised. There will be talk if you’re not.’
‘You talk as though you think I care about what people say be’ind my back.’
‘Oh, Elsie, we all do don’t we, to a certain extent? We all want to be well-thought of.’
‘I s’pose so. But I’m not sure it’s a good idea. Look at me. I already look like a ship in full sail.’
‘So you’ll have the baby and hide its existence until after you’re married?’
‘Well, I ain’t walking down the aisle lookin’ like this. It don’t match me dream of a society weddin’. She looked up ahead. ‘Ow far are we from the shops?’
‘I understand it’s about a ten minute walk. Are you all right to walk, Elsie, or shall I get a taxicab?’
‘You bein’ funny?’
‘No, of course not. You’re in a delicate condition. I thought maybe you would prefer to ride rather than walk.’
‘No, I’m all right. I ain’t an invalid. It’s what I keep sayin’ ter Nat although you’d think I’d lost the use of me legs the way ‘e carries on. Don’t need a butler wiv ‘im around.’
‘I must admit I’m very surprised. I hadn’t got him down as the over-loving husband type.’
‘Nor me, but ‘e’s turned in to a right old fusspot...won’t allow me ter do nuffink. ‘E even said ‘e weren’t sure if I should come wiv you to Edinburgh until I put me foot down and said I weren’t goin’ ter let you come on yer own. Glad I d’int now, what wiv all the shenanigans goin’ on at the ‘ouse. Honest ter God I’d sack the lot of ‘em. Too bloody soft fer yer own good you are.’
Camille nodded. ‘To be honest I was hoping it wouldn’t come to that, but after meeting the cook this morning I think I might have to.’
‘Why?’
‘She was as drunk as a lord.’
Elsie howled with laughter. ‘Well, you should know all about that, ducks. You’ve ‘ad first ‘and experience.’
‘Yes, Elsie,’ said Camille, smirking. ‘So have you, darling.’

THEY ARRIVED IN PRINCES Street half an hour later with Elsie regretting they hadn’t taken a cab.
‘Should a listened shouldn’t I? Fink I know everythin’.’
‘You have to get used to your new body, Elsie. There are changes taking place. It takes time doesn’t it, for us to come to terms with everything. Don’t be too hard on yourself. I expect you’ve forgotten what it was like the first time, when you were pregnant with Rose.’
‘Oh, bloody ‘ell, Camille, don’t remind me. Oh, it were awful. There weren’t no comfort to be ‘ad let me tell yer that. And Len didn’t wait on me ‘and an’ foot, in fact I only saw ‘im once a week when ‘e came ter pick up the takin’s.’
They found a little tearoom in between two vast shops that Elsie made Camille promise they could visit.
‘Of course we can. It’s why we’re here, to explore and find something new. I was going to suggest we go to the Old Town today, but I think it will be too much. We’ll go next time, and we’ll take a cab. That’s the thing with a city like Edinburgh. There’s so much to see and do it’s tempting to cram it all in on the first day. We have plenty of time.’
‘Do we?’ asked Elsie. ‘Ow long you plannin’ ter stay then?’
‘I hadn’t planned to stay beyond a week. All I wanted to do was to decide what I would do with the house. I could still sell it of course, which I must say is very tempting, particularly after what we discovered when we got here. I ought to speak with Mr Crabtree, the solicitor, and ask him what I can and can’t do, legally.’
‘Bit of a millstone around yer neck, ain’t it?’
‘It is a bit.’
They ordered tea and fruit cake. Elsie took her shoes off and rubbed her toes in front of the other diners which made Camille laugh. It was what she liked about Elsie. Her irreverence, her lack of guile, and the easy-going way in which she lived her life.
‘I’ve always wanted to ask you,’ Camille said, as Elsie rebuttoned her shoes.’
‘’Oh, yeah, what’s that?’
Camille bit her lip. ‘It’s a bit personal.’
Elsie shrugged. ‘I don’t care. Ask away, ducks.’
‘When you were pregnant with Rose, did your husband still expect you to...well, you know, work?’
Elsie took a sip of tea and pursed her lips. ‘Course ‘e did.’
Camille winced. ‘Even when you were heavily pregnant?’
‘Don’t know much about men do yer, Camille. Some men paid more for the privilege.’
Camille’s hand flew to her mouth. ‘Oh, surely not.’
‘Yeah. Don’t care, see. Long as they get their end away they ain’t bovvered about ‘ow the woman feels. Len was rubbin’ ‘is ‘ands wiv glee. ‘E was makin’ a mint out a’ me.’
‘I’m so sorry, Elsie.’
Elsie smiled, looking tired. ‘Don’t be. It’s all in the past. Don’t even think about it much now. It’s like it ‘appened to someone else.’ She glanced at Camille. ‘You ever felt like that?’
‘Absolutely. Especially where Harry’s concerned. It’s as though it was just a dream. Do you know what I mean? When I think of it there’s always mist surrounding it, surreal, untouchable.’
‘Maybe it’s meant to be like that. Gives us a bit of protection.’
Camille nodded. ‘Everything goes so quickly. Ottilie is growing up too fast.’
‘Ad ‘er young d’int yer?’
Camille nodded. ‘I fell pregnant on our honeymoon. Just eighteen when I gave birth. It was the biggest disappointment of Harry’s life when Ottilie was born. He thought all he had to do was want something and it would be given.’
‘A boy.’
‘Yes. But obviously it didn’t happen. I don’t think he ever quite forgave me.’
Elsie placed her cup on the saucer with a chink. ‘Reckon I can manage the shops now.’
‘Are you sure, Elsie?’ said Camille, frowning. ‘Nathanial would never forgive me if anything happened to you and the baby.’
‘Nothin’s goin’ ter ‘appen. We won’t go far, and we’ll get a cab back, ow’s that?’
‘Agreed,’ said Camille, smiling. ‘And then I’ve some decisions to make.’







Chapter 9

By the time they reached Wemyss Place the rain had begun again, not coming down in sheets, not even a drizzle, but determined speckles of moisture one could not call raindrops, yet which invaded everywhere that was not covered.
It fell onto their upturned faces as they stepped out of the cab. Camille frowned when she saw a gaggle of men standing at the front of the house.
‘Who are they?’ asked Elsie, frowning at Camille. ‘You expecting someone? Why are they standin’ outside the ‘ouse like that?’
‘I’ve no idea,’ replied Camille, ‘and no, I wasn’t expecting anyone. I haven’t been here long enough for people to begin calling.’
She paid the driver then slammed the car door, determined the men should hear it and hopefully turn round. The men did hear, turned, then proceeded to ignore them. Camille ran up the steps to the tiled square in front of the main entrance.
‘Gentleman,’ she said. ‘How may I help you?’
‘And you are, Madam?,’ said one, a youngish man in a sharp suit and shiny shoes. He wore a pencil thin moustache on his upper lip which Camille was sure he’d grown to make himself look older. His eyes sparkled in a rather fresh face which belied his intention, if it were the case.
‘I’m Lady Camille Divine,’ answered Camille,’ and the owner of this house. I’m sure there must be a good reason why you and your friends are standing in my porch.’
The young man proceeded to take a notebook from his jacket pocket. From his notebook he took a card and handed it to Camille.
‘I am Detective Constable McTavish, Lady Divine. We are waiting for admittance.’
Camille glanced at the card. ‘Why?’
‘We had a call from Dr Cooper who attended an accident here this morning.’
Camille’s eyes widened in astonishment. ‘This morning?’
‘Indeed. He had a call from the housekeeper, Miss Lemmon, to say there had been an accident. A Mr Hogg had fallen down the cellar stairs and was unconscious. When Dr. Cooper first arrived he had assumed Mr Hogg had simply misplaced his footing, which of course might still be the case, and was simply dazed, but it would appear not.’
‘Not?’
‘Not.’
‘You’re saying it is more serious?’
‘Indeed, Lady Divine. Unfortunately, Mr Hogg is deceased.’
At that moment the front door was opened by a maid whose eyes were red, and was blowing her nose into a large handkerchief.
‘Sorry to keep you waiting, gentleman,’ she said, her voice hiccupping with tears. ‘We’re all a bit indisposed.’
Camille turned to Elsie. ‘Elsie, darling, you should go to your room,’ she said sotto voce. ‘I would rather you were not involved in this.’
‘But don’t yer need me, ducks? Yer surely don’t want ter deal with this all by yerself do yer?’
Camille took Elsie aside. ‘I believe there is nothing to deal with. Mr Hogg has had an unfortunate accident. Please, Elsie, go to your room and have a lie down and a bath before I see you at dinner. I’ll tell you what happened then.’
‘If you’re sure...’ said Elsie, doubtfully.
‘I am,’ said Camille, smiling confidently.
Elsie made her way through the group of men, mostly who she thought were police officers. She frowned to herself, wondering why the police were getting involved in what they had been told was an accident.
‘Gentleman,’ cried Camille. ‘I am not prepared to discuss this matter standing on my front door step, and I don’t know why the police are here. Perhaps we could meet in the drawing room. My maid will show you the way.’ Camille inclined her head to the maid who nodded her understanding. ‘Perhaps Dr Cooper can join us there.’
Once everyone had gone into the drawing room Camille closed the door and faced them.
‘Now, gentleman, I apologise for not being here when you arrived.’ She invited the three men to sit. Detective Constable McTavish took a seat but the remaining two men stood behind his chair. Camille assumed they were of a lower rank of police officer and wouldn’t sit without permission. Camille took a seat opposite when there was a gentle knock on the drawing room door.
‘Come in,’ cried Camille.
An elderly gentleman with grey hair and side-whiskers entered the room. He was extremely smartly dressed, and carried a large black leather bag. He bowed to Camille and announced himself before sitting next to Detective Constable McTavish.
‘Thank you for joining us, Dr Cooper. I understand a member of my staff has met with an accident.’
‘Indeed, Lady Divine. I’m afraid Mr Hogg has met an untimely death. I believe he wasn’t beyond forty years of age and in good health.’
‘I am curious as to why you informed the police, Dr Cooper. Surely one does not need to inform the police if an accident has occurred.’
‘Precisely, Lady Divine,’ said the doctor quietly. ‘When an accident has happened one simply informs the undertaker and the morgue. On this occasion I’m afraid it was imperative that I inform the police.’
Camille frowned. ‘Why?’
‘Because it was not an accident.’
‘Not an accident? But Dr Cooper, why have you come to that conclusion?’
‘Mr Hogg has an injury to the back of his head which is recent.’
‘Could it not have been caused by falling down the cellar steps. They are presumably crafted from stone and rather steep. In my experience most cellars are alike. Anyone falling down them would receive injuries I would imagine.’
‘Only if he had fallen backwards, Lady Divine, which he did not. He fell forwards and landed where he was found, at the bottom of the steps. He has facial injuries where his spectacles smashed against the floor when he fell, cutting his skin. There is bruising around his jaw and on the right side of his face. The injury to the back of his head is deep, caused by something extremely heavy I would say. There are no lacerations to the hands as one would expect if one were defending oneself. He did not see where the blow to the back of the head came from. The police will no doubt get their forensics team on to it. They will tell us more .’
Camille nodded and swallowed hard. She glanced at Detective Constable McTavish as an unpleasant thought occurred to her.
‘So...are you saying...someone killed Gerald Hogg, Dr Cooper?’
‘I’m afraid so,’ Lady Divine. ‘It is the only conclusion I can come to, and I’m sure when Detective Constable McTavish and his men have surveyed the scene, they will come to the same conclusion.’
Camille stood and absent-mindedly rubbed the creases from the front of her skirt.
‘Gentleman, I think we should allow Detective Constable McTavish to do his job.’ McTavish and Dr Cooper rose from their seats and made for the door. ‘What will happen to Mr Hogg?’ she asked before they left the room.
‘The forensics team will want to visit before we move the body, Lady Divine,’ said McTavish. ‘I’m sorry if it proves to be an inconvenience, but we must let them do what they have to do. The body will then be taken to the morgue where other tests will be carried out.’
Camille nodded. ‘It is no inconvenience, of course. I’m just very sorry it has happened.’
McTavish and his men proceeded to go to the cellar which was through a door into a vestibule leading from the kitchen. Dr Cooper hung back.
‘I’m sorry to hear of your husband’s death, Lady Divine. I’ve attended the occupants of this house for many years, even before Lord Divine was born. His father and I were well-acquainted, friends almost. I also delivered a baby here a few weeks ago, with some help from the very able midwife who attends all the births in this area. She is far more experienced than I.’
‘Ailsa Ferguson,’ said Camille. ‘The mother.’
Dr Cooper nodded. ‘Indeed.’ He looked hard at Camille and she was in no doubt why.
‘You have heard the rumours, Dr Cooper.’
‘I’m afraid so.’ He stepped into the room again and closed the door. ‘The gossips have had a field day. Not that I believed it for a moment.’
Camille chuckled. ‘I think you and I are the only ones who believe that, Dr Cooper. Miss Ferguson seems to have made sure everyone knows who the father of her baby is, or...perhaps I should say...who she would like him to be.’
‘It is reassuring to know that you don’t believe it either, my dear.’
Camille sat heavily on the chair. ‘My husband wasn’t a saint, Dr Cooper. It is why we were estranged. He became bored very easily and found life at home with me, and Ottilie our daughter, somewhat of a hindrance, not that he spent much time at home.’
‘But you seem sure he is not the father of Ailsa Ferguson’s child, Lady Divine. How can you be so sure when you know of his proclivities?’
She glanced up at him and saw his eyes were twinkling with sympathy.
‘Because he was infertile, Dr Cooper. He had an accident while playing polo which rendered him infertile, meaning he could not have the son he craved as an heir. He could not have fathered Ailsa Ferguson’s child.’







Chapter 10

‘So ‘e was killed by someone?’
‘Apparently. It’s what Dr Cooper is saying and I suppose he should know. The forensics team from The City of Edinburgh Police will be arriving soon. No doubt they’ll make the final decision, but to be honest it looks cut and dried. He was hit on the back of the head which caused a major trauma. Any injuries to his face were caused by him falling onto his glasses which were smashed when he fell. The doctor says he has no lacerations to his hands which means he did not try to defend himself.’
‘So whoever bashed him over the ‘ead waited for ‘im to go down the steps where there was nowhere for him ter go but down ‘em, and ‘it ‘im so ‘ard ‘e couldn’t put up a fight.’ Elsie lit a cigarette and wandered over to one of the long windows in Camille’s bedroom. ‘Which means it could ’ave bin someone ‘ere what done it.’
Camille nodded. ‘My thoughts too...but who on earth could it have been, Elsie? And by the way, darling, should you be smoking now you’re pregnant? One wonders what effect it could have on you.’
‘It’s just the one, Camille. It ‘elps me ter fink.’ She sat on the chaise, one hand on her belly, one leg bent onto the chaise, still staring out of the window. ‘I bet you wished Cecily was ‘ere don’t yer? I mean, there are fings what I can do, but I don’t fink like what she does. She’s got a strange mind that girl.’
Camille grinned and joined Elsie at the window. ‘Actually, she will be here tomorrow, and she’ll bring Knolly and Aaron with her. It was why I wanted to make a telephone call earlier. This house needs some sorting out. It’s clean, I can’t fault the cleanliness. Miss Lemmon has certainly got that under her belt, but it’s the whole ambiance of the place. There’s something wrong here. Something not quite right. I’ve felt it ever since we arrived. A sort of imbalance, an undercurrent of something...I don’t want to say sinister, but I can’t think of a better word. Do you feel it, Elsie?’
She glanced down at Elsie who nodded. ‘I do, Camille. I didn’t want ter say anythin’ before because, well, this is your ‘ouse ain’t it, and I didn’t want ter be rude about it. But you’re right, it does feel a bit...well, it’s that new word, ain’t it, the one what they sometimes use at the theatre and the new picture ‘ouses.’
‘Oh,’ said Camille frowning, ‘What’s that?’
‘Spooky.’
‘Spooky?’
‘Yeah. Fink it’s an American fing. Any’ow it says what it is. ‘It’s definitely spooky ‘ere, like when we come in through the front door we leave our old world be’ind and come into a different one.’
Camille chuckled, ‘Oh, how poetic,’ then frowned, ‘but I understand what you mean. It’s almost as if the staff haven’t moved with the times, sort of stuck in the past. Even their uniforms look out of date, but I put it down to Harry keeping a hand on his purse strings and not spending more than he felt he needed to.’
Elsie turned to her. ‘Ave yer seen the body, yer know, Mr ‘Ogg?’ Camille shook her head. ‘Then don’t yer think that as the owner of this ‘ouse you should? At least go and see what they’re doin’, Camille. You don’t know what the staff are sayin’ be’ind yer back.’
Camille nodded again and moved towards the bedroom door. ‘You’re right. I’ll go now. I should at least know what’s going on.’
‘I’ll come wiv yer,’ said Elsie, sliding off the chaise.’
Oh, no,’ answered Camille. ‘I don’t think so, Elsie.’
‘What d’yer mean, yer don’t fink so? You ain’t goin’ on yer own.’
‘But you’re pregnant, darling. Do you really want to view a dead body in your condition?’
‘I didn’t say I was goin’ ter look at the body. I said I’d come wiv yer so yer wouldn’t be on yer own.’
Camille went towards Elsie and gave her a hug. ‘Thank you. What would I do without you?’
‘Bloody ‘ell, I don’t know,’ said Elsie, returning Camille’s hug. ‘Get in ter even more trouble than what yer do now.’
Camille released her and sighed. ‘I do seem to attract it, don’t I?’
‘Follers yer about, don’t it? But all the time yer’ve got me and Cecily and ‘Is Nibs, you’ll be all right.’

ELSIE FOLLOWED CAMILLE down the winding staircase to the hall, then down the steps behind the staircase which led to the kitchen.
‘Surprised not more people break their bloody necks in this place,’ grumbled Elsie. ‘I’ve never known an ‘ouse what’s got so many stairs. I fought me sister’s place was bad enough, but for goodness sake. This place is like them mountains, what they called, Apes?’
‘Alps. Yes, it is a bit hilly isn’t it?’
‘Yeah, that’s one way of puttin’ it.’
When they reached the kitchen it seemed that every member of staff was there. The maids were weeping, and the grooms were standing ramrod straight with their hands in their pockets, looking stoic and nervous. As they realised Camille had joined them, they parted and stood to the sides of the room. Camille found Miss Lemmon who was standing alone, a handkerchief to her now bright red nose and swollen eyes.
‘What’s going on, Miss Lemmon?’ Camille asked the housekeeper. ‘Why is everyone standing around in the kitchen?’
‘I think they’re in shock, Lady Divine,’ Miss Lemmon answered. ‘Dr Cooper made no bones about it. He said Mr Hogg had been...murdered,’ she said in a hissing whisper.
Elsie frowned, thinking it all seemed a bit theatrical for her liking. ‘The best fing fer shock is ter find some work ter do,’ she said. ‘‘Ere, you lot,’ she cried to the loitering maids and footman. ‘Go about yer business. Yer not doin’ any good mopin’ about ‘ere. Yer must ‘ave fings yer can be getting’ on wiv.’ The room cleared in seconds leaving only Camille, Elsie, Miss Lemmon, and the two plain clothes police constables.
‘Thank you, Elsie,’ said Camille.
Elsie looked contrite. ‘Sorry, love. It’s not my business. I just can’t stand it when people are ‘angin’ about. That ain’t what yer payin’ ‘em fer.’ She eyed Miss Lemmon with raised eyebrows.
Camille stepped towards the cellar door which was in the corner of the kitchen and began to make her way down the concrete steps. Her leather pumps echoed on the stone, click, click, click, which did much to unnerved her.
The walls were clammy with damp, and there was no handrail with which she could guide herself down to the basement. The increasing gloom as she went down the steps also made her shiver with anticipation, wondering what she would find when she finally found Detective Constable McTavish and Dr Cooper.
Moments later she saw a yellow light emanating from a lantern being held by Detective Constable McTavish as Dr Cooper continued to examine Mr Hogg. Detective Constable McTavish turned and stood when he heard Camille’s footsteps.
‘Lady Divine,’ he said, one eyebrow cocked. ‘I’m not sure you should be down here.’
Camille glanced at him, then at the prostrate body of Mr Hogg, face down on the gritty cellar floor, then back at the Detective Constable. ‘Why ever not? This is my house, Detective Constable. And I can assure you it is not the first time I have seen a dead body.’ She knelt by Dr Cooper. ‘I can see why you’re adamant someone did this to him, Dr Cooper. That wound tells a story of its own. Someone deliberately attacked Mr Hogg.  What I can’t help wondering is...why.’
Dr Cooper nodded. ‘I’m sure Detective Constable McTavish is thinking the same thing, Lady Divine...and he’s right, you shouldn’t be down here.’
‘I understand, but this man may have been killed by someone living in this house. All the staff are live in. Unless someone managed to get into the kitchen from the garden door unseen, and followed Mr Hogg down the cellar steps without him knowing, then I must conclude it was someone from this house who bashed Mr Hogg over the head and left him for dead.’ She stood and looked around the cellar floor. ‘Has a weapon been found?’
‘Over there,’ said McTavish, pointing to a barrel on which sat a heavy terracotta flask. ‘A cider flagon.’
Camille’s hand flew to her mouth, halting the cry of horror on her lips. ‘Oh, my goodness, Detective Constable.’ She glanced at him frowning. ‘It’s covered in Mr Hogg’s blood.’
‘Indeed,’ said Dr Cooper, rising awkwardly from his knees, holding onto McTavish’s arm for support as he did so. ‘It’ll go with the forensics team when they’ve looked over the scene. I doubt they’ll inspect the body here, but the scene may give up many clues.’
‘Yes, they usually do,’ answered Camille as she absent-mindedly looked around the cellar. Detective Constable McTavish and Dr Hogg both looked at her frowning. ‘I’m just wondering what Chief Inspector Richard Owen from Scotland Yard would make of it.’
‘Was he not shot?’ asked McTavish. ‘In New York I understand.’
Camille nodded. ‘I’m afraid so, by a coward who knew he was unarmed.’
‘Mafia?’
‘Yes.’
‘You know him well then?’
Camille glanced at him. ‘We’re friends, yes. How do you know of him?’
‘He has a reputation for thoroughness and fairness within the police community. We have good links with Scotland Yard,’ he grinned, his eyes crinkling at the corners, ‘but we’re also very competitive with them too. The City of Edinburgh Police don’t like to be outdone by them, and vice versa. Didn’t get The Ripper did they?’ he said with what Camille thought was too much enjoyment, indeed with actual relish.
‘I think things have changed since then, Detective Constable. And from what I’ve read any force would have been hard pushed to apprehend whoever The Ripper was.’
‘Camille!’ Elsie’s voice echoed down the steps.
‘Elsie!’ Camille went to the bottom of the steps and called up. ‘Are you all right?’
‘The forensics geezers are ‘ere,’ replied Elsie.
Camille turned and spoke to Dr Cooper and McTavish. ‘I think I should make myself scarce. Please let me know if you need anything. Miss Lemmon, the housekeeper, will provide you with sustenance should you need any, and I would appreciate an idea of their findings if it’s not too much trouble.’
‘You won’t be passing this on tae Scotland Yard I take it, Lady Divine?’ asked McTavish.
Camille smiled. ‘Chief Inspector Owen is on another case at the moment. I’m sure I can leave it in the hands of The City of Edinburgh Police.’
‘That you can. We know what we’re doing, Lady Divine.’
Camille smiled to herself as she ascended the cellar steps. How many times had she heard those fateful words. She was sure The City of Edinburgh Police knew what they were doing, but she also knew they were just as likely to overlook things as any of the other police forces with which she had come into contact.

‘WHAT NOW, CAMILLE?’ asked Elsie. ‘Are yer goin’ ter investigate it yerself?’
Camille looked flustered. ‘Oh, well, I hadn’t actually thought.’ She shrugged. ‘It would be ludicrous if I didn’t, I suppose. This is now my house and there has been a death here within days of our arrival.’ She shook her head. ‘Honestly, I think trouble does follow me as you said. Could I not have just one little break without someone getting bashed on the head, or getting involved with drug merchants, or trying to rob one of London’s biggest stores? People are so careless.’
Elsie grinned. ‘Careless? That’s one way a puttin’ it. It’s just life, ducks, or...well...death.’
‘Cecily and the others will be here tomorrow morning which will put my mind at rest. There is something about this house. I don’t know whether it’s simply because of what has happened recently with Harry, or because this house is new to me and I’ve only recently discovered it’s existence and feel like a fish out of water, or because someone has just been killed, but,’ she shook her head, trying to find the explanation which would describe how she felt, ‘I feel uncomfortable here.’
‘Why don’t you ‘ave a dinner party? Invite all the local bigwigs, get to know the locals. Yer might get some ‘istory on the place what the staff won’t tell yer. It’s what I’d do.’
‘Do you know, Elsie, I think it’s a wonderful idea. She frowned. ‘But do you think it’s too soon after what happened to Mr Hogg. The police might not appreciate it.’
‘What’s it got ter do wiv the police? It’s your ‘ouse. Yer can do what yer want in it can’t yer?’
‘I suppose so.’
‘And ‘ave yer thought any more about that girl wiv the baby. ‘Ave yer spoken to ‘er again.’
Camille slipped an arm through one of Elsie’s as they went up the main staircase to their rooms.
‘I don’t seem to have had the time. There’s so much going on.’ She sighed. ‘I should have attended to it, but in truth, I’m not sure what to do.’
‘Sling ‘er out, little liar.’
Camille opened the door to her room and Elsie followed her in. ‘Surely you don’t mean that? The girl has just had a baby.’
‘Yeah, she ‘as, one she says is your ‘usband’s even though yer know darn well it’s impossible. And she’s tryin’ ter con yer. Come on, Camille. You’ve got a summer ‘ouse a trouble there. I dunno why she’s still there. Why should you ‘ouse ‘er an’ ‘er baby. Yer don’t know ‘er. She’s no different than someone what rocked up off the streets, yet you’re givin’ ‘er somewhere to live and feedin’ ‘er...and, she ain’t doin’ nothin’ for it.’
Camille sat heavily on the chaise in the window and closed her eyes. ‘Tell me honestly,’ she said, looking up at Elsie with troubled eyes, ‘is it what you would do?’
Elsie blew out a puff of frustration. ‘If it were one of me girls, no. I’d make sure she was all right, then ask ‘er ter go. I can’t afford ter feed and accommodate girls what ain’t earnin’, which is exactly what you’re doin’. But she ain’t one of yer girls, and even worse, she’s lyin’ to yer. I’ve told my lot, they ever lie ter me they’re out on their ear.’ She sat next to Camille, rubbing her belly which seemed to be swelling on a daily basis. ‘You got ter toughen up, Camille. And this business wiv ‘Is Nibs?’
‘What about it?’
‘‘Ow long do yer fink ‘e’s goin’ ter wait for yer, eh? Yer keep puttin’ ‘im off, shillyshallyin’ around. For God’s sake what’s the worst that can ‘appen? So, Ottilie might get someone look down ‘er nose at ‘er...so what? She’ll need to toughen up too if she wants ter get on in this world.’ She got up and made for the bedroom door. ‘Fings are changing, Camille. They’ve already changed ain’t they, after the war an’ all? All we need is another war and all that stuff you ‘old so important will be gone forever. You mark my words.’
‘Why would there be another war, Elsie? We’ve only just come out of the last one.’
‘Men, ain’t it? A man could cause an argument in an empty room.’ She shook her head. ‘Don’t ‘ave regrets, ducks. Don’t lose ‘im cos of what uvver people might fink. It’s too important.’
She opened the door and left Camille’s bedroom, leaving Camille feeling deflated. She knew Elsie was right. She had kept Richard waiting too long for a decision and it was beginning to feel as though they would never get together.
She wondered if there was some underlying reason in her psyche putting her off committing to him. She hoped not. She loved him, always felt safe when she was with him, and knew he would be an exemplary husband. Was it because she knew she and Ottilie would lose their status in society if she married him that was causing her to drag her feet?
She frowned and looked about the room for comfort, finding none. She hoped it wasn’t the case. She had accused her peers of being shallow and only interested in titles. Had it rubbed off on her? Was she putting her title and Ottilie’s prospects before the future she could have with Richard? She covered her mouth with her hand feeling slightly nauseous. It won’t do, she thought. It just won’t do. I’m treating him shabbily and up to now he has been nothing but understanding, but there are limits. Even Richard has limits. He is an attractive and virile man and if I don’t make a decision I’ll lose him.
She went over to the bed and climbed onto the puffy eiderdown, resting her head against the coolness of the satin. Why was life so very difficult? She sighed and closed her eyes, then drifted off into a deep and dream-filled sleep.







Chapter 11

Camille rose early. The night before she had felt morose and decidedly miserable about her prospects. This morning she was full of excitement and anticipation. Her dear friends, Cecily, Knolly, and Aaron were to join her and Elsie at Wemyss Place. She could hardly wait, hoping their presence would change the way she felt about the house and the staff, who seemed to Camille strange in the way they behaved, too quiet with barely any conversation between them, so different from Duke Street, and even Kenilworth House. Plus she would have Cecily to discuss Mr Hogg’s demise. She was sure Cecily would have an opinion on what had happened, and certainly Knolly would have an opinion on Ailsa Ferguson and her continued inhabiting of the summerhouse with her new born baby.
She bathed, and dressed in a warm woollen dress and thick stockings. Autumn had arrived in all its glory in Scotland, earlier than in England, bringing with it a definite chill in the air and gusts of wind that took the leaves from the trees and blew people down the street clutching onto their hats and each other.
She had felt it the moment she had slid out of bed; a definite change in the temperature. She had shivered and pulled her wrap more tightly around her, then pulled back one of the velvet curtains to peer into the street below. The sky was grey, but the change in colour of the leaves was a pleasant juxtaposition, and she understood why people called Edinburgh a grey and granite city, but was beautiful, nonetheless.
This was not the view she had from her window in Duke Street. Wemyss Place was a street in an upmarket area of Edinburgh. The houses were beautifully maintained, the gardens manicured and well-tended, the people who lived there mostly businessmen with families, a section of society that would be looked down on by those in the upper echelon in London of which she was currently one.
She frowned. Why do we force people into pigeonholes? she asked herself. ‘Does it all really matter?’ she said under her breath. ‘At the end of the day we’re all human beings who bleed when we’re cut, the same colour blood, and who more or less want the same things, to be loved and to be happy. Do I need to change my way of thinking instead of expecting Richard to accept I have a certain way of life to maintain?’
She bit her lip as she watched people go by in the street, some of them chasing after their hats the wind had whisked off their heads and had sent reeling across the pavements, realising she had been selfish. ‘I have been selfish,’ she said to herself, ‘but it was unintentional. I have been raised in a certain way and surrounded by other selfish people.
‘It is I who must change, not Richard. It is I who must make the decision to put aside the life I have known. Ottilie wants me to be happy and if I am happy I’m sure she will be too.’
She smiled, relieved she had come to what she was sure was the correct conclusion.
‘I’ll telephone him this evening. I want to see him, so much. I just hope he hasn’t lost faith in me, and feels the same way.’







Chapter 12

Both Camille and Elsie rushed to open the front door, getting there before the maid had a chance to ascend the kitchen steps. The excitement was palpable.
‘We’ll ‘ave some fun now, girl,’ said Elsie. ‘We need ‘em, don’t we? To protect us from this odd lot we’re livin’ wiv.’
‘They are a bit odd, aren’t they?’
‘A bit? Flippin’ bonkers if you ask me?’
When they got the door open Cecily, Knolly, and Aaron Kaplan stood on the step with huge grins on their faces.
‘Oh, I’m so glad to see you,’ cried Camille who was so elated she could barely keep still. ‘Come in, come in, out of that awful wind.’
‘Is it always like this ‘ere?’ asked Knolly as she took off her heavy coat and hung it on the coat stand, her gravelly voice such a comfort to Camille. Just hearing it gave her reassurance. ‘It near blew me orf the step, Madam.’
‘It’s very grey, isn’t it, Elsie?’ Elsie nodded. ‘I’m sure the sun shines sometimes but we’ve yet to see much of it.’ She gave both Cecily and Knolly a hug, and shook Aaron’s hand. ‘How was your journey? Did you manage to get much sleep on the train?’
‘It was a revelation, Lady Divine,’ said Aaron, rubbing his papery hands together to warm them up. ‘To sleep on a train in my own bedroom,’ he shrugged smiling, ‘it is something I never thought I would do.’
‘It was lovely, Madam,’ said Cecily as Camille ushered them into the drawing room, ‘like an adventure. And I loved the noise the train made as we went through the countryside, chugga-chug, chugga-chug. It fair sent me off ter sleep. It were lovely.’
‘And what about you, Knolly? Did you enjoy it?’
Knolly sat down on one of the chaise and rubbed her legs. ‘Well, you know me, Madam. I’m a creature of ‘abit. I like me own bed, but I ‘ave ter say, it were very comfortable...and it were clean too. I stripped the beds and made sure they was all right, yer know, nothin’ ‘idin’ in there, and rubbed me finger round the basins. I must say I was quite impressed.’
Camille chuckled, and they sat in the drawing room in front of a roaring fire which had been set by one of the maids.
‘This is a beautiful room, Lady Divine,’ said Aaron. ‘And the house, it is impressive is it not?’
Camille glanced at Elsie and Elsie began to laugh.
‘Please don’t laugh, Elsie.’
‘I carn’t ‘elp it can I? Yer need ter tell ‘em.’
Cecily’s eyes widened. ‘Tell us what, Madam?’
Camille entwined her fingers in her lap, wondering how she should approach the subject of Mr Hogg, the butler.
‘’Mr Hogg, the butler here, was murdered.’ Three jaws dropped open and three sets of eyes stared at Camille in shock.
Cecily managed to rally round enough to ask the obvious question. ‘Was it someone from ‘ere, Madam? One of the staff like?’
Camille shrugged. ‘It’s possible, or someone got into the house at the wrong moment. He was bashed over the head with a cider flagon and left for dead on the cellar floor. I say left for dead. He was dead. Is dead. The police have been here as have the forensics team of The City of Edinburgh Police.’
‘And what was the assessment, Madam?’ asked Aaron in his gently consoling voice.
‘That I don’t know. It only happened yesterday. I asked them to keep me informed.’
‘So you don’t ‘ave a butler ‘ere then?’
‘No, Knolly, and to be honest I think a butler here is utterly unnecessary. There are maids and footman aplenty, too many if truth be told. I can’t imagine what possessed Harry to hire such an extensive staff as he barely set foot in Edinburgh.’
‘Will you sell the ‘ouse, Madam?’ Cecily asked.
Camille sighed. ‘I’m not sure, Cecily. Part of me thinks it’s a millstone around my neck along with Kenilworth House and everything else, but there’s another part of me that thinks something good could come of both houses.’
Knolly looked sad and her voice was quiet, as though she were about to receive some news she did not want.
‘Will yer live in Kenilworth ‘Ouse, Madam? Will me and Phillips, and Cecily be asked to move back there?’
Camile smiled at Knolly; a woman she could not bear to think she would be parted from. ‘No, Knolly, I intend to stay in Duke Street. It goes against the grain I know, but I sincerely believe it is in all our best interests. We are happy there, and Kenilworth House has such bad memories for me. I hated visiting when Harry was alive, so I surely do not want to live there now.’
Knolly crossed her arms under her ample bosom. ‘Well, I for one am glad to ‘ere it, but I ‘ope you don’t mind me sayin’ Madam, I don’t know why we’re ‘ere.’
Camille glanced at Elsie again who raised her eyebrows. She sighed deeply before she spoke.
‘The cook is a drunk, Knolly. I need you to put the staff on the right road.’ Knolly’s mouth dropped open for the second time. ‘Yes I thought that would be your reaction.
‘A drunk? Then ‘ow the ‘ell did she get ‘erself a position in a lovely ‘ouse like this?’
‘Perhaps the good lady did not imbibe until she came here,’ said Aaron, chivalrously. ‘Perhaps being here led her onto the wrong road. A house with problems maybe?’
Camille nodded. ‘Aaron could be right, Knolly.’
‘And this is a strange bloomin’ ‘ouse, ain’t it, Camille?’ said Elsie. ‘We can’t make ‘ead nor tail of it, and now the butler geezer’s got ‘imself murdered, well, it’s just given us somethin’ else to worry about.’
Knolly frowned. ‘What else do you ‘ave ter worry about?’
Elsie knotted her eyebrows. ‘What we ‘ave to worry about is who killed ‘im and whether ‘e, or she, will want ter do away wiv one of us.’
‘Oh, my Gawd,’ cried Knolly. ‘I d’int even think of that.’ She clasped her hands together. ‘Oh, Madam, Madam. I’m properly afeared now.’
Camille put up a hand to gently stop Knolly and gave Elsie a tight lipped look.
‘I don’t think anything like that will happen, Knolly. I would have stopped your coming here if I had. The person who did this had a reason. One doesn’t go to the effort of following a man down the cellar making sure they aren’t noticed unless he, or she, has a grudge. If it were a serial killer we were dealing with I’m quite sure they could have murdered Mr Hogg in his bed. It would have been far easier for the murderer. No, there was a reason. We just need to find out what that reason was.’ She leant forward. ‘However, I suggest you be on your metal. If you see or hear anything which would make you suspicious, no matter how small, I would appreciate you telling me. I intend to get to the bottom of this mystery bearing in mind it has taken place in my own house.’ She sniffed. ‘I won’t call it a home. It certainly doesn’t feel like one.’
‘That’s cos we weren’t ‘ere,’ said Cecily.
Camille grinned at her. ‘Do you know, Cecily, I think you’re right.’
‘It’s a beautiful ‘ouse though, Madam,’ said Knolly. ‘Very posh...and in a wealthy area too. Yer can tell by all the other ‘ouses.’
‘Unlike Duke Street,’ said Elsie, and they all burst into laughter.
‘Nothing like Duke Street.’ said Camille. ‘Anyway, I’ve kept you talking long enough. You need to see your rooms which the staff have prepared for you, and I’m certain they have done a good job. Knolly and Cecily, I thought you would rather share, being you’re in a strange house. It’s a large room overlooking the garden which is rather beautiful. There’s plenty of room for you both.’
‘What about the uvver fing,’ said Elsie. ‘Ain’t yer goin ter tell ‘em?’
‘Oh, Elsie,’ cried Camille, exasperated. ‘Yes, of course I was going to tell them, but not until after lunch.’
‘Tell us what?’ asked Knolly. ‘Not another murder I ‘ope.’
‘No,’ sighed Camille. ‘Not another murder.’ She glanced at Elsie, frustrated with her friend. ‘A birth in this case. A baby born to one of the maids who works here in the house. The upstairs maid apparently.’ Camille caught Knolly and Cecily glancing at each other and nodding. ‘She has been telling the staff the father of her child is Lord Henry Divine.’ Knolly and Cecily gasped, and Aaron shook his head in dismay. ‘I know this to be impossible, however. I would prefer it if you did not ask me how or why I know this, but I know it to be true, therefore she is lying.’
‘The little minx,’ cried Knolly. ‘Take me to ‘er. I’ll give ‘er what for.’
‘Actually, Knolly, it is Cecily whom I would like to befriend her.’
‘Wos ‘er name,’ asked Cecily.
‘Ailsa. Ailsa Ferguson. She’s currently living in the summerhouse in the garden with her baby. It doesn’t sound very salubrious, I grant you, but in fact the summerhouse is extremely well-equipped.’
‘But why ‘as she bin allowed to stay?’ asked Knolly. ‘She should ‘ave been kicked out long ago when she was pregnant. It’s always more difficult to move a woman who’s just ‘ad a baby.’
‘That’s what I said,’ said Elsie. ‘She should be made ter go, but Madam ‘ere is too soft by ‘arf.’
‘It’s not about being soft, Elsie. It’s about doing the right thing.’
‘Yeah, and the right fing is fer ‘er to go to ‘er parents, like she said.’
Camille shrugged then shook her head. ‘Well, she won’t be allowed to leave now anyway, whether we like it or not. There has been a murder here, don’t forget. She is a suspect along with the other staff. The police will want to question her.’
‘Bet it’s ‘er,’ said Knolly. ‘I ‘ate girls what go after the master. It makes us all look bad.’ She bit her lip, then allowed her eyes to go to Aaron who patted her hand.
Knolly and Aaron had met when Knolly was working in Hampstead as a young maid. Aaron was the son of a wealthy businessman who had a house in the same street. Knolly and Aaron had met one afternoon when she was walking on the heath. She had dropped her hanky and Aaron had retrieved it for her. They had struck up a friendship and had fallen for each other. Unfortunately, Aaron’s parents had arranged a marriage for him to the daughter of one of his father’s business associates. It had broken Knolly’s heart but she had known that they came from different walks of life and the possibility of them being together was negligible. She had also been put in her place by the cook in the house she worked for who told her she had had a lucky escape, that if her feelings had been discovered by her employers she would have lost her job and her home.
‘What will you do about her, Madam, when the time is right?’ asked Cecily.
‘She had the audacity to ask me if I could prove that Lord Divine was unable to father a child, but I have been thinking on that. I think the best course of action is to show her proof. Do I want to be made to show her evidence that is really no concern of hers? No, I do not, but it will draw a line under the subject. Once she sees the doctor’s reports she will have to back down.’
‘What a dreadful thing to ‘ave ter do,’ said Knolly. ‘You said she ‘as parents somewhere, Madam.’
‘She does, in Glasgow she said. She told me she would be leaving soon because they said she could stay there for a while.
‘But now she won’t be able ter go?’
‘Not yet, however, I’m going to speak to her and try to agree on a date for her leaving.’
‘As long she ain’t the killer,’ said Elsie.
‘Yes.’
‘Which she might be.’
Yes,’ answered Camille, inwardly praying Ailsa Ferguson was not the murderer of Gerald Hogg.

LATER ON, CAMILLE INVITED Knolly, Cecily, and Aaron to lunch in the impressive dining room with a view to outlining what she needed from them. They looked nervous as they entered the room with its opulent chandeliers and long dining table set with solid silver cutlery.
‘Are yer sure you want us ter eat with yer ‘ere, Madam?’ asked Knolly. ‘Don’t seem right some’ow. Oh, and by the way, our rooms are lovely. Beautiful in fact. Don’t fink I’ve ever slept in such an ‘uge bed. Me and Mr Knowles never ‘ad one like that. It were ‘arf that size.’
‘Knolly, you are like family to me, so yes, I am sure, but I have an ulterior motive.’ They took their seats at one end of the table, the end furthest from the door so they could speak without danger of being overheard.
‘One of the things I wanted you to experience was the cooking. Lunch is often a disaster with dinner following a close second. It’s not clear how a woman who has been trained as a cook could possibly spoil food the way Phylis Leach does.’
She put a finger to her lips as two maids and a footman brought in the tureens, all covered with cloches, placing them on the table. Knolly waited for them to leave the room before lifting one of the cloches and sniffing the contents of the tureen.
‘Aw, my Gawd, what the ‘ell’s that meant ter be?’
‘I asked for fish for luncheon.’
‘Fish!’ exclaimed Knolly. ‘Looks more like someone’s old grey sock floating in a dish of white water.’ She squinted at the sauce. ‘What’s that meant to be?’
‘A cream sauce,’ answered Camille. ‘And there should be some mussels in there too.’
‘Yeah, there are,’ answered Knolly, ‘but I won’t be touchin’ ‘em...and I suggest none of you touch ‘em neiver. Good, God, and she calls ‘erself a cook.’
‘Well, she was prob’ly three sheets to the wind when she cooked it,’ said Elsie, giggling. ‘I went down ter the kitchen, more out of nosiness than anythin’ else. Mrs Leach was swiggin’ out of a gin bottle what she keeps in the pocket of ‘er apron. ‘Er face were all red, and she kept wipin’ her mouth on ‘er apron. Turned my stomach, that it did.’
Knolly replaced the cloche on the tureen and sat back in her chair. ‘I’m sorry, Madam. I can’t eat any of that. My constitution won’t allow it. I’ve just got over a bout of ill-‘ealth and I’d prefer not ter return to it if it’s all the same ter you. If yer don’t mind I’ll give it a miss.’
Camille smiled at Knolly, her eyes crinkling at the corners.
‘I thought you might say that, which is why I’ve booked a table at a restaurant in the Old Town of Edinburgh. We’ll eat some decent food and be introduced to the history Edinburgh offers. What do you say?’
‘Come on,’ said Elsie, standing and pushing back her chair. ‘Let’s go. I’m bloody starvin’.’
‘Just a moment, Elsie,’ said Camille. ‘I just need to let Knolly, Cecily, and Aaron know what I’m hoping they’ll agree to.’ Elsie sat down again with a thump, looking disappointed. ‘Knolly, would you have any objection to taking over the kitchen and becoming the cook while we’re here.’
Knolly smiled, her cheeks dimpling with pleasure. ‘Thank Gawd fer that,’ she said, her chins wobbling as she laughed. ‘I thought you was never goin’ ter ask me, Madam. Course I’ll do the cookin’. I’ll show the uvvers what it means ter be a real cook.’ She frowned. ‘But what about Mrs Leach? What will ‘appen to ‘er? I don’t want ter be the means for ‘er bein’ thrown out on ‘er ear.’
‘I’ve thought of that, Knolly. When the police have questioned everyone I’ll release her on medical grounds. If Harry had any sense,’ she sighed,’ ‘and I must say I have questioned it, he will have put something in place for employees who become ill whilst in service. She’ll be released and receive a pension. Hopefully there is someone who will help her regain her equilibrium and help her find her way back to sobriety. For one thing, a woman who is drunk is a danger in the kitchen and it has been on my mind since I discovered she was in the clutches of the demon drink. Secondly, a drunken cook is not a good role model for the younger members of staff. I’m sure it has led to a downturn in the quality of the service they give, and of course it is not good for us, but it won’t be good for them when it comes to them finding other jobs.
‘Cecily, I would like you to help Knolly as you do now, but I would also ask you to become a sort of woman of all works, a float if you will. It will give you a chance to see what is going on in the house with the rest of the staff.’
‘Won’t they fink it’s a bit funny what wiv me sleepin’ in the same room as the cook? Shouldn’t I be sleepin’ in the maid’s quarters. That’s where they relax and talk about stuff. Bet I’ll learn more there.’
Camille leant across the table to Cecily. ‘Are you sure, Cecily. Do you have any objections to it?’
‘No, Madam, I ‘aven’t. And it’s not like it’s goin’ ter be forever, is it?’
‘That’s true. If you’re happy to do so then perhaps you could move your things to the maids quarters on the top floor.’
‘Ave you bin up there yet, Madam?’ asked Knolly. ‘You should go an’ ‘ave a look if you ain’t. Yer can learn a lot from just ‘avin a look round.’
‘I must confess I haven’t made it that far in the house yet. You’re right of course. I should go up there and see what’s what. I may very well learn something.’
‘What about me, Lady Divine?’ asked Aaron. ‘What would you have me do?’
‘Like Cecily, Aaron, I would like you to be a man of all works, rather as you are in Duke Street. You must do whatever you are comfortable with, and perhaps you could try and befriend the grooms and the gardener. Anything you learn will be of benefit.’ She tutted and frowned, looking into the distance. ‘There’s something not quite right here. Both Mrs West and myself have felt it, and it’s possible you will too,’ she said looking at them. ‘We’re not quite sure what is going on here, but I am determined to find out. When I do it will be then that I make my decision about whether to hold on to the house in Wemyss Place, or whether I should sell it. The staff barely speak to one another, although they were certainly having a high old time at my expense when Mrs West and I arrived. I think it was the drink that was urging them to sing and dance the way they were.’
‘Why were they doin’ that, Madam?’ asked Cecily.
‘Camille swallowed hard before answering. ‘They were wetting the baby’s head, apparently. The baby they said was fathered by Lord Divine.’







Chapter 13

The Old Town of Edinburgh did not disappoint. They were enchanted by the cobbles, the historical buildings, and the vibrancy that seemed to emanate from every corner. Retaining much of its medieval charm, the narrow streets wound through a labyrinth of ancient buildings and alleyways.
‘Ooh, Madam,’ cried Cecily. ‘Ain’t this charming. It’s like goin’ back in time.’
The aroma of coal smoke and damp stone hung in the air as they disembarked from their taxi cab outside the restaurant Camille had chosen for them. Tall tenement buildings towered over the narrow street, the brickwork showing the onslaught of the intemperate weather and years of use.
The street was alive with activity, with merchants hawking their wares from stalls lining the pavements. The sound of bagpipes could be heard from the end of the street, as a lone piper entertained the crowds as they shopped and mingled.
‘What’s that place there?’ asked Knolly, pointing to the central part of the Old Town.
‘I do believe it is the Grassmarket,’ answered Aaron. ‘Where people gather to socialise and buy and sell. Look, there are many people there. It is one of the most popular places in Edinburgh. And over there is St Giles Cathedral.’
‘St Giles,’ cried Cecily. ‘Ooh, I ‘ope not. ‘Ope it’s not like the St Giles we know...’orrible place.’
‘Don’t yer Ma and Pa still live there, Cecily?’ asked Elsie.
‘Yeah, they do, but it’s still an ‘orrible place. Wish they could leave it, but you know what they say. Once St Giles gets its grip on yer, yer there forever.’
‘You left it, ducks,’ said Knolly, putting an arm around Cecily’s sparrow-like shoulders and giving her a motherly hug.
‘I know,’ answered Cecily. ‘I was one of the lucky ones weren’t I.’

‘WHEN DO YER WANT ME to go and see the girl in the summer ’ouse, Madam,’ Cecily asked Camille when they’d returned from Edinburgh’s Old Town that afternoon. ‘I could go after I’ve moved me fings onto the maids’ floor if yer like.’
‘I think it would be a very good idea, Cecily. Get to know her and listen carefully to what she’s saying. You could introduce yourself as the new upstairs maid and wanted to say hello, and to see the new baby of course. Befriend her. Take a tray with a pot of tea and some biscuits. Anything to make her drop her guard. Perhaps she’ll confide in you. I know it seems a bit underhand, but she certainly won’t share confidences with me, I’m quite certain of it.’
Cecily stood in Camille’s bedroom, her back ramrod straight, her hands clasped in front of her. Camille frowned when she saw her demeanour and hoped there was nothing the matter.
‘Are you all right, Cecily? You seem a bit pensive.’
‘I’m all right, Madam. Well, I ‘ope I am. It’s just that when I got ‘ere this mornin’ you said I was to be a maid of all works. You never mentioned anyfing about me bein’ your lady’s maid. Then when I went down to the kitchen earlier, that maid, Ella, yer know the one wiv the buck teef and the short curly ‘air, well, she said she was your maid now, that she’d bin doin’ for yer while you was ‘ere. I was just wonderin’, ‘as she taken my place?’
Camille stood from her dressing stool and went over to Cecily, putting a hand on her rather knotted ones.
‘Never, Cecily. No one would ever take your place. You are reinstated at once, of course. No one knows me as you do.’ She smiled and put a finger under Cecily’s chin, lifting her face so her eyes met her own. ‘I’ll go and see Ella now and inform her that she is to resume the duties she had before I arrived, as my lady’s maid has travelled to join me and will continue with her own duties.’ She raised her eyebrows, still smiling. ‘Is that all right.’
‘I’m sorry, Madam,’ said Cecily. ‘You must think me such a baby, but when she said she’d bin doin’ for yer, I thought it might be because I’d told yer me and Russell was gettin’ married and you might be looking for another lady’s maid ter take my place.’
Camille went to the bedroom door. ‘Are you leaving me when you’re married, Cecily?’
‘No, Madam,’ cried Cecily. ‘I certainly am not.’
Camille nodded. ‘Then everything is as it was. I’ll go and inform Ella of her change of duties now.’
‘Er, before yer go down to the kitchen, Madam, I fink I should tell you there’s an ‘ell of a row goin’ on down there.’
‘Oh? Why?’
‘Mrs Leach ain’t ‘appy Knolly’s ‘ere.’

‘WHAT THE DARN ARE YAE doin’ ‘ere, that’s what I want tae know. This is my kitchen not yourn. Go back to London, filthy ‘ole that it is, and do yer cookin’ there. I’m the cook ‘ere. Lord Divine took me on and it’ll be him what tells me I’m no longer wanted.’
Camille heard Knolly’s low, rumbling voice retaliate as she descended the kitchen stairs. ‘Well, that’s goin’ ter be difficult ain’t it, Mrs Leach, bearing in mind the poor man’s dead. ‘E won’t be tellin’ anyone nothin’ from now on. And you call yerself a cook. Well, I beg ter differ, I do indeed. That’s if yer callin’ that swill yer served up at lunch cookin’. ‘Ow can yer serve a lady of the realm muck like that? Disgustin’ that’s what I call it.’
‘Nobody asked yae what yae call it, cos nobody’s interested.’
‘Ladies, ladies, please,’ cried Camille as she went through the kitchen door. ‘I can hear you from the hall, Mrs Leach. Is there really any need to shout when Mrs Knowles is standing right in front of you?’
‘She might be right in front of me, Lady Divine, but she’s plain deaf cos she is nae listening to what I’m sayin’. I’m the cook ‘ere and I do the cookin’.’ She hiccupped and belched, flapping her hand in front of her mouth. The smell of alcohol hit both Camille and Knolly in the face. ‘And that’s that, no matter what she says,’ she exclaimed, pointing a trembling finger at Knolly.
Knolly folded her arms and stared at Camille who could have kicked herself for not attending to the matter earlier.
‘Mrs Leach, would you be so kind to join me in the drawing room. Mrs Knowles, would you please ask one of the maids to bring a pot of tea to the drawing room, with two cups and saucers.’
‘Yes, Madam,’ said Knolly. ‘I’ll see to it right away.’ As Mrs Leach followed Camille out of the kitchen she threw Knolly a look of contempt, one which Knolly returned with twice the vehemence.
Mrs Leach followed Camille into the drawing room where Camille asked her to sit down. Moments later a maid brought in a tray with a pot of tea and the two cups and saucers Camille had asked for, along with two pieces of Dundee cake. Camille smiled when she saw how everything was set out. The speed of the tea arriving was what she had come to expect in Duke Street. The tea was freshly made and not stewed, and the cake had been cut into neat, ladylike pieces. She breathed with relief. Just knowing Knolly was in the kitchen seemed to make everything all right.
‘Thank you for joining me, Mrs Leach,’ Camille said to the woman who looked as though she would have welcomed a nap on the sofa. Her eyes were fluttering and she kept yawning.
‘D’yer want me tae be mother?’ she asked Camille.
‘No, no, Mrs Leach, I’ll pour,’ said Camille, eying the woman’s trembling hands. She poured them both a cup of tea and sipped hers gratefully. She wasn’t looking forward to what she was about to do.
‘Mrs Leach, I want to thank you for all the hard work you have undertaken since you have been cook here at Wemyss Place, but...I’m a little concerned about you.’
‘Oh, why would that be, Lady Divine?’
Camille put her cup back on the saucer and inhaled a deep breath. She wanted to be gentle but there was no way round it. Come to the point, Camille, she thought to herself. It’s the only way.
‘It has come to my attention that you imbibe while you are working.’
‘Imbibe? Imbibe? What’s that when it’s at home?’
‘You drink, Mrs Leach. Alcohol. When you are working. In the kitchen...where there are hot pots and pans and a range which is always alight.’
‘Humph, just a little gin. Keeps the cobwebs away in this cold weather. ‘Elps me bones stay active. I don’t see anythin’ wrong with it.’
‘Well I’m afraid I do. I do not allow my staff to drink while they’re working. Now I understand if there’s a reason why you rely on alcohol as a crutch to get you through the day, but as your employer I cannot allow it to continue.’
‘Lord Divine did nae seem to mind; in fact he joined me.’
‘I’m not Lord Divine.’
‘Ain’t that the truth.’ Mrs Leach took a swig of tea, barely finding her mouth, allowing a trickle of tea to roll down her chin.
‘What do you mean, Mrs Leach?’
‘He had parties when he stayed at Wemyss Place. It’s why he came, he said. He told us you would nae let him have the parties he liked so he had them here instead.’
Camille felt a frisson of anxiety shoot through her. She breathed deeply and tried to steady her breath.
‘And what kind of parties were those, may I ask?’
‘Yer mean yer don’t know what yer husband was gettin’ up ter when he was here? That’s what yer sayin’ isn’t it? ‘E did nae tell yer the people he had here?’
‘It’s why I’m asking you, Mrs Leach.’
Mrs Leach sniffed. ‘The Prince of Wales came here yer know, with his hangers on, and he had plenty of them too, men and women, all looking for his attention. There were other Lords who came to the parties, all with their mistresses...they nae brought their wives. There were such shenanigans you never would a believed if yer had nae seen it with yer ain eyes and even then yer questioned it.’ Camille narrowed her eyes at the cook. She was enjoying telling Camille about Harry’s exploits a little too much.
‘They brought a petting zoo in here once. Goats, a pony, rabbits, sheep, you name it. They did their business everywhere and the cost to clean it up was as much as it cost tae throw the party. Oh, my, I never had seen such a mess, nor since, but Lord Divine just laughed it off. He was like that yer know. Maybe yer didn’t know that side of him.’ Camille said nothing. ‘Then one time they had that French painter here, what was his name? Pierre something or other. Oh, my Lord,’ cried Mrs Leach, throwing her apron over her face in delight, ‘he was such a randy ol’ man. Wouldn’t leave the maids alone until Lord Divine told ‘im tae calm down. I’d nae seen a man with such lust in his eyes. The poor maids were having tae run away from him cause he kept tryin’ tae grab them. I mean...fer me and Mr Hogg it were funny. Miss Lemmon did not see the funny side of it, but then she nae has a sense of humour that one. S’pose it’s why she nae got a man tae marry ‘er.’
‘And what was Lord Divine doing when all this was going on?’ asked Camille, convinced that in her drunkenness Phylis Leach had forgotten who she was speaking to, and deciding she was probably about to hear things she didn’t want to hear.
‘Ach, he was as bad as the rest, but a lot quicker. Younger wasn’t he, so whoever he made a grab for he caught. And the girls didn’t try to fight him off like they did some of the other men because he was so good looking.’ She giggled to herself. ‘I would a nae fought him off neither,’ she looked sad, ‘but then I was too old fer ‘im. He liked the younger ones. Also, he brought her with him to some of his parties.’
Camille fidgeted on her chair, suddenly feeling wrong-footed. This was it. The information she had wanted when she’d discovered Harry had kept a house in Edinburgh. She had wondered why he had kept his ownership of the house from her. Now she was about to find out.
‘Her? Who is “her”?’
‘Lady Munroe a course. Yer must know about her. She was his little bit on the side when he came up to Edinburgh. She were married a course, tae Lord Munroe, but he always turned a blind eye tae them. I expect you did too. Lord Divine had been coming up to Wemyss Place since he was a wee boy and his parents were friends of the old Lord and Lady Munroe, and Lord Divine, as a young man, was friends with the Munroes’ son. Went to the same boarding school up here for a while I think. St Andrews?’ Mrs Leach frowned. ‘I don’t know anymore. Ma memory doesn’t serve me as well as it used tae.’ Probably all the alcohol, thought Camille.
‘Anyway, when the new Lord Munroe married after his father died, Caroline Munroe became friends with Lord Henry...and then more than friends. I think she loved him more than she loved her husband.’
‘And you know all this how?’ Camille’s jaw was aching because she had gritted her teeth hard whilst listening to Mrs Leach extol the virtues of Lord Divine and Caroline Munroe’s “friendship”.
By now she was finding it difficult to control the trembling in her limbs which she was sure was shock. She shivered, but took a breath and tried to look as though the information she’d just been given hadn’t felled her.
Phylis Leach grinned. ‘Ach, everyone knew it. It was no secret, Lady Divine. They had friends here, couples who they went out with, to the clubs, the taverns, the theatre.’ She grinned to herself again. ‘Aye, when Lord Divine was residing in Wemyss Place it was one big party.’ Her grin turned to an expression of sadness. ‘S’pose that’s all over now he’s gone.’
Camille lifted her chin. ‘You’re right, Mrs Leach, it is all over now. There will be no more “parties”. Also, I am terminating your employment at this house with immediate effect. I suggest you get some help to ween you off your dependence on alcohol. Perhaps a family member can give you some assistance. I can’t allow you to work in a kitchen while you are under the effects of the alcohol you drink. You surely understand how dangerous it is?’
Mrs Leach’s mouth dropped open, revealing her less than cared for teeth. ‘But what will I live on? Yer can nae do this tae me. I’m the cook here. I have rights.’
‘You’ll receive a pension which will be ample for you to live on. I sincerely hope you don’t spend it on drink. In itself it is a good reason for you to give it up, as well as the damage it is almost certainly doing to your health.’
Mrs Leach eyed Camille with dislike and spoke with venom in her voice. ‘I can nae leave now. The police said we weren’t tae leave the house.’
Camille stood and ran her hands down the front of her skirt to steady them. ‘I’m aware of that. The police will be here tomorrow to question the staff. I’ll request they question you first, then you may go.’
Phylis Leach’s lip curled, showing her disdain of Camille. ‘Yer did nae know about Caroline, did yer? I did nae think yer did.’ She stood and staggered to the door. ‘She’s a fine Scottish lassie, not like the Southerners who think they’re better than us. She would a made him a fine wife.’
‘Go to your quarters, Mrs Leach. I would prefer not to see you again. As soon as the police have questioned you I would like you to leave. You will take nothing from the house with you except your personal belongings.’
‘I want nothin’ from this place. I’ll be glad tae leave it.’
‘Then you will get your wish.’ Phylis Leach staggered out of the door, then lifted her hand in a wobbling wave as she went, hiccupping loudly before closing the door.
Camille sat back down on the settee and put her face in her hands. A wave of nausea hit her throat and she wretched. She put a hand over her mouth to stop herself from vomiting. She straightened and inhaled a deep cleansing breath and blinked away the tears which had gathered at her eyelashes.
Realisation had dawned on her. Harry had been unfaithful throughout their marriage, not merely before it came to an end. How naïve she had been. She had fallen in love with him when he had asked for her hand in marriage. She had thought he would be the only man in her life and always imagined he had felt the same about her, but how wrong she had been. She shook her head and sighed, wishing she had simply sold the Edinburgh house. Ignorance is bliss, she thought, but it’s too late. I am here and now I must deal with everything that comes my way.
Her thoughts went to the girl in the summerhouse. ‘But first we settle with Miss Ferguson,’ she said under her breath. ‘Harry cannot be the father and I won’t have her naming him for another man’s child, no matter what he has done.’







Chapter 14

‘Like chalk and cheese, ain’t it?’ said Elsie. ‘This cheese tart is gorgeous, the pastry all soft and crumbly. Old Knolly knows ‘ow ter cook, don’t she? Thank Gawd she’s ‘ere instead of that silly old biddy what can’t lay off the bottle.’ She looked up slightly and watched as Camille picked at her food. She frowned and reached for Camille’s hand. ‘What are yer goin’ ter do about it, Camille? Should we go ‘ome do yer think? Pretend none of this ‘appened?’
‘You have no idea how much I wish I could do that, Elsie, but I don’t think I can turn the clock back. Do I wish I had sold the house? Yes, I sincerely wish I had. I didn’t need to come here. It was just curiosity I suppose. But curiosity killed the cat as we know, and being here certainly hasn’t been an enjoyable experience. I have had nothing but misery and revelations since we arrived. This is a poorly run house with disparate people who seem to care for no one but themselves. I have given Phylis Leach her marching orders and she will leave as soon as the police have questioned her.’
‘Nasty piece a work, ain’t she?’
‘She’s a drunk, Elsie, and drunks say things and do things they shouldn’t. I’m sure if she had been sober she would never have divulged the information regarding Caroline Munroe and Harry.’
‘You must be a bit curious.’
‘I am, but it’s a can of worms I would rather not open.’
At that moment the door to the dining room opened and Cecily poked her head into the room.
‘Did yer want ter see me, Madam?’
‘Yes, Cecily. I wondered if you’d been to the summerhouse?’
‘Not yet, Madam, but I can go now if yer like.’
Camille nodded. ‘Yes, if you don’t mind. I’m curious to know what you make of Ailsa Ferguson and the situation she has found herself in.’ Cecily nodded. ‘How was your first night in the room with the maids.’ Camille indicated that Cecily should sit at the table, pushing a plate of cheese tart and a fork across the table. ‘Try that,’ she said, smiling. ‘It’s one of Knolly’s best.’
Cecily took a mouthful and closed her eyes. ‘Oh, my. It fair melts in yer mouth.’ She nodded. Bet you’re glad Knolly’s ‘ere, Madam. As fer the maids, they was a bit wary of me, but then they started asking me about workin’ fer you, an’ about London. They all seem ter want ter go to London fer some reason.’ Cecily turned her nose up. ‘I told ‘em it weren’t all it were cracked up ter be if they’d ‘eard only good fings about it. I told ‘em about St. Giles and they said there were places like that in Edinburgh.’
‘Do you think you can get closer to them? I need to know how this house has been run in the past. By the sound of it, it has been nothing but parties and debauchery, but I’ve only got Phylis Leach’s word on that. I really need to get to the crux of things, particularly where Lord Divine is concerned.’
Cecily frowned. ‘Are you all right, Madam? You don’t look very happy.’
‘My visit here hasn’t turned out quite how I’d expected, Cecily, but...no matter. With your help I will discover what is going on here. The police are due this afternoon to question the staff. Could you set up the drawing room with chairs, and ask one of the footmen to take the desk from the study into the drawing room. The police may want to use it.’
‘Certainly, Madam,’ said Cecily. ‘By the way, Madam, one of the maids did say something about Lord Divine.’
‘Oh?’
‘She mentioned a name, Caroline. She said she should think she was grievin’ Lord Divine’s death. The maid didn’t call ‘im Lord Divine though. She called ‘im ‘Arry.’
‘What do you mean, Cecily?’
Cecily bit her lip. ‘She...she spoke as though she knew ‘im personally, Madam, not like you would expect a maid ter speak of ‘im. I thought she would ‘ave called ‘im Lord Divine, but she d’int. She used ‘is Christian name, like you would a friend. I must say, I thought it odd. I didn’t know ‘ow to answer ‘er when she asked me if I knew ‘im. I wondered what she meant, so I just said that I used to work at Kenilworth ‘Ouse until you and ‘e, well...yer know., and then sometimes ‘e visited Duke Street. She said she d’int know ‘ow ‘e ‘ad the cheek to carry on like nothin’ ‘ad ‘appened.’
Camille put her hands in her lap, then gripped the edge of the tablecloth. ‘And what exactly did happen?’
‘I couldn’t get to that part ‘cos Miss Lemmon came into our room and told us to put the lights out and stop talkin’. She said if we were late up in the mornin’ she would take a very dim view of it, ‘specially as I was new. She said she d’int know ‘ow we carried on in London, but in Edinburgh there was rules, and we ‘ad to abide by ‘em.’
Elsie lifted her eyebrows and glanced at Camille. ‘Well, at least someone’s got an ‘andle on fings ‘ere. That Miss Lemmon sounds a right tarter, but she’s the only one who seems ter know what she’s doin’.’
Camille nodded and released the now crumpled tablecloth from her hand. ‘I agree. I think Miss Lemmon is the only one who was keeping things going as they should here.’ She thought for a moment then looked back at Cecily. ‘Do you think the maid was referring to Ailsa Ferguson, Cecily?’
‘I’m sorry, Madam, I don’t know, but I’ll go to the summer ’ouse as soon as I’ve left ‘ere. I’ll get it out of ‘er, I promise. I’ll make a friend of ‘er, tell ‘er I want ter ‘elp ‘er. I don’t like tellin’ fibs to no one, but I fink she’s the one what’s lyin’, and it ain’t right.’







Chapter 15

Cecily went to the kitchen and prepared a tray of piping hot tea and some Madelaines that Knolly had just taken out of the oven.
‘Oh, Knolly, they smell lovely.’
‘It’s the vanilla, ducks. Smells nice, don’t it?’ She frowned when she saw the tray. ‘Who’s that for?’
The girl in the summer ‘ouse.’ She leant towards Knolly to whisper. ‘Madam wants me ter befriend ‘er, find out what ‘appened like.’
Knolly pulled a face. ‘I reckon we know what ‘appened don’t we? She got ‘erself in the family way and tried ter blame it on ‘Is Lordship.’
‘Madam finks there’s more to it than that.’
‘More to it! Bloody ‘ell, there’s only one way to it, Cecily, at least there was when I was a young woman. It’s what you’ll find out when you marry that Russell a yours. There’s only one way to it, an’ every married woman, an’ a lot of unmarried ones an’ all, know all about the way to it.’
She took the Madelaines out of the oven and plonked them on the table, then put her hands on her hips which told Cecily Knolly was heading for a rant.
‘Girls these days. Yer’d think they d’int ‘ave a clue ‘ow babies was made the way they carry on. The thing is, if ‘Is Lordship ain’t the farver then someone else is. Stands ter reason. Someone’s got ter be. She d’int make the poor babby on ‘er own now did she? Don’t think they’ve worked out a way ter do that yet. If ‘e couldn’t farver a child then someone else did, and that’s what Madam needs ter find out. Who was it what got her up the duff, and why ain’t she tellin’ the truth about who it was?’
‘D’yer fink I should ask ‘er? The girl I mean?’
Knolly pulled a face. ‘P’raps not yet. Bit early, Cecily. Make friends first, then get ‘er talkin’. Yer know ‘ow good you are at that sort a thing. I think it would ‘elp Madam. By the sounds of it, she ain’t ‘ad a good time of it lately, what wiv findin’ out there’s a girl what’s livin’ in the summer ‘ouse pretending ‘Is Lordship is her baby’s farver, and then that bloke getting’ iself killed when she’s only been ‘ere two days. The poor girl must be a bundle of nerves.’
‘She d’int look very ‘appy when I went into the dining room ter see ‘er just now. I fink Mrs West is worried about ‘er, an’ all. She kept frowning at Madam, like she knew it was all gettin’ too much.’
‘That bloody Lord ‘Arry. He’s got a lot to answer for, ‘e surely ‘as.’ She began to flip the Madelaines out of the baking tin. ‘Do yer want some a these ter take ter the little ‘ussy in the summer ‘ouse? Not that she deserves ‘em. Don’t see why she should get the pleasure of my cookin’ just ‘cos everyone feels sorry for ‘er. Well, I don’t and that’s a fact.’ She took four of the Madelaines and placed them on a china plate.
‘I don’t fink Lord ‘Arry can answer fer anyfink now, can ‘e, Knolly? All a bit late fer ‘im ter put fings right. ‘E should a done it when ‘e ‘ad the chance.’
‘No, ‘e can’t, ‘cos ‘e’s left it to Lady Camille. As if she ain’t got enough on ‘er plate what with ‘avin’ ter cope wiv a grievin’ child, and then bein’ told she might ‘ave ter move back in ter Kenilworth ‘Ouse.’
Cecily screwed up her face. ‘She said she won’t.’
‘Mm,’ Knolly sighed. ‘But she’s a Lady of the Realm. Ladies don’t live in Duke Street do they? They live in big ‘ouses, like Kenilworth ‘Ouse.’
‘Yeah, but Madam, don’t want ter live there. She says she ain’t.’
Knolly raised her eyebrows. ‘We’ll see.’

CECILY BALANCED THE tea tray expertly on one hand as she made her way out of the garden door, then with both hands on the tray walked along the cobbled paths to the summerhouse. Her stomach rolled a little in apprehension. She wasn’t sure what she would find when she got there, realising Ailsa Ferguson might not welcome her presence. From what Camille had told her it hadn’t been a friendly encounter when Camille had introduced herself.
As she got to the door of the summerhouse she could see the light of a lamp shining through the window at the side of the door. She balanced the tray on one hand and knocked on the door with the other, then waited. She heard shuffling on the other side of the door, then a key being turned in the lock. The door opened just a little. A sliver of light from the lamp came through the gap.
‘Who is it?’
‘I’m the new maid at the ‘ouse. I’ve brought you some tea. Fought you could prob’ly do wiv some.’ The door was opened wider and Cecily gasped when she saw who was standing in the frame. ‘You ain’t Ailsa Ferguson,’ she cried. ‘I know you. You’re Nelly Fawcett from St Giles. I’d know you anywhere. What yer sayin’ yer names Ailsa Ferguson for when it ain’t?’
Nelly tried to slam the door but Cecily got her boot firmly in the gap. ‘I don’t fink so, Nelly. You’ve got some explainin’ ter do, miss.’
Cecily barged her way into the summerhouse, the crockery rattling on the tray. Nelly took a few steps back, her hands to her face. The noise had woken her baby and his cries could be heard loud and clear.
‘You’d better go an’ attend to your baby,’ said Cecily, wincing at the child’s shrieks. ‘Fink we’ve woken ‘im.’ Nelly went to the cot and lifted a little red-haired mite whose face was screwed into annoyance at being woken early. ‘What’s ‘is name?’
‘Lachlan.’
‘‘Ad ‘im Christened yet?’
‘No. I’ll wait ‘til I get back ter London. I’ll ‘ave ‘im done then.’
Cecily put the tray on the bed and put her hands on her hips, her eyes narrowing.
‘What the ‘ell’s this about, Nelly? Why are you passin’ yerself off as some Scottish girl, when I know you’re as English as I am and come from St Giles, the dregs of London?’
Nelly sniffed. ‘It’s none of your bloody business. I don’t ‘ave to answer your questions.’
Cecily nodded. ‘You know what’ll ‘appen when they find out yer been lyin’ don’t yer? They’ll boot you out of ‘ere as soon as maybe wevver you’ve got somewhere ter go or not. I won’t let you treat Lady Divine like that. She don’t deserve it. The police are expected soon to question everyone about Mr ‘Ogg. What yer goin’ ter do then? What you goin’ ter tell ‘em?’
‘Mr ‘Ogg? What about ‘im?’
Cecily frowned. ‘‘E’s dead ain’t ‘e?’
‘Dead! What do yer mean?’
Cecily folded her arms in front of her and tapped her foot on the carpet. ‘Dead...as in not alive anymore. Someone did fer ‘im. Was it you?’
Nelly’s mouth dropped open. ‘Why would it be me?’
Cecily chuckled. ‘Because you come from one of the most criminal families in St Giles, that’s why. Someone wanted ‘im dead, Nelly. Tell the truth. Was it you?’
‘No, Cecily it weren’t me. I liked Mr ‘Ogg. ‘E was all right ter me and knew ‘ow to ‘ave a good time.’
‘Ave a good time wiv you did ‘e?’ Cecily looked pointedly at the baby in Nelly’s arms.
‘Don’t be daft. I weren’t ‘is type...if yer get my meanin’.’
Cecily nodded. ‘Yeah, I get yer meanin’. Yer need ter tell Lady Divine you’ve bin lyin’ to ‘er.’
‘She’ll throw me out. Where can I take a baby in St Giles? We’ll both die, eiver of starvation or somefing we pick up. You know better than anyone what it’s like there.’
Cecily sat on the bed and poured the tea into the cups. ‘Sit an ‘ave this. ‘E looks comfortable,’ she said, looking at Lachlan. ‘We’ll talk it over an’ I’ll tell yer what yer goin’ ter do.’
Nelly nestled the baby on the bed in between two pillows, then sat next to Cecily.
‘I ‘ad ter get away from London,’ she said quietly. ‘I know what yer fink of me. Everyone in St Giles said if anyone was goin’ ter do well for ‘emselves it would be you.’
‘It’s ‘cos I’m honest, Nelly.’ Cecily handed Nelly a cup of tea. ‘I don’t need ter lie, or steal ter make my way in the world. Now drink that, then get yerself dressed for when the police come. You’re ter tell ‘em who you really are, Nelly Fawcett, and what yer doin’ ere. I’ll speak to Lady Divine before they question yer. It’ll be up to ‘er what she does about yer.’ She sighed and stared hard at Nelly. ‘Are yer still sayin’ Lord Divine’s the farver?’ She took a sip of tea, her eyes still on Nelly, looking for quirks or tics that would tell her Nelly was lying.
Nelly’s face hardened. ‘‘E could be,’ she said cockily.
Cecily looked cross and averted her eyes from Nelly. I could slap ‘er, she thought. What a fing ter do. ‘An ‘im an’ all. ‘E’s as bad. ‘But Lady Divine ‘as already told yer ‘e couldn’t be, ‘asn’t she?’
‘She would say that, wouldn’t she?’
Cecily put her cup down on the saucer with a chink. ‘Do yer want ter know what I fink? I fink you was pregnant when yer got ‘ere. I fink yer came up ‘ere knowing the shenanigans what was goin’ on ‘ere and yer thought it was your way of gettin’ out a London an’ makin’ a packet fer yerself. That’s what I fink.’
‘It don’t matter what you fink, do it? You’re no one. It’s what they fink what counts, ‘er Ladyship and her like. They won’t want a story like this gettin’ in ter the papers. I reckon they’ll pay me ‘andsomely for me silence.’ She put her cup down and leant towards Cecily, her voice a hiss. ‘You tell ‘er that. You tell ‘er I want enough money to make a life fer me and Lachlan to keep quiet. She won’t want this kid banded about in the gossip sheets.’ She looked down at the baby. ‘Yer know what they say, Cecily. There’s no smoke without fire...and that’s what everyone will fink.’
She picked up a Madelaine from the plate and was about to take a bite when Cecily whipped it out of her hand.
‘No yer don’t, miss. You ain’t ‘avin’ that.’ She rose and picked up the tray from the bed, making her way to the summerhouse door. ‘Yer won’t get nothin’ if I’ve got anythin’ ter do wiv it. I’ll make sure yer don’t get away wiv it.’
Nelly sneered. ‘Yer want ter watch yerself then don’t yer.’
‘Not as much as you, miss. I know yer, don’t forget. I know what you and yer like are capable of. I’ll ‘ave you out of ‘ere before yer can blink.’

‘WELL, ‘OW DID YER GET on?’ Cecily plonked the tray down on the huge pine table and stepped back from it, biting her lip. ‘What...d’int she like my Madelaines? I don’t know a person breathin’ what don’t like my Madelaines.’ Knolly frowned. ‘Cecily? What’s up wiv yer girl? Can yer not speak? Cat got yer tongue?’
‘She ain’t who she’s sayin’ she is.’
Knolly blinked at her then wiped her hands on her apron and sat at the table. Two maids came in through the kitchen door, each of them with a dour look on their faces. Cecily looked up and stared at them.
‘Is there anything yer want done, Mrs Knowles?’ one of them asked.
Knolly dragged her eyes away from Cecily and looked at the girls. ‘Er, yeah, yer can begin clearin’ out the pantry. I want ter make a list of what’s what. Don’t look like that, it ‘asn’t bin done fer months. Yer can give it a good bottomin’ while yer there an’ all.’
One of the maid’s frowned. ‘But that’s the tweenies job.’
Cecily glared at her. ‘Yeah, well it’s yours now ain’t it? Just get on wiv it.’
‘Who put you in charge?’ asked the other maid.
‘I did,’ said Knolly. ‘She’s ‘ead mad while she’s ‘ear. Now get yerselves into the pantry and get on with it.’
The maids scowled at Cecily as they made their way to the pantry at the other end of the vast kitchen. When they’d disappeared Knolly rose from the table and filled the kettle with water, then put it on the range to boil.
‘Right, Cecily, sit down there, my girl, and you can tell me everything.’







Chapter 16

‘Thank you for setting up the drawing room for us, Lady Divine,’ said Detective Constable McTavish. ‘It’s perfect for the job in hand.’ He turned to another man who had accompanied him. ‘This is my superior, Detective Sergeant Muir who will be conducting the interviews.’
Camille shook the Detective Sergeant’s hand. ‘You’re both welcome of course. I hope your questioning is successful, although I must confess I’ll be surprised if you discover anything useful.’
Detective Sergeant Muir looked nonplussed. ‘Why do you say that, Madam? Our questioning techniques are at least as good as Scotland Yard’s.’ He pulled himself up to his greatest height and puffed out his chest. Camille stifled a laugh. She thought he looked rather like an irate robin in his brown suit and bright red tie that looked like a robin’s red breast.
‘I have no doubt,’ said Camille, but the staff here are like none I’ve come across before. They are almost silent, apart from when they are imbibing from my cellar. There seems to be no friendship between them, yet they close ranks as soon as a stranger approaches. I have found them rather difficult to tackle, and now this. Mr Hogg’s death has drawn rather a pall over the house, although there was already a strange atmosphere within its walls. I’m not even sure if he is being mourned by the other staff.’ She shook her head. ‘It is a very strange situation indeed.’
‘You mentioned you would like Phylis Leach questioned first,’ said McTavish.
‘Yes. I have had to dismiss her from the kitchen. She’s often drunk I’m afraid, constantly in the grip of gin and I could not allow her to work in the kitchen any longer. Apart from the fact she was not cooking anything remotely edible I was concerned she would harm herself, or burn the house down.’
‘That bad?’
‘Absolutely. I can only hope she is sober enough to answer your questions.’
‘Where are the staff now?’
‘Gathered in the kitchen I hope. I gave an instruction for them to gather there under the watchful eye of Mrs Knowles, my cook who has joined me from London along with Cecily Nugent, my lady’s maid.’
He nodded. ‘I’ll go to the kitchen now and ask Mrs Leach to join me.’
‘I’ll come with you, if only to ensure my instruction was adhered to. One never knows if they actually listen and take heed. They seem to be a law unto themselves.’
When Camille and Detective Constable McTavish arrived in the kitchen it was a much quieter kitchen than the one Camille and Elsie came upon when they had first arrived. There were a lot of pale faces and furtive looks. Mrs Leach sat at the table, her fingers entwined in her lap, her face mottled and shiny. Her hair was untidy and her shoes were scuffed. She no longer wore her chef’s apron, but a rather ill-fitting blue dress that hung at the shoulders. She made a very sad picture. Camille frowned when she saw her and her stomach rolled. The poor woman, she thought. She looks terrified.
‘Mrs Leach,’ called McTavish. ‘We’d like to interview you first.’
‘Yes, sir,’ said Mrs Leach, rising from the table. ‘I’m Mrs Leach, Your Honour.’ Camille bit her lip in anguish. The rest of the staff tittered until Knolly threw them a look which silenced them.
‘Come this way, please,’ said McTavish. When Camille was satisfied Knolly had everything under control she followed McTavish and Mrs Leach back to the drawing room.
‘I think I should accompany Mrs Leach,’ she said. ‘I fear she could need some support.’
‘Well,’ said Detective Sergeant Muir, huffing and puffing, ‘it’s rather irregular, but the lady looks as though she has a propensity to collapse. I’ll allow it this time.’
Camille nodded her thanks and pulled another chair to the front of the desk, placing it next to Mrs Leach’s. Detective Sergeant Muir leaned forward, resting his elbows on the desk and staring at Phylis Leach.
‘I am Detective Sergeant Muir, Mrs Leach. You know why we’re here.’
‘I do, Your Honour.’
Muir widened his eyes. ‘This isn’t a trial, Mrs Leach. I am not “Your Honour”. We are simply here to establish the facts and discover what happened to Mr Hogg.’
Phylis Leach looked down, embarrassed. ‘Yes, sir.’
‘How well did you know Mr Hogg?’
Phylis looked up. ‘I did nae know him.’
Muir frowned. ‘He was butler here was he not? You must have had at least a working relationship with him.’
Mrs Leach shook her head. ‘He did nae speak ter me. Thought he was too high and mighty to speak tae a lowly cook. Called me names though, in front of me and behind.’
‘Names?’
‘Said I was a lush, a drunk. He would get the grooms to take the rise out a me. Make a joke a me. I nae liked the man, but he gave himself airs and graces. He said when Lord Divine wasn’t at Wemyss Place he was in charge. No one dared tae cross him, even Miss Lemmon.’
‘And who is Miss Lemmon?’
‘She’s the housekeeper.’
‘And were Miss Lemmon and Mr Hogg close? They were equal in rank were they not?’
‘They weren’t close. Mr Hogg had his own office but Miss Lemmon nae did and I think she did nae like it. They seemed close at first, and they used tae get together in the evenings, for a brandy it was said, but it changed fer some reason. He did nae invite her in tae his office anymore.’ She wrinkled her nose. ‘He was a selfish man.’
‘Did you dislike him enough to kill him.’
Mrs Leach began to breathe heavily and Camille put a hand on her arm. ‘It’s all right, Mrs Leach. Just answer the question. Keep calm.’
‘I did nae kill him,’ cried Mrs Leach. ‘I could nae kill anyone. I did nae like him, but I would nae even think of killin’ anyone.’ She turned to Camille. ‘Lady Divine, I did nae kill the man.’
‘Perhaps we should draw this to a close, Detective Sergeant?’ asked Camille, her eyes widening.
‘Not yet, Lady Divine.’ He turned to Phylis Leach. ‘Why do you drink, Mrs Leach?’
She stared at him. ‘Eh?’
‘You drink, Mrs Leach, do you not?
‘I...I...sometimes I take a little gin tae get me through the day.’
‘Why do you need gin to get you through the day?’
Camille turned to look at Phylis Leach. Phylis’s eyes had filled with tears and Camille could see her hands trembling. She frowned, wishing she could stop the interview, but she knew Detective Sergeant Muir would not be as kind as Richard would have been under the same circumstances.
‘I..I lost ma son,’ Phylis Leach said, ‘in the war.’ She sniffed and looked down. ‘I miss him so much. He was just a bairn. He should nae have gone; he was too young.’ She sniffed and pulled a handkerchief out of her sleeve, wiping her eyes. ‘I can nae believe he’s gone. I never drank before. It just deadens the memory of when I got that letter, the one tellin’ me he’d gone.’
Camille closed her eyes and swallowed hard. She willed herself not to cry, leaning forward to clutch Phylis’s hand.
‘When was it, Phylis?’
‘Right at the end. Right at the very end. He could have made it back home to his Ma, but...no, it were nae meant to be.’ She burst into tears.
‘I think you’ve discovered everything you need to know, Detective Sergeant,’ said Camille.
‘But it was seven years ago, Mrs Leach,’ Detective Sergeant Muir persisted. ‘Many women lost someone.’
‘And they’re likely in the same state as me,’ answered Phylis Leach. ‘We all need somethin’ tae get us through. Some take pills, some play the dice or the cards. I drink. It’s all the same.’
Muir nodded and sat back in his seat. He picked up his pen and tapped it against the desk then placed it back down again and crossed his arms.
‘Who do you think killed Mr Hogg, Mrs Leach?’
She shook her head. ‘How should I know? Like I said, I was too busy grieving for my son. I never thought of what was going on in the house, never noticed even when Lord Divine was having his parties. I tried to look interested, laugh when the others laughed, but inside...inside I was as sad as I could be.’ She closed her eyes and put her chin to her chest.
‘That’ll be all, Lady Divine. For now Mrs Leach is free to come and go as she pleases, but we’ll need a forwarding address if she intends to leave the house for any length of time. Detective Constable McTavish will go to the kitchen and fetch another suspect.’
Camille blinked at the Detective Sergeant. ‘Suspects?’ she asked, frowning. ‘Isn’t that a bit harsh?’
Detective Sergeant Muir puffed out his chest again and raised his chin. ‘They’re all suspects until they are completely exonerated. Mr Hogg was killed in a brutal way. It was premeditated murder, Lady Divine.’
‘So we might have a murderer here in the house?’
‘There is that possibility.’
‘Will you protect us?’
‘I’ll have an officer stationed outside the house, Lady Divine, but it is the best I can do. We’re always short of men.’ Camille drew in a breath. ‘And while we’re on the subject, Lady Divine, you and your party are also suspects.’
‘But my maid, cook and man only arrived yesterday,’ Camille cried. ‘How can they possibly be suspects?’
‘We only have your word for it, Lady Divine. I’m not questioning your integrity, but I must make sure everyone is examined. I am very thorough in these things, at least as thorough as your friend, Chief Inspector Owen.’
Camille put an arm around Phylis Leach’s shoulders, encouraging her to stand after throwing a hard look at Detective Sergeant Muir. She wished fervently that Richard was in the same room. He would have had the perfect answer for Muir she was sure. At that moment she felt silence was the best thing.
‘Come, Mrs Leach. Let’s go into the dining room. I’d like to speak with you.’
She guided Phylis Leach into the dining room and pulled out a chair for her, then rang a small bell on a console. A maid came into the room within moments.
‘I know you’re waiting to be questioned by the police, but could you bring some tea into the dining room, and take some into the drawing room for the detectives please?’
The maid curtseyed. ‘Yes, Madam. By the way, Madam, one of the footmen is missing. We thought you should know.’
Camille frowned. ‘Oh? Which one?’
‘Alec Johnston, Madam. He’s only been with us a couple of months. Mr Hogg took him on when one of the other grooms left without notice.’
‘I don’t remember him,’ said Camille. ‘When was he noticed missing?’
‘This morning, Madam, when he didn’t turn up for work.’
‘Does he live in?’
‘Yes, but he’d been off for a few days because his father had been taken ill and he’d been given permission tae go home, Mr Hogg said...before...well, before...’ The maid looked upset and her lip trembled. ‘He should have returned today but he has nae turned up.’
‘When it’s your turn to be questioned be sure to tell Detective Sergeant Muir. He will want to know Mr Johnston is missing.’
‘Yes, Madam. Certainly.’
When the maid had left them Camille took a seat next to Phylis Leach. The woman was silent, her eyes rheumy as though she had completely given up.
‘Mrs Leach, why did you not tell someone about your son? We could have arranged some leave for you...a little holiday perhaps. I’m sure Lord Divine would have agreed.’
‘Yeah,’ nodded Phylis Leach, ‘but Hogg would nae. Like I told the police, he was in charge when Lord Divine wasn’t here. He said we were given enough and shouldn’t expect holidays.’
‘You’ve not had anything to drink today?’
‘Nae, I haven’t.’ She lifted her face and looked at Camille. ‘Yae must hate me.’
‘Why would I hate you, Mrs Leach?’
‘For what I said to yae yesterday. I’m sorry about that. I did nae agree with what Lord Divine did. I did nae like what they got up tae. It was awful. Fer two pins I would a left, but people got to know about the drinking and I would nae a got a job anywhere else. I’m sorry, Lady Divine. Bein’ drunk isn’t an excuse for what I said.’
‘Well, I confess it upset me, but I know alcohol can change one’s personality.’ Phylis Leach nodded sadly. ‘Do you have anywhere to go, Mrs Leach, if you were to leave here?’
‘Nae where ter go, Lady Divine. Me and ma husband split up after the war. He couldn’t stand me drinkin’ even though he knew my heart was broken and it was the reason why I did it. He threw me out so he did, and left me with nothin’. Ma job here is all I have. There are still some workhouses left on the outskirts of Edinburgh. I can go tae one of them until they can sort somethin’ out fer me.’
‘If you could abstain from the gin, Mrs Leach I could offer you a position working alongside Mrs Knowles in the kitchen. I would like an inventory done and a resumption of kitchen accounts of which there seems to be none. You’re not an old woman. I’m sure without the gin your health would improve as would your personal feelings.’
Phylis Leach shook her head. ‘For how long, Lady Divine? Will yer not be selling the house? I would if I were in your shoes. I can nae imagine there’s anything here tae hold yer.’
‘So you will go to the workhouse?’
‘The workhouses are closing, Lady Divine. The laws are changing. It’s the best thing I can do. I’ll get on the social assistance list, but only if I’m already at the workhouse when it closes. Nae, I thank yer, Lady Divine, but ma mind is made up. I’ll leave in the mornin’ if it’s all right. I have an address of one or two which I’ll pass on tae yer and you can give ‘em tae the police.’
‘Are you sure, Mrs Leach? You’ll receive a pension; I’ll make sure of it.’
‘Aye, well thank yer. It will be a help.’ She rose from the dining chair. ‘I’ll be goin’ now. The other staff won’t be sorry tae see me go that’s fer sure.’
Camille nodded sadly. ‘Before you go may I ask you something?’ Phylis nodded. ‘Caroline Munroe?’
Phylis turned red. ‘Yeah, well, I should nae have said anything about her.’
‘But you did. She was obviously an important person at Wemyss Place. Was she important to my husband?’
Phylis sighed and looked as though she didn’t want to speak. She looked up at Camille and pulled her lips into a straight line. ‘Aye.’
‘Can you explain your answer, Mrs Leach. You’re not giving away secrets. You’ve already said there was something between them but I must know how deeply it went. I need to know.’
Phylis Leach nodded. ‘They were more than friends. She was almost the lady of the house, I reckon. She would be hostess when His Lordship gave his dinner parties, welcome in the guests, organise games and food what have yae. The parties weren’t all bad. Sometimes some of his nicer friends would come here, polite yer know. She would come down tae the kitchen and tell us what to serve.’ She nodded, more to herself than to Camille. ‘Oh, aye, she were the lady of the house all right.’







Chapter 17

Camille and Elsie wrapped themselves in their warmest coats and stoutest shoes, found velvet cloche hats and woollen gloves, and left the house in Wemyss Place.
Dark clouds had gathered overhead and the light was fading. The police had finished their questioning of the staff and Camille had been glad to see them go. They had brought an atmosphere into the house which had made her uneasy and the staff jittery. It was the perfect word to describe the behaviour of the staff. They had been nervous from the time she had arrived which had produced an environment she was sure they found unpleasant. There was little joy there, certainly no sense of camaraderie. Even in Kenilworth House which was stuffy and upright there had been friendship between the staff.
Along Wemyss Place people hurried along the pavements clutching their coats tightly against the biting chill in the air. The distant rumble of trams were entwined with the sound of horse-drawn carriages that visitors to the city found so entertaining. Camille could smell coal smoke coming from the elegant houses, and the unmistakeable aroma of sea air which had been blown inland.
‘Where are we goin’, Camille?’ Elsie asked her as she clutched her friends arm. ‘I’m surprised you want ter go out on an afternoon like this one.’
‘I needed to get out of that damned house,’ said Camille. ‘The atmosphere is making me feel ill.’
Elsie glanced at her. ‘Is that all, ducks. You was talking wiv Cecily for quite a long time earlier. Is everythin’ all right?’
Camille slowed her walk; aware she had been hurrying Elsie along which was the last thing she needed.
‘I...I seem to be beset with problems. Since Harry’s death there has been nothing but revelations, and all of them unpleasant.’
‘So what ‘ave you discovered now?’
‘Caroline Munroe.’
‘But you knew about ‘er.’
‘Yes I did. What I didn’t know was she acted as hostess at Wemyss Place whenever Harry gave one of his, seemingly famous, dinner parties. She organised the food to be eaten, going down to the kitchen and giving instructions to the staff as though she were a permanent fixture. She even organised the games.’ She glanced at Elsie who had widened her eyes and said nothing. ‘Then there’s Ailsa Ferguson...who isn’t.’
Elsie frowned. ‘Isn’t what?’
‘Isn’t Ailsa Ferguson. Cecily said when she went to the summerhouse to befriend her she had the shock of her life. Her words. She said Ailsa Ferguson is a girl she knew from St Giles called Nelly Fawcett.’
Elsie gasped. ‘She ain’t one of the Fawcetts?’
‘You know them?’
‘Everyone in Fitzrovia knows ‘em. Bloody ‘ell, Camille, she’ll be a right so and so if she is. They don’t care about no one believe you me.’ She frowned. ‘What’s she doin’ ere though?’
Camille shook her head. ‘It’s something I’ll need to find out.’
‘Well you ain’t doin’ it.’ A gust of wind rushed around the corner of Wemyss Place, nearly knocking their hats off their heads. ‘Bloody ‘ell,’ coughed Elsie. ‘I fought London was bad enough in the ‘orrible wevver, but blimey, this wind is set to freeze our bones.’
‘Do you want to go back?’ asked Camille, stopping.
‘No, no, we’ll carry on. I don’t like the atmosphere in the ‘ouse neither. Them bloody maids, they’ve got faces on ‘em as long as fiddlers’ elbows. The grooms ain’t much better. Why ain’t they chasin’ the skirt up and down the stairs? What’s wrong wiv ‘em?’
Camille frowned. ‘Chasing the skirt?’
‘Yer know, the grooms always fancy the maids don’t they, but I ain’t seen none of that goin’ on. It’s natural ain’t it, young man fancyin’ the girls. It’s what ‘appens everywhere.’
‘And what did you mean when you said I wasn’t going to find out why Nelly Fawcett was at Wemyss Place?’
‘She’ll ‘ave you on toast, Camille. People like the Fawcetts know the ins and outs of a cat’s arse. She’ll know what ter say, what ter do, and ‘ow ter get round anything you try to put in ‘er way. No, Camille, you leave ‘er ter me and Cecily. We’ll know ‘ow to ‘andle ‘er.’ Camille closed her eyes, her expression one of abject misery. ‘An’ what about the police?’ asked Elsie. ‘Did they come to any conclusions?’
‘None.’
‘Bit pointless then?’
‘Well, not really. They said the staff are free to come and go as they please, but they are not completely exonerated.’
‘What about Phylis Leach?’
‘No, she must give a forwarding address as she’s still a suspect, and in fact had more reason than most to want Mr Hogg dead.’
‘And what was that?’
‘He did not take Phylis’s grief seriously. He should have taken more care of her. He must have known alcohol had her in its grip yet he did nothing. A poor butler indeed, and one who did not care for his fellow staff.’
‘Prob’ly thought they was beneath ‘im,’ said Elsie. ‘Anyway, shouldn’t Miss Lemmon have stepped in?’
‘Yes, she should, which is why I’m going to speak with her tomorrow.’







Chapter 18

Cecily had hated telling Camille about Nelly Fawcett, but she was aware it could change everything. First and foremost was the fact that Nelly was a Fawcett and came from one of the most hardened families in Fitzrovia. Once they had a mark in sight they stuck to them like glue, not giving up until they had got from them what they were after, which was the thing that had shaken Cecily. Nelly’s mark could not have originally been Camille, but must have been Lord Divine. Cecily frowned to herself, wondering why she had chosen Lord Divine as her mark.
The next thing that concerned her was why Nelly had chosen to come to Edinburgh of all places. Could she not have found a mark closer to her home in London? Why had she suddenly decided to go to the other end of the country?
That evening she had taken a pencil and her notebook from the gargantuan bag she took everywhere with her, sat on her bed, and began to write down dates and places of where Nelly was when she had become pregnant and when she had arrived in Edinburgh. Cecily was sure she had been pregnant when she’d arrived and that her accusation that Lord Divine was the father of her child was simply a way for her to extricate money from him. Unfortunately for Camille, Lord Divine had passed away in an accident...unfortunate because Cecily was sure he would have laughed Nelly out of the house bearing in mind he was no longer able to father children. ‘E would a chucked ‘er out, thought Cecily. ‘And ‘e wouldn’t ‘ave cared less. She frowned to herself, thinking she needed to know when Nelly had arrived at Wemyss Place.
The other maids were all in a group, talking in low voices. There was no laughter, no companionship, which she knew every maid needed if they were to get through the long days as a servant in a large house. The work they did was often dirty and monotonous, like cleaning out the grates or blacking the ranges. She remembered she and the other staff would always cheer when the housekeeper told them there was no need to set the grates anymore in Kenilworth House because it was summer, and fires were not needed until the cold weather returned. There would be one last cleaning of the grates to make them respectable for the family and their guests, and that would be the last of it until they were needed again.
She looked across at the maids. They would certainly know when Nelly arrived at Wemyss Place.
‘Do you know when Ailsa got here at Wemyss Place?’ she asked them.
They turned to stare at her, and their expressions were less than friendly. ‘Why would you want ter know that?’ one of them asked, a stout girl with dark, thick eyebrows that were almost joined in the centre of her forehead.
Cecily shrugged and tried to look nonchalant. ‘I just wondered,’ she said. ‘She must be very lonely down there in the summerhouse by herself.’
‘She’s by herself because she’s a liar,’ said another of the maids. ‘She reckons Lord Divine is the father of her bairn, but we reckon he isn’t.’
Cecily got off her bed and sat on the end of one of the maid’s beds. ‘What makes yer think that?’ she asked as gently as she could.
‘She was bein’ sick in the mornin’s just after she got here. She thinks none of us realised what she was doin’ when she was down in the privy early in the mornin’s, but Clara there,’ she indicated a slight girl with a pale complexion sitting a way off from the others, ‘heard her one morning when she herself had an upset in the stomach. She went down to the privy, and she heard Ailsa bein’ sick.’
‘Maybe she weren’t well,’ said Cecily, hoping they would forget they’d fallen out with her that afternoon and continue to talk about Nelly.
‘Then she weren’t well every mornin’. She was down there as regular as clockwork. If Mrs Leach hadn’t been drunk she would have asked her about it, but she had other things on her mind.’
‘She lost ‘er son, d’int she,’ said Cecily, trying to make them realise she cared about what the poor woman had been through.
‘Aye, that she did, not that anyone here cared a fig for that,’ said the stout girl.
‘Have you seen her baby?’ Cecily asked them.
They all looked away. ‘Nae, we have not.’ The stout girl looked back at her. ‘Look, the truth is we did nae take to Ailsa. Every time Lord Divine was at the house she made sure she was the one tae do his bidding. She was the upstairs maid so we reckon she led him on.’
‘While she was pregnant?’
‘Oh, aye. That would nae have bothered her...but we only have her word anything happened between them. She crowed about it, sayin’ he’d taken a liking tae her, that she could get him tae do anything she wanted. Giggled about him like a stupid lovestruck schoolgirl she did, but we think it was tae add juice to her story that she and His Lordship were up to it when she did his room.’
‘And yer didn’t believe ‘er?’
‘Nae, I didn’t. I can nae speak fer the others.’ Cecily glanced at them and they all shook their heads.
‘How long ‘ad she worked ‘ere fer then, before she ‘ad the baby?’
‘About seven months,’ said another. ‘No one was adding it up ‘cept for us. We knew, didn’t we girls?’
‘Aye,’ they all chorused.
Cecily got off the bed and went to her bag pulling out a parcel wrapped in paper.
‘Would yer like one a these?’ she asked them, revealing the vanilla Madelaine’s she had asked Knolly for. ‘Cook said we could ‘ave ‘em with our late night drink. I thought you might like one.’
The girls left the bed and made for Cecily’s, sitting where they could find a space. ‘Cook gave you these?’ said one.
‘She said they’d go dry if we di’nt eat ‘em up. I can make hot chocolate if you’d like. One of yer will ‘ave to ‘elp me bring ‘em up. We could ‘ave the Madelaine’s wiv it.’
The girls nodded, their eyes shining. Cecily suddenly felt a surge of sorrow for them. They were mostly young and had seemed unhappy working at the house. I’ll befriend ‘em, she thought, in the proper way, not just because I want information out of ‘em. They seem so sad. If a few Madelaines and a mug of ‘ot chocolate can cheer ‘em up it’ll be worth it.
When they had had their hot chocolate and Madelaines, and she could hear the gentle snoring coming from the other maid’s beds, Cecily continued to write in her notebook. It was clear to her that Nelly Fawcett had been pregnant when she’d arrived at Wemyss Place to work as a maid for Lord Divine, but there were questions that needed to be answered before they could disprove Nelly’s accusations.
First, they must find out where Nelly had been living before she arrived in Edinburgh, or at least before she arrived at Wemyss Place. Cecily had considered that Nelly could have been in Edinburgh longer than she had been working at Wemyss Place, that she may have worked as a maid in another large house where her ruse had not worked out for her. She was fully aware of the Fawcett’s reputation for criminality and she was also aware there would never be an easy or straightforward answer to what Nelly was trying to achieve.
Second, Cecily considered that Nelly must have had prior knowledge of Lord Harry Divine. Someone had told her what had been going on at the house and she decided to use it to her advantage.
When Cecily had spoken to Camille, Camille had said that Lord Divine had been dissolute, that his lifestyle had been immoral, and the parties he had held had been dens of debauchery. She hadn’t known what those words had meant until she’d asked Knolly, who had struggled to explain to her what they meant without her face turning red. Cecily finally got the gist.
‘So, d’int ‘e love Madam?’ Cecily asked Knolly.
‘I reckon ‘e did,’ answered Knolly as she vigorously stirred a sauce to stop it from burning. She had had to get used to cooking for a much bigger household than before, and although she was enjoying the challenge she had to admit to it being more tiring for her. Her answer was to prepare many of the dishes in advance and leave them covered in the pantry. ‘But ‘e ‘ad other, well, requirements. Some men are like that, Cecily. They can’t be satisfied with one person. Lord Divine was living a strange life, I grant you, but then thems with money can do as they please. It ain’t all posies and unicorns in the upper classes. Reckon Lady Camille ‘as ‘ad a bit of a shock, poor lass.’
‘And poor Madam is now finding out what the truth is. That Lord Divine was comin’ up ‘ere an’ doin’ all sorts.’
‘That’s what it looks like, don’t it?’
Cecily made a list of everyone living in the house, from Camille and Elsie to the maids and the grooms. ‘Tomorrow I’ll look for the connections,’ she said under her breath as she pulled the rather thin blanket over her shoulder. ‘It’s what Madam says. We ‘ave to untangle the tangle.’ Within minutes she was asleep.







Chapter 19

The following morning Camille sat at a small table in the breakfast room overlooking the garden, her chin on the heel of her hand. Her eyes were on the autumnal flowers and the leaves on the trees which were slowly turning from dark green to orange, to gold and then to the most glorious red, but in truth she didn’t see them. Her thoughts were elsewhere.
She had slept badly again, tossing and turning, her thoughts going from one thing to another. The foundation of it: She was cross with herself. Cross with herself because there was an investigation in to Mr Hogg’s murder waiting in the very house in which she was living at present, one that she now owned, yet she had barely scraped the surface of it. She knew she and Cecily could take it on, search for clues, untangle the tangled as they had in the past, but her heart wasn’t in it. All she could think about, or see in her mind’s eye, was the enigmatic Caroline Munroe, a woman without a face.
Camille turned and leant her elbow on the table, looking into the rather attractive room. There were ghosts in this house, ghosts of the many parties Harry had thrown, of trysts between lovers, of old men chasing young women up the impressive staircase in the middle of the hall, the girls shrieking with delight...or fear, of Caroline Munroe in her most beautiful dress, designer of course, her blonde hair...was she blonde?...caught up in a chignon by a gold band around her forehead, acting as beautiful hostess to Harry’s immaculate host. She pictured them arm in arm, speaking with each guest in turn, the smiles, the show of white teeth glistening in the glow from the chandeliers, Caroline fluttering her eyelashes at Harry. My husband, Camille thought.
And what happened when all the guests had left the house, the chandeliers had been snuffed out and the staff had gone to their rooms? What happened when all was dark and quiet? Camille turned back to the table and put her face in her hands. She was the cuckolded wife of a Lord of the Realm, the little woman kept in ignorance in an antiquated and gloomy house in London, a place no young woman would enjoy living, whilst her husband played fast and loose with another woman. And not just another woman. A woman who was so important to him he kept her a secret to his dying day. That Camille had discovered his infidelity from a member of his staff, a women who was drunk at the time of the telling, simply added insult to injury.
She rested her chin on the knuckles of her hands and stared out of the window again. Caroline Munroe wasn’t her only problem. She could just see the corner of the summerhouse from where she sat in the breakfast room. It was beautiful, bespoke and expertly made. Camille wondered if it was the place where Harry’s trysts with Caroline Munroe had taken place when they had first realised they had an attraction for each other.
Camille suddenly sat up, a thought pushing its way through all the other thoughts in her head. Mrs Leach had said that Caroline was married to Harry’s friend, now Lord Munroe since the death of his father. What of him? Did he know his best friend was having an affair with his wife? Did he sanction it or was it simply an accepted situation. And where was Lord Munroe when the parties were being held at Wemyss Place? Surely, as a close friend of Harry’s, he would have been invited?
She rose from her chair and ran to the door. She knew what she must do. She had three problems to solve, the murder of Mr Hogg the butler, the underhandedness of the criminal Ailsa Ferguson, also known as Nelly Fawcett.
And Caroline Munroe.

‘KNOLLY,’ SHE CRIED as she went into the kitchen.
‘Ooh, Madam, yer fair made me jump.’ Knolly frowned. ‘Is everything all right?’
‘Yes, yes, everything is all right. I just wondered...first of all...where is Cecily?’
Knolly slammed a huge ball of dough onto the pine table and began to knead it, her arms and hands covered in flour. ‘She’s ‘elpin’ two of the other maids strip the beds in that room where they sleep upstairs. I’ve ‘ad a word with Miss Lemmon and she said it was all right for the girls ter do it, so I ‘aven’t stepped on any toes. Don’t know the last time they was done, but I d’int think it smelled very nice up there when I went up to ‘ave a look. There’s a musty, fusty smell comin’ from somewhere, so I thought the first thing ter do was ter change the beds.’
‘And where is Miss Lemmon?’
‘She’s in ‘er bed wiv an ‘eadache. She says she gets ‘em sometimes, so I took ‘er up a cup of tea and told ‘er ter stay right where she was.’
Camille smiled. ‘Oh, Knolly, you’re so good.’
Knolly reddened but looked pleased. ‘Well, it ain’t no trouble. It’s only what Cecily would do fer me, ain’t it?’
‘And Aaron?’
‘‘Elpin the gardener. There ain’t much ‘e don’t know about winter veg since ‘e’s bin ‘elpin’ Phillips in the allotment. I think the gardener was glad of ‘is ‘elp.’
‘Honestly, Knolly I don’t know how I would have managed if you, Cecily and Aaron hadn’t joined me here. You’re doing an amazing job.’
Knolly smiled again. ‘Was there anythin’ else, Madam?’
‘Actually, Knolly, there is something else.’ She sat on one of the chairs at the pine table where Knolly was working. ‘I expect you’ve heard about the parties Lord Divine gave when he was in residence here.’
Knolly chuckled. ‘‘Ave I ‘eard about ‘em? That’s a joke that is. It’s all I’ve ‘eard about since I got ‘ere about ‘ow some of the girls miss them parties, and ‘ow some of ‘em ‘ope they never ‘appen again.’
Camille blinked, then pulled a face. ‘Well, yes, I should think there are some divided opinions on them. I’m quite sure some of the maids dreaded them.’
‘They did, but it d’int stop ‘im did it?’ Knolly raised her eyes to look at Camille, and Camille shrugged.
‘One should never speak ill of the dead, but he was rather a selfish man.’
‘Hmm. Beg your pardon, Madam, but I’ve got a few old-fashioned words for ‘im.’
Camille chuckled. ‘I’m sure you have. The thing is I thought I might give my own party.’
Knolly abruptly stopped kneading and frowned at Camille. ‘You want ter throw a party? But yer don’t know no one ‘ere, Madam.’
‘You’re right of course, I don’t, but I wondered if there might be a list of guests with perhaps some of the menus. I understand Lord Divine had some help when planning his parties.’
Knolly began to knead again only more vociferously this time. ‘Yeah, I ‘eard that an’ all.’
‘Do you think you could look in the kitchen for me, Knolly? Or get the maids to do it. I’d like to see who was on the guest list and invite them here as a farewell to Lord Divine. Of course, it will be more of a sedate dinner party rather than the ones they seem to have become used to.’
Knolly brushed the flour and dough from her hands, ran them under the tap to cleanse them, filled the kettle to put on the range, then pulled out a chair and sat opposite Camille.
‘This ain’t none of my business, Madam,’ she said looking sad, ‘but wouldn’t it be better to let bygones be bygones? I know you’re curious, any woman would be, but she can’t touch yer now can she, and as beautiful as you are she couldn’t ‘ave ‘eld a candle to yer even then. Me and Cecily, we’re worried all a this what ‘as gone on ‘ere is gettin’ on top of yer. ‘E din’t treat yer right, and from what we’ve ‘eard from the staff ‘e ‘ad a friendship with another woman. I s’pose this is the one you’ve got the curiosity about.’
Camille bit her lip, tears sparkling at her eyelashes. ‘Yes, Knolly, it is. Anyone would, wouldn’t they? He was clearly with her when we were together.’
‘Only according to Phylis Leach, who, let’s face it, ‘as ‘er own problems ter deal with.’ Knolly reached for one of Camille’s hands, knowing she was probably overstepping the mark. ‘Can yer not put it all behind yer, Madam?’ she said gently. ‘Can yer not see it as the past is in the past?’
‘The thing is Knolly, I cannot stop thinking about them together. And when I think of them together, Caroline Munroe’s face is blank. Lord Divine is smiling, his eyes are sparkling and he is looking at her, but I am unable to see who it is he is looking at. I must know for myself, Knolly, then perhaps I’ll be able to put all this behind me.’
Knolly got up from the table to make tea. She allowed Camille’s words to sink in, allowing the tea to brew before pouring tea into two cups.
‘Drink it while it’s nice and ‘ot, Madam. It’ll warm yer through. Your ‘ands seem ter be a bit on the cold side. When we’ve ‘ad our tea we’ll search for the menus and whatnot together. I don’t want the maids ter do it, cos if they’re ‘ere somewhere they’ll likely miss ‘em, and if they ain’t it’ll take ‘em away from their work. It’ll give ‘em somethin’ ter gossip about either way, an’ I reckon there’s enough of that gone on ‘ere.’
‘There are other things for me to worry about too.’
‘I know, Madam. I know since you’ve bin ‘ere things ‘aven’t gone right. I must confess the thought that someone set out to murder the butler, Mr ‘Ogg weren’t it? Well, it makes my teeth stand on edge, that it do. Who could a done such a thing? And the police? Where are they, eh? Stuck one young feller outside the front door yesty. I ain’t seen ‘im since last night. S’pose they think we ain’t important enough to worry about.’
Camille sniffed and wiped her eyes on a handkerchief she’d tucked up her sleeve. ‘What do you know about Nelly Fawcett?’
‘I know she ain’t no good, that’s what I know.’ Knolly sat down again and faced Camille. ‘What I can’t work out is what the ‘ell she’s doin’ ere. Edinburgh of all places. You’ve got a reason to be ‘ere, Madam. She ain’t.’
‘Do you and Cecily have an opinion about her presence?’
‘Darn right we do. Lord Divine was ‘er mark. She ‘ad ‘im down as someone she could pin as ‘er baby’s farver, but it’s blown up in ‘er face now you’ve told ‘er Lord Divine couldn’t farver no more children. The trouble is she’s cornered now. When the Fawcetts are cornered they come out fightin’, so we’ve got ter make sure she don’t think she can get somethin’ out of yer.’ She took a slurp of tea. ‘Mrs West came ter see me about it this mornin’, first thing.’
Camille’s eyes widened with surprise. ‘Did she?’
‘She did.’
‘She has a plan?’
‘She does.’
‘And do you know what it is?’
‘I do, Madam, but it ain’t nothin’ fer you to worry about. Yer should let Mrs West deal with Nelly Fawcett. If yer don’t mind me sayin’, and I know she’s yer friend an’ all, but Mrs West’s as ‘ard as nails. I wouldn’t want ter come up against ‘er. She knows what she’s doin’ all right. She might be pregnant but it ain’t muddled ‘er ‘ead. Her brain’s still intact.’
Camille grinned through her tears.
‘You must be as surprised as I was to discover Nathanial Fortesque-Wallsey is to be a father.’
‘Surprised? That ain’t what I’d call it.’ She took another slurp of tea. ‘But I ‘ave ter say, I think it’s turned out all right, don’t you, Madam?’
‘I agree, Knolly,’ said Camille. ‘I think it’s turned out very well.’







Chapter 20

Elsie woke with a start. She and Camille had shared a luncheon platter of cheeses, cooked meats, and some of Knolly’s home-made bread with lashings of butter, and it had made her sleepy. She wasn’t used to feeling quite so lethargic in the afternoon, but she realised that as her body was changing, so must her daily routine.
She threw her legs over the side of the bed and pushed herself to a standing position. In front of her was a dresser with a large half-mirror on top of it, big enough for her to see her stomach.
‘Oh, my Gawd,’ she said. ‘This one’s goin’ ter be a big’un. I ain’t lookin’ forward ter pushin’ you out, feller,’ she said as she rubbed her stomach, turning this way and that to get a good view of her bump.
She sat at the dresser and brushed her long, blonde hair, twisting it into an elaborate knot which she pinned to the top of her head. Not for her the chic bob that every other woman was wearing since the fashion had changed. She pinched her cheeks and applied a good layer of bright red lipstick to her lips, grinning at her reflection afterwards.
‘Now, what to wear?’ she said to herself as she rummaged through her trunk. ‘Ah, yes, this’ll be perfect.’ She held up a bright red dress, shaking out the creases. ‘Too bright for daytime usually, but not for where I’m about ter go,’ she said under her breath. ‘Chanel would be proud.’
When she was dressed and had sprayed a liberal amount of perfume onto her wrists and over her hair, she left her bedroom, locking the door behind her. She took the stairs carefully, but instead of going into one of the reception rooms, she went down the kitchen steps and into the kitchen where Knolly was setting a tray with a coffee pot, two cups and saucers and a plate of French fancies.
‘You all set, Mrs West?’ she asked Elsie.
‘That I am, Mrs Knowles. I’m goin’ ter sort out that little bugger once and for all, make no mistake.’
‘I’m glad to ‘ear it, Mrs West. It can’t come soon enough if you ask me.’
‘Where’s Camille.’
‘‘Er and Cecily’s in the drawing room, discussing things.’
‘Good. Keep ‘em topped up wiv tea and cakes, Mrs Knowles. This might take a while an’ I want ter keep Camille out of the way. She’s got enough ter worry about.’

ELSIE MADE HER WAY out of the garden door and followed the brick footpath through the flowerbeds to the summerhouse. She had donned her coat and boots to venture outside as the weather had turned bitterly cold. She couldn’t help but hope they didn’t spend too much longer in Edinburgh. Of course, she could have organised a train back to London for herself, but she had made a promise she would not leave Camille. When they went away together they stayed together, just as they had in Sicily, even though it had turned into a dangerous investigation for Camille and Cecily and it had been left to Elsie to pull things together. I might be pregnant, thought Elsie, but I ain’t an invalid. Camille was her best friend and there was no way she would duck out on her now.
She had made a point of not telling Nathanial the circumstances that had arisen at Wemyss Place, for she was sure he would insist on her going home.
‘I’m me own woman,’ she said under her breath. ‘I don’t take orders from nobody.’
When she got to the summerhouse she planted a big smile on her face and knocked on the door. It was opened by a red-haired girl whose face was a mass of freckles, and who had the greenest eyes Elsie had ever seen.
‘‘Ello,’ she said to Nelly Fawcett who stood in the doorway, her face hard, her jaw clenched.
‘Who are you?’ she answered in a less than friendly tone.
‘Me name’s Elsie West. I’m Len West’s widow. Bet you’ve ‘eard of ‘im, right?’
‘Len West what was knifed down the Old Kent Road?’
‘That’s ‘im, ducks,’ she said, shouldering her way past Nelly and plonking the tray on the bed. She took off her coat and lay it on the chair, making sure her bump was clearly visible, so Nelly was in no doubt she was expecting. ‘Where is ‘e then, the little man. I’ve come ter see ‘im really,’ she chuckled.
‘Yer expectin’ then?’ said Nelly, eying Elsie’s bump.
‘Oh, Gawd,’ said Elsie. ‘Is it that obvious?’ She laughed again, nudging Nelly on the arm, but the girl didn’t crack her face.
Nelly went to a cot in the corner of the room and lifted the sleeping baby out of the fleecy covers. He curled his fists up towards his face and raised his knees to his tummy.
‘Do yer want ter ‘old ‘im?’ asked Nelly.
‘Yeah, course I do. It’s what I’ve come down ‘ere for, like I said.’ She took the infant out of Nelly’s hands and laid him in the crook of her arm, holding him close to her. ‘Oh, don’t ‘e smell lovely. Babies do don’t they?’ She laughed again. ‘Well, most of the time.’ She pointed to the tray on the bed. ‘Pour yerself some tea, ducks. An’ look, there’s some French fancies there what the cook made. ‘Elp yerself,’ Elsie said with a smile. Nelly sat on the bed and poured the tea, then took one of the fancies from the plate and bit into it. She nodded, relishing the taste of such fine cooking.
‘These are nice,’ she said. ‘Who made ‘em? Not Mrs Leach. She’s always as drunk as a fish.’
‘Nah, there’s a new cook now.’
‘Are you a guest ‘ere then?’
‘I am.’
Nelly frowned. ‘But you’re Len West’s widow. I wouldn’t ‘ave thought ‘er Ladyship would ‘ave wanted anythin’ ter do wiv you.’
‘Yeah, well, there’s the rub. I’m about ter be married ter Lord Fortesque-Wallsey of Westminster. ‘E’s asked ‘er Ladyship to teach me the ways of their society.’
Elsie began to parade around the summerhouse, her nose in the air.
‘Oh, I’m a lady, that’s what I am. Right up ‘erself she is. Finks she’s better than everyone else.’
Nelly giggled. Her eyes widened, then she grinned. ‘Ow’d yer manage that then? Is that ‘is baby what you’re carryin’?’
‘It is.’
‘S’pose ‘e bought yer them clothes an’ all did ‘e?’
Elsie looked down at herself preening herself with an indulgent smile on her face, then passed Lachlan back to his mother. ‘Yeah, course ‘e did. This dress is Chanel. I can’t afford to dress like this on what I earned. I was just a whore when we met.’ Nelly stared at Elsie, narrowing her eyes, a steely look that did not get past Elsie. Got her, she thought. Now I ‘ave ter go in fer the kill.
‘So what’s the story wiv you then? You was a maid ‘ere weren’t yer?’
‘I was...not anymore. Sick of skivvyin’ for the likes of them. Not that I’ve done much skivvyin’.’
It was Elsie’s turn to narrow her eyes. ‘Nah, I fought I knew yer. Yer one of the Fawcetts from St Giles ain’t yer?’
Nelly looked proud. ‘I am.’
‘So why ain’t they lookin’ after you and the baby?’
‘‘Ad another plan, din’t I? Decided ter helevate meself. Din’t want ter stay in that dung ‘eap.’
‘Ow was yer goin’ ter do that?’
‘Like you ‘ave. Find meself a rich man and get knocked up by ‘im. I wasn’t bovvered wevver ‘e was married or not.’
‘Why Edinburgh though?’ asked Elsie, pulling a face. ‘I ‘ate this bloody place. Cold and wet every bloody day. Can’t wait ter go ‘ome.’
‘I ‘ad ter be somewhere as far away from London as I could get, so no one would know me, but where there was money. There’s plenty of that ‘ere, ‘specially in this part. You only ‘ave ter look at the ‘ouses ter see that.’
‘Who’s the farver then, not ‘Arry Divine. ‘E’s ain’t got any lead in ‘is pencil.’
‘Yeah, well, I din’t know that did I, not till the up ‘erself Ladyship told me. I’d already been workin’ in Edinburgh at an ‘ouse not far from ‘ere. The owner fancied me like mad ‘e did, so I made use of it. Got knocked up by ‘im, but when I told ‘im he frew an ‘issy fit and then frew me out, din’t ‘e. Threatened me wiv all sorts ‘e did...police...prison, said I’d done it fer the purpose... which a course I did.’ She giggled again. ‘Then I ‘eard about this place.’
‘You ‘eard about this place?’ asked Elsie, trying to look interested, a wry smile crossing her features. She sat down on the bed next to the tray and stared at Nelly. ‘What did you ‘ear?’
Nelly tucked Lachlan in between the covers on the bed, then leant forward as though she were about to impart a secret. ‘You must ‘ave ‘eard?’ she said in a whisper. ‘The fings what go on ‘ere, or went on when ‘Is Lordship was ‘ere?’
Elsie looked innocent ‘No, I ain’t ‘eard nuffin’. Who told yer any ’ow?’
Nelly chose not to give Elsie that snippet of information. ‘There was nuffin left on the table let’s put it that way. Anyfing was good enough. Old men chasing the maids, men chasin’ men. The grooms ‘ad a terrible time of it.’ Nelly tapped the side of her nose. ‘I fought ter meself, that’s a place I need ter be, somewhere where they ain’t got their finger on the pulse. There was no lady of the ‘ouse yer see, at least not on an ordinary day. ‘Is Lordship used ter come up ‘ere by ‘iself wivout that la di da tart wiv the dark skin.’ She turned away and looked into the distance. ‘Dunno who she finks she is. This ain’t ‘er ‘ouse anyway. She only got it ‘cos ‘Is Lordship was stupid enough to get ‘iself killed.’
‘Yeah,’ said Elsie in a conspirative voice. ‘I ‘eard about that. Motor accident weren’t it?’
Nelly nodded. ‘It were.’
It went quiet. ‘So...what yer goin’ ter do now there ain’t a Lord no more?’ Elsie asked her.
Nelly’s face suddenly darkened. ‘I was goin ter take ‘Er Ladyship fer every penny what she’s got, and even some she ain’t. Freatened ‘er wiv the papers, but then that nosy cow, Cecily Nugent turned up, din’t she. I couldn’t believe it when I saw ‘er sour face at my door. She recognised me straight away, wanted ter know what I was doin’ ere. I’ll do fer ‘er one day. She’s as ‘igh and mighty as ‘Er Ladyship.’
Elsie scratched her chin. ‘Yer need an out, don’t yer, girl.’
‘That I do, Mrs West. I’ve bin wrackin’ my brains but I ain’t come up wiv anythin’ yet. And when I get me out it’s got ter be one wiv money, otherwise me and Lachlan’ll end up in the work’ouse.’
Elsie stared at her. ‘But yer family. ‘Ain’t they goin ter ‘elp yer?’
‘Nah, all bruvvers, ain’t it. Ain’t got no sisters, and me Ma’s as bad as they are. All she cares about is money.’ She rubbed her forefinger and thumb together in the accepted sign. ‘Me Da, now ‘e might ‘elp me, but ‘e ain’t in St Giles no more. Shacked up wiv a woman in the Seven Dials, young piece, earns ‘er livin’ on ‘er back.’
‘Nuffin wrong wiv that. It’s all income.’
‘Yer right there, Mrs West.’
Elsie took a long sip of tea then punched Nelly gently on the arm.
‘I might be able to ‘elp yer, Nelly.’
Nelly turned her head and stared at her. ‘You...’elp me? Why would yer do that?’
‘I was on me own once. Din’t know what I was goin’ ter do. I was down ter me last farthin’ and no money to feed me and me baby.’
‘You’ve got anuvver baby?’
‘I ‘ave. A girl. She’s wiv me sister now. Got taken away from me she did. Broke me ‘eart, but it gave ‘er an ‘ome. Then Len came along and I was all right, well, ‘til ‘e got knifed that is.’
‘And then what ‘appened?’
‘Lord Fortesque-Wallsey was one of me customers and ‘e fell for me. Can’t stand the sight of ‘im ter be honest, but that don’t matter. I live the life of Riley now.’ She stared hard at Nelly. ‘And so can you.’
Nelly looked sceptical. ‘‘Ow?’
‘You leave it ter me, Nelly. I’ll see yer right, yer see if I don’t. A beautiful girl like you should ‘ave a good life, an’ if yer can’t rely on yer family...’ she smiled at Nelly and winked, ‘...yer can rely on me. I won’t let yer down. Just don’t say anythin’ ter no one. Right? I mean it, Nelly. If yer tell anyone it’s all off.’
Nelly shrugged. ‘Ain’t got no one ter tell.’
‘That’s good, that is. No one ter tell, no point in tellin’ it.’ Elsie stood and picked up the tray, making for the door.
‘What yer goin’ ter do?’
‘You wait an’ see. Might take me a couple a days, but ‘ow would yer like ter go back ter London?’
Nelly shrugged. ‘Depends where it is.’
‘It’ll be where a girl like you should be, Nelly. Like I said, a girl like you should get what’s comin’ to ‘er an’ I’m goin’ ter make sure it does.’ She winked again. ‘Leave it ter me, girl. I’ll see yer right.’







Chapter 21

Camille and Cecily sat in the dining room, notebooks and pencils in front of them, along with a pot of tea.
‘We should have done this before, Cecily,’ said Camille. ‘I’m sorry. I feel as though I’ve had so much to contend with since I’ve been here I’ve struggled to think straight.’
‘I’m surprised you’re thinking straight now, Madam what wiv everythin’ what’s ‘appened. I’ve never known anythin’ like it.’
Camille laughed. ‘Oh, I think we both have. The difference here is that it feels so much more personal.’
‘I’m sorry I ‘ad ter tell yer about Nelly Fawcett an’ all, Madam. She’s such a whatsit, well ‘er ‘ole family are whatsits. I nearly fell over when I saw her poking her nose out of the summer ’ouse door. I dunno ‘ow she’s got away with it for so long.’
‘I take it she doesn’t have a Scottish accent.’
Cecily chuckled. ‘Does she ‘ell as like. She sounds like me only rougher if it’s possible. Reckon she’s dropped the accent now anyway.’
‘Does she get her food from the kitchen? I’m guessing she must.’
‘Yeah, she does, but she don’t say nothin’ when she’s there. Mrs Leach ‘as gone and Knolly won’t ‘ave a bar of ‘er...says she won’t speak to ‘er unless she really ‘as ter. The only person what Nelly talks to is Miss Lemmon, and she don’t ‘ave much ter say to ‘er.’
‘What about the other maids? She must have friends amongst them.’
Cecily shook her head. ‘No, Madam. The maids don’t trust ‘er. They all reckon she was knocked up...er, sorry, Madam, I mean...pregnant when she got to Wemyss Place, and she was lookin’ fer someone ter pin it on.’
‘And she tried to pin it on Lord Divine.’ Camille tutted. ‘What a terrible thing to do.’
‘Seems like it, Madam. It is a terrible fing ter do, but you don’t know the Fawcetts like I do. They’d sell their own Gran’muvver if they thought they could make a profit.’ She tapped her chin. ‘Actually, they may well ‘ave done. One minute she was at St Giles, the next minute she weren’t. Gawd knows what ‘appened to ‘er. The fing is yer just wouldn’t ask the Fawcetts nothin’. They’d stick a knife in yer as good as look at yer. Rule the roost they do down there.’
Cecily poured tea into two cups and took a long slurp.
‘Why does Knolly’s tea always taste better than anyone else’s?’ she asked.
‘I’ve no idea,’ chuckled. Camille. ‘But you’re right of course. It does. Now...down to business.’  Camille leaned forward and Cecily loosened her shoulders ready for an in depth discussion about the murder.
‘Mr Hogg. Do you have any thoughts.’
Cecily smiled. ‘I do as a matter of fact, Madam.’
Camille returned her smile. ‘I’m very glad to hear it.’
‘Mrs West said ‘e ‘ad different tastes to most men.’
Camille nodded. ‘She intimated that to me too.’
‘I’ve bin thinking about the grooms what left and I ‘ad a word wiv the girls, the maids, an’ asked ‘em what they fought.’
‘And what did they think?’
‘They said Mr Hogg took on the grooms whenever one left, which was regular. They said the grooms never stayed very long, and they reckoned it was ‘cos Mr ‘Ogg wouldn’t leave ‘em alone.’
Camille frowned. ‘Wouldn’t leave them alone? In what way would he not leave them alone? Did he discipline them too much, give them unpleasant jobs to do?’
‘No, Madam,’ said Cecily quietly. ‘He kept,’ she reddened, ‘yer know, touchin’ ‘em fer no reason, tryin’ ter get ‘em to go fer a drink wiv ‘im. ‘E would tell ‘em ‘e ‘ad booze in ‘is room and that if they went upstairs wiv ‘im he’d give ‘em some. Trouble was, it weren’t the only fing ‘e wanted ter give ‘em.’
Camille’s mouth dropped open. ‘Oh, good heavens. How awful.’
‘When the boys first got ‘ere, and most of ‘em was young, they went wiv ‘im cos they fought it was the right fing ter do cos Mr ‘Ogg was the butler and sort of in charge, and cos they thought it was what all the boys did, but then, when they found out what ‘e was up ter they would leave, too embarrassed ter tell anyone. Once ‘e ‘ad one in ‘is sights ‘e wouldn’t let go.’
Camille sat back in her chair and sighed. ‘Oh, Lord. Sounds as though our Mr Hogg made some enemies along the way.’
‘Yeah, ‘e did, more than one an’ all.’
Camille sat forward again. ‘I have the name of one of the grooms, Alec Johnstone. Did any of the maids mention him?’
‘‘E was the last one what was taken on. Really good lookin’ they said, the sort Mr ‘Ogg would go fer. Took some time off to look after ‘is sick dad but din’t turn up fer work when ‘e should ‘ave. One of the maids said she found ‘im cryin’ on the kitchen stairs one night, and when she asked him what the matter was ‘e said, ‘Hogg.’ Well, she din’t need ter ask ‘im anythin’ else. She knew what ‘e meant. She told ‘im to ‘ave a word wiv Lord Divine, but ‘e weren’t at the ‘ouse, and course, well, ‘e never came back, did ‘e, so it seems the boy just upped and left. Decided not to come back to the ‘ouse.’
‘Was there not another who left recently?’
‘There was, Madam,’ Cecily nodded. ‘A Gordon Cameron. ‘E left suddenly an’ all, but I fink one of the maids keeps in touch wiv ‘im.’
‘Could you ask her to come and see me. Tell her she’s not in trouble, but I would like to ask her a few questions about the grooms.’
‘I’ll do that, Madam,’ said Cecily, writing it down in her notebook.
‘The other thing is, I’ve decided to give a dinner party.’ Cecily’s head shot up and she blinked at Camille. ‘Not the kind of party you’ve been hearing about since we arrived here, Cecily. I thought it would be a good thing to get to know some of the people Lord Divine knew. I feel that being at this house and not knowing anyone puts me at a disadvantage somewhat.  And I must confess, I’m also curious.’
Cecily bit her lip and lowered her eyes. ‘About Lady Munroe, Madam? I ‘ope yer don’t mind me sayin’ but, well, Knolly and I thought you could ‘ave taken it ‘ard when you ‘eard about ‘er, ‘specially after what ‘appened with Lord Divine and that actress.’
‘Actress?’ Camille chuckled. ‘She was hardly that, but...yes, Cecily, it’s not something one wants to hear about one’s own husband, particularly when it was in the early days of our marriage.’
‘Do you fink it’s a good idea, Madam? Me and Knolly, well...we ain’t sure.’
‘I know what Knolly thinks,’ replied Camille, inhaling a deep, wobbling breath, ‘and I know only you and she want the best for me, but if I don’t do it now I will be forever thinking about her and what she meant to my husband. If I discover they were having an affair, then I can only assume she is as devastated by his loss as we all are, but I must know. I think any woman worth her salt would want to know, and I’m not going to allow embarrassment to force me into cowardice.’
Cecily gasped. ‘No one could ever accuse you of bein’ a coward, Madam. You’re the bravest woman I know.’
Camille reached for one of Cecily’s hands.
‘Thank you, Cecily. I knew you would understand. Mrs West agrees with me too. She thinks I will never forget it until I draw a line underneath it.’ She sat back in her chair and sighed. ‘All I have to do now is to persuade Knolly it’s the right thing to do. I need her on side, and Aaron. You’ll all be needed.’
She leant her elbows on the table and rested her chin in her hands, smiling wryly.
‘It could possibly be one of the most stupid things I’ve ever done, but I won’t know until I’ve done it. Perhaps it’s the design fault in my plan, yet I’ve never been so sure about anything.’

‘YOU WANTED TAE SEE me, Madam?’
‘Yes, thank you for joining me at short notice. I know how busy the maids are. Please, sit down. And do relax. You’re not in any trouble I promise you. I’m sorry, I don’t know your name?’
‘Glynis, Madam. Cecily said you wanted tae ask me about Gordon Cameron.’
‘Yes, I do. I understand you know him, and have kept in touch with him since he left Wemyss Place.’
‘Yes, I have, Madam. We were friends before he left. I didn’t know he was going tae leave. We expected him tae turn up fer work one mornin’ but he never came.’
‘Did he live in?’
‘Nae, he lived with his mother on the outskirts of Edinburgh, in one a them brick cottages.’ She looked down at her fingers in her lap. ‘His job meant a lot tae him, Madam. Not just fer the money, but because he wanted tae be part of something...an’ he was, until he felt it was nae safe fer him to be here nae more.’
‘Why did he feel it wasn’t safe?’ Glynis looked down again. ‘Glynis, I’m just trying to help you all. I know you must have been curious about me when I first came here, and perhaps a little apprehensive about me, but I’m not here to turn you all out or to make life difficult. It has been brought to my attention that a number of the grooms left without notice. A pattern seems to have formed. I’m sure you know why, and I expect the other maids know why too.’
Glynis looked up again. ‘It was because of Mr Hogg, Madam. He could nae keep his hands tae himself where the grooms were concerned. Lord Divine gave him the responsibility of hiring the grooms, and we couldn’t help noticing he only took on pretty boys, the ones with the good looks. If they weren’t good looking he turned them away. After a while they all left without notice. If they had given notice they would have had tae say why they were leaving and none of them would have wanted tae do that.’
‘Did no one notice what was happening, Miss Lemmon for instance?’
‘Miss Lemmon turns her head, Madam. She says it’s nothing tae do with her. She looks after the maids, and what Mr Hogg does with the boys is up tae him. We think she should have said something tae Lord Divine, but she chose not tae. The maids used tae talk about it when we’d finished work, yer know, up in our room. We wanted tae say something but we weren’t brave enough. The grooms weren’t brave enough either. We were all frightened we’d lose our jobs and most of us can’t afford tae. I send money tae my Ma in Inverness. She has three children younger than me, and me Da’s laid up with a poorly back. She needs every penny I can send her.’
Camille nodded, feeling slightly chastised. She had never had to live like these girls; at the beck and call of their employers, never had to give money to her parents because they couldn’t afford to live. She knew if she made a decision to sell the house, the maids and grooms would lose their jobs unless she could persuade the buyer to keep on the current staff. She sighed and nodded, then smiled at Glynis.
‘Thank you for your honesty, Glynis. I appreciate how difficult it must have been for you to talk about Mr Hogg, particularly after what happened to him. Tell me, was he liked by Miss Lemmon and the maids?’
‘Nae, Madam. When Lord Divine went back tae London yer would have thought Mr Hogg was the Lord the way he bossed everyone about. Most of the time he did nothing except tae answer the door if there were callers. There were never many callers unless Lord Divine was in residence which meant he had little tae do. The maids just made sure everything was kept clean and tidy.
‘We waited on him hand and foot. He would sit in the drawing room with a glass of claret and a cigar, and if he needed anything we had tae make sure he had it with no back chat. He used tae threaten us with our jobs saying he had the authority tae get rid of us if he wanted tae. He said Lord Divine wouldn’t even notice we were gone. Miss Caroline...’ She covered her mouth with her hand. ‘Oh, Madam...I’m sorry’ I did nae mean tae mention her.’
‘It’s all right, Glynis. I’m aware of Lady Munroe.’
Glynis nodded looking relieved. ‘Miss Caroline said we should keep the house spick and span because Lord Divine never gave notice of when he was going to arrive.’
‘I thought the house was very clean when Mrs West and I arrived, so you’ve all been doing a good job.’ Glynis looked pleased. ‘How did Mr Hogg feel about Phylis Leach?’
Glynis shrugged. ‘Said she was a drunk, a lush. Called her names to her face, an’ all. He often threatened tae get rid of her. Miss Lemmon said it wasn’t his place to sack her, that if anyone was going tae do it, it would be her and she wasn’t about tae. She said Mrs Leach was a good cook once and would be again. She just needed to be given a chance.’
‘What about Alec Johnstone?’
‘He was the prettiest of them all. Mr Hogg would nae leave him alone, kept tryin’ tae persuade him tae go to his room for drink and cigars. If Mr Hogg had just taken no for an answer life would have been easier for the grooms, but he would nae.’
‘Do you know where Alec Johnston is now.’
‘Gordon said he hasn’t seen him since he left. He usually lives in a cottage near him with his Ma and Da. When Gordon knocked for him tae see how he was his parents said they had nae seen him since his last Sunday afternoon off which was ages ago.’
‘So he didn’t go back to his home when he discovered his father was ill?’
‘It seems not, Madam. Alec’s parents were as surprised as Gordon.’
Camille nodded. ‘Would you ask Gordon to come and see me, please, Glynis, and to bring Alec with him if he finds him. I’d like to speak to them both.’
‘Yes, Madam, of course I will. Will I tell them what it’s about?’
‘Just say I would like to speak to them about their experiences here. They have nothing to fear. They must surely know what happened to Mr Hogg by now. It’s been in all the newspapers.’
Glynis rose from her seat and curtseyed, a huge smile on her face making Camille wonder if she and Gordon were walking out together.
‘I’m sure they would appreciate it, Madam. Thank you.’ She curtseyed and went to the drawing room door. ‘Will you sell, Madam, the house I mean? I know it’s none of my business, but it’s all we’ve talked about since Lord Divine was killed.’
‘I haven’t decided yet, Glynis, but if I do I will do my best to persuade the new owners to keep the staff on.’
Glynis curtseyed again and gave a watery smile. ‘Thank you, Madam.’







Chapter 22

Elsie found Camille sitting in the drawing room with a book on her lap she clearly wasn’t reading.
‘Penny for ‘em, ducks.’
‘Oh,’ said Camille, sighing. ‘I was thinking about Duke Street and how easy everything is there. I hope Phillips is all right on his own. I’ve decided to send Aaron back to London to be with him. They can make the house ready for when Cecily, Knolly, and I return.’
Elsie slid onto the settee opposite to where Camille was sitting. ‘‘As somethin’ ‘appened?’
‘I discovered why the grooms leave here without giving notice.’
Elsie sat forward. ‘Oh?’
‘Mr Hogg had wandering hands.’
Elsie nodded. ‘Can’t say I’m surprised. I told yer d’int I that ‘e wouldn’t be married. It’s written all over ‘im.’ She winced. ‘Or was.’
‘I must say I didn’t see it.’
‘For an investigator yer don’t see much, do yer. I fought it was obvious, which is fine in itself, it’s up to ‘im ain’t it, but ‘e shouldn’t ‘ave pushed ‘iself onto uvver people, ‘specially them young boys what ‘e took on. I s’pose it was ‘im what took ‘em on?’ Camille nodded. ‘Yeah, fought it would be. Good looking lot ain’t they?’
Camille chuckled. ‘Not that you’ve noticed.’
‘Course I’ve noticed. I’m a red-blooded woman.’
‘Will you come with me to search Mr Hogg’s room?’
Elsie wrinkled her nose. ‘Ugh, do I ‘ave ter?’
‘No, of course not, but I’d appreciate it if you did. I’d rather not go alone.’
‘Did the police not go in there?’
‘Yes, but in my experience they often fail to look in the right places. I would ask Cecily but she’s helping the maids with something else. I think she’s managed to get quite close to them and I don’t want them to think she has special treatment.’
‘When do yer want ter go?’
Camille shrugged. ‘There’s no time like the present.’

HOGG’S ROOM WAS OFF the third floor landing. He had one of the larger staff bedrooms because of his position in the house which the staff felt strongly he did not deserve bearing in mind the little work he undertook. The corridor smelt musty and Camille wrinkled her nose.
‘Gosh, what is that smell?’
‘Dunno, but it smells like The Thames in the ‘ot weather. Phew, it’s ‘orrible ain’t it.’
‘Wonder what it is?’
‘I ‘ope it’s not comin’ from ‘Ogg’s room. Smells like someone died in there, and we know it couldn’t ‘ave bin ‘im. ‘Ave yer got a key?’
‘Yes, Knolly found it for me. It was hanging in the pantry.’ Camille pushed the key into the lock and twisted it until she heard it click. She pushed the door to the bedroom open and surveyed the interior.
The unpleasant smell was clearly not coming from Mr Hogg’s bedroom. The curtains were closed which made the room seem gloomy, so Camille went across to the window and pulled them open to let in some much needed light, thinking that Mr Hogg had had rather a nice view of the street and the small patch of communal garden serving Wemyss Place.
The sizeable room held a single bed pushed up against the far wall, a bedside cabinet, a wardrobe, and a corner vanity unit with a small sink in the top and cupboard underneath. Above the vanity unit was a mirrored medicine cabinet which Camille opened. Inside were the usual effects of a gentleman, a stub of shaving soap, a razor, a comb, and an oval hairbrush. On the top shelf was a bottle. Laudanum, the drug of those who could not afford anything else.
‘Perhaps he had trouble sleeping,’ said Camille to herself. ‘If he didn’t he should have had after putting those boys through so much.’
‘What was that,’ said Elsie from the other side of the room.
‘There’s a bottle of laudanum in the cabinet here,’ she cried, turning towards Elsie.
‘Yeah, and one on ‘is bedside cabinet too. Sleep problems, or did ‘e drug ‘is victims?’
Camille shivered, then slid the bottle back into the cabinet, firmly shutting the door. ‘Oh, Elsie, please don’t.’
‘‘E could ‘ave bin using it fer both.’
‘Is there anything else of interest?’
‘Nothin’ I can see. ‘Ave a look in ‘is wardrobe. ‘Is clothes will prob’ly still be there won’t they, if they ‘aven’t been sent to anyone in ‘is family.’
Camille opened the wardrobe which squealed on its hinges. ‘Heaven’s above. It sounds like the entrance to Hades. Good Lord, what’s this?’ She pulled out a hanger with an elaborate dress hanging from it. ‘My, God, it’s a Chanel.’
‘What?’ exclaimed Elsie, leaving her inspection of the bookcase. ‘Was it in ‘is wardrobe?’
‘It was. Look at it. It’s her latest design.’
‘‘Ow the ‘ell did ‘e afford it?’
‘I have no idea.’ She turned to Elsie, frowning. ‘Unless it’s not his.’
‘Well...what’s it doin’ ‘ere then?’ Camille shook her head. ‘Do yer think ‘e wore it?’
Camille turned it around on the hanger. ‘Bit small for him I would have thought.’ She looked at the label. ‘It’s a ten.’ She shook her head. ‘No...he couldn’t have got into it. He was rather portly I thought.’
Elsie blew out a sigh in a puff of air. ‘Well, it got there some’ow.’ Camille hung the dress back on the rail. ‘Are there any other dresses?’
Camille looked through the hangers on the rail, then at the shelf at the top of the wardrobe. ‘Only this.’ She blinked at the feather boa she held in her hands.
‘That’s nice,’ said Elsie. She looked at the label. ‘Good label too. Where the ‘ell’s ‘e getting’ all this stuff?’
Camille frowned. ‘I don’t know, but I’m more interested in why he has a dress, a Chanel no less, hanging in his wardrobe. One he couldn’t fit in to in a month of Sundays.’
‘No, ‘e couldn’t, but what about the young men, the grooms. Some a them could get into it.’
‘Oh, heavens, yes,’ cried Camille. ‘You think he made them dress up?’
‘Possible, I s’pose. Seems the most likely explanation.’
‘I suppose we’ll never know.’
‘Aren’t yer goin’ ter speak ter the groom the maid knows? You could ask ‘im.’
‘Gosh, how embarrassing.’
‘Not really. I’m guessin’ a lot of them wouldn’t do it. I’ll ask ‘im if yer like. Fings like that don’t embarrass me. I’ve seen it all, ducks. Men in dresses, men dressed as babbies, men wantin’ ter be caned, men...’
Camille interrupted her, chuckling. ‘Thanks, Elsie. I don’t need...or want to know any more.’ She smiled at her friend. ‘What a life you’ve led.’
‘Well, yeah, but I’m past bein’ embarrassed about anythin’ which I fink is a good fing.’
‘Mm. Perhaps. Is there anything on the shelves worth looking in to?’
‘Nothin’ that I can see. What about under the bed?’
Camille pulled a face. ‘Ugh. Can’t imagine what it’ll be like under there.’
‘Oh blimey, I’ll do it.’
‘No you won’t, Elsie. You’re not in the right condition to be bending about. I’ll do it.’
Camille got down on her hands and knees and peered under the bed.
‘Well, there’s a lot of dust.’ She coughed and put a hand against her mouth. ‘And a box on the other side which if I want to get hold of it I’ll have to lie flat on the floor.’
‘This I got ter see,’ said Elsie, laughing.
Camille pushed her knees out from underneath her body and laid flat, pushing her arm into the dust under the bed, and reaching for the box. She grabbed it and pulled it towards her, coughing and spluttering as she did so.
‘Oh, my God. I’m quite sure the man never cleaned his room. It’s disgusting.’
‘What’s in the box?’ asked Elsie, eager to get the lid off.
‘It’s only a shoe box so he couldn’t have been that concerned about keeping the contents safe.’ She took the lid off the box to reveal the contents. ‘Shoes!’
‘Well, it is a shoe box.’
‘Yes, but look at them.’
‘What?’
‘They’re Ferragamos. Royalty wear his shoes. And they’re shoes for woman. Why did Mr Hogg have a pair of the most expensive shoes in the world under his bed, designed by Salvatore Ferragamo, worn by royals...and made for women?’
‘P’raps ‘e stole ‘em.’
Camille glanced at her. ‘From whom?’ Elsie stared at her. ‘Oh, no.’ She felt herself go hot. ‘You don’t think he stole these from Caroline Munro?’
Elsie shrugged. ‘It might not ‘ave bin ‘er. ‘Arry ‘ad a lot of women ‘ere din’t ‘e?’
‘Yes, I know, but these shoes cost an absolute fortune. With respect, Elsie, one would need a lot of money to afford these.’
‘Could I afford ‘em.’
Camille couldn’t help chuckling. ‘Very likely.’
‘What size are they?’
Camille looked at the innersoles. ‘They’re a four.’
‘Bloody ‘ell. Well, whoever owned ‘em ‘ad the feet of a child.’ She glanced at Camille. ‘What size der you take.’
‘A five.’
‘Oh, all right.’
‘And you?’
‘A seven.’ Camille pressed her lips together to stop herself from giggling. ‘What yer lookin’ at me like that fer? I carn’t ‘elp the size of me feet, can I? They’re what God give me.’ She shrugged, looking cross. ‘‘E might ‘ave bin a bit over generous in that department.’
‘And in the beauty department.’ said Camille with a grin.
‘Aw, Camille,’ cried Elsie, placing a kiss on Camille’s cheek. ‘What a lovely fing ter say.’
‘Just the truth, darling? Now, what should we do with these shoes?’
‘Find someone who they fit,’ she giggled, ‘yer know, like Cinderella. And we might find the ugly sisters an’ all.’
Camille nodded. ‘We need to find at least one ugly sister, I think. Or brother, perhaps? The one who killed Mr Hogg.’

CAMILLE LOCKED THE door behind them when they’d finished their search. She wrinkled her nose at the strange smell which still permeated the corridor outside Mr Hogg’s room.
‘That smell is very unpleasant,’ she said.
‘I carn’t argue wiv that,’ said Elsie. ‘Fair makes me want ter wretch.’
‘We’ll have to investigate it. Have you ever noticed it before?’
‘No, I ‘aven’t, but then I don’t fink I’m the right person to ask. The grooms and the maids would tell yer more, wouldn’t they?’
‘I’ll have a word with Glynis, the maid I asked about the grooms.’ She wrinkled her forehead. ‘They must notice it, surely. It makes one wonder why they haven’t said anything.’
‘P’raps they daren’t. P’raps they’re so used to Mr ‘Ogg ruling the roost they’ve got used ter puttin’ up wiv fings...bit like that dog fing you was tellin’ me about.’
‘Pavlov’s dogs. Yes, I suppose you could be right.’ She glanced at Elsie. ‘How awful, and how perceptive of you to think of it.’
Elsie shrugged. ‘I ain’t all looks yer know,’ she said. ‘I’ve got a brain an’ all. Fancy a walk? I’m gettin’ a bit fed up wiv bein’ cooped up in ‘ere all the time. I could do wiv some fresh air, and there are a couple of fings I want ter talk ter yer about.’
They retraced their steps down the corridor and began to descend the staff staircase.
‘I think it’s a lovely idea. Shall we try to find a little tearoom or coffeehouse, perhaps sit outside if the weather allows. The sun was shining earlier. I must say I miss the sunshine.’
‘Me an’ all. Bit of a change from Sicily ain’t it?’
‘I should say. I don’t think we could get weather that’s much different.’
‘Unless we went ter the Norf Pole. I ‘ear it’s quite cold up there.’







Chapter 23

Camille and Elsie found themselves walking in the sharp sunlight that had deigned to shine on Wemyss Place. There was a light breeze, the raging winds had all but disappeared, but one which only served to blow the cobwebs away and add a quickness to their step. Both women took in deep breaths as they walked, Elsie leaning on Camille’s arm for support.
‘Thank goodness,’ cried Elsie. ‘A bit of sun at last. It’s quite warm an’ all, innit?’
‘It is,’ breathed Camille. ‘I asked Miss Lemmon about the tearooms in the city centre, and she recommended we visit Crawford’s Tearooms on Princes Street. She said the tea and cakes are  scrumptious, and the décor delights everyone who visits. Would you like to go there?’
‘I don’t mind, Camille. One tearoom is the same as any other as far as I’m concerned. As long as they serve strong tea and a good selection of cakes and pastries, I’m ‘appy.’
Crawford’s Tearoom in Edinburgh was situated on Princes Street, a short walk away from Wemyss Place. Camille was aware that with her burgeoning shape Elsie would not want to walk far, but felt the tearooms were far enough to give both of them a decent outing.
Positioned in the centre of a row of rather austere but historical buildings, Crawfords was a meeting place for anyone visiting Edinburgh who wanted to be sure of a charming atmosphere and delectable food. The entrance was set underneath a tall, narrow façade with three bay windows on three floors above, the top and fourth floor having a balcony which would have given a marvellous view over Edinburgh. There were wooden tables and chairs on the pavement at the front of the tearoom for the hardy amongst the visitors.
‘Ooh, this looks nice,’ said Elsie. ‘Do yer think we’ll get a table? Seems quite busy.’
‘You don’t want to sit outside, do you, Elsie?’ Camille asked her. ‘I know the sun has managed to fight its way through the clouds but it’s still chilly.’
‘No, let’s go inside. I’d like to see it. Looks really interesting through the front window.’
Camille opened the door at the entrance and the sound of excited chatter greeted them, along with chinks of crockery as tea and cakes were being served, and the scrape of knives against plates as customers split the scones and slathered them with jam and cream.
‘My mouth is watering,’ said Elsie. ‘Ooh, look, Camille, theres a table for two over there. I would’ve preferred it if we could’ve ‘ad somewhere a bit more private, but it don’t matter. It looks fun.’
A waiter approached them and made a short bow. ‘Ladies. A table for two?’
‘Yes please,’ answered Camille.
‘Would you like to go into the Ladies Tearoom. We have a table available in there if you would prefer.’
Elsie turned to Camille and nodded. ‘That would be lovely. Thank you.’
The Ladies Tearoom was much like a charming sitting room. The walls were painted subtly in pale green and had a fireplace around which was a wooden mantlepiece adorned with ornaments. Above the mantlepiece was a painting of the Madonna and Child, a modern, stylised painting that drew the eye. The waiter showed them to a small table in the corner of the room.
‘Would this suit you, madams?’ he asked looking first at Elsie, then at Camille.
‘I think this is perfect,’ said Camille, widening her eyes at Elsie, who nodded, smiling.
Once tea and a selection of cakes had been served to them, Camille poured tea from the rather elegant porcelain teapot, a cup for Elsie and one for herself.
‘Now, Elsie. What was it you wanted to speak with me about?’
Elsie gingerly sipped the scalding tea then helped herself to the tiny finger sandwiches. ‘Nelly Fawcett.’
Camille groaned. ‘Oh, no, Elsie. Don’t let’s spoil it.’
‘I was ‘opin’ I weren’t goin’ ter spoil it.’
‘Oh?’ Camille sipped her tea and looked interested.
‘First of all, I ‘ave ter say I don’t understand why you’ve let that bloody girl stay on as long as you ‘ave.’
‘Elsie,’ admonished Camille. ‘Not so loud. And the reason I allowed her to stay is because she’s just given birth. I’m not that heartless.’
‘Yeah, well I am. I’ve arranged a train ticket for ‘er to go back ter London.’
Camille looked surprised. ‘And she agreed?’
‘Not exactly.’
‘What do you mean, not exactly?’
‘She finks she’s goin’ to a friend of mine who‘ll set ‘er up in her own apartment wiv a man rather like Nathanial. She was interested when I told ‘er I was goin’ ter marry Lord Fortesque-Wallsey, and that ‘e paid fer me clothes and shoes and whatnot. I told ‘er I couldn’t stand ‘im, but it was werf it just so’s I could get me bills paid and afford such lovely fings.
‘I told ‘er she was a beautiful girl and deserved a better life than the one she’s ‘ad. I know ‘er, yer see. Well, I know ‘er family, the Fawcetts. They’re a right terrible mob they are. Len used ter do business wiv ‘em sometimes. And what’s she’s bin tryin’ ter do ter you and Lord ‘Arry don’t surprise me one bit.’ She took a bite of mille feuille, allowing the cream to squeeze out of the sides and fall back onto the plate where she scooped it up with her finger and popped it into her mouth. ‘She was pregnant when she got to Wemyss Place yer know.’
‘She told you that?’
Elsie nodded. ‘She fell in with the owner of the ‘ouse she was workin’ in, not far from Wemyss Place. ‘Ad a fing wiv ‘im. When she told ‘im she was pregnant ‘e threw ‘er out, threatened ‘er wiv the police and whatnot. There was nothin’ she could do about it so she ‘ad ter find somewhere else to live. She said she ‘eard about your ‘ouse from someone, wouldn’t say who a course, even when I pressed ‘er on it. ‘Er plan was ter blame the pregnancy on Lord Divine, ‘is word against ‘ers sort of fing, but well, he got ‘iself killed din’t ‘e, so ‘er plan went to the devil. She said when you came along ‘er plan was to threaten you wiv the newspapers, yer know, cause a scandal, ‘opin’ you’d pay ter keep ‘er quiet.’
‘And she thinks she will marry a Lord like you will?’ Elsie nodded. ‘And how does she think you’ve organised it so that a man who has never seen her before is going to accept that?’
‘Look, I said they was a terrible mob. I din’t say they was clever. She believed every word of it ‘cause she wanted to. We’re all capable of believin’ fings because we want to.’
‘And where is she actually going?’
‘Ter Seven Dials, and ‘er dad and ‘is new totty what ‘e’s shacked up wiv.’
Camille nearly spilt her tea as she chuckled into it. Wiping her chin on her napkin she shook her head.
‘I have to hand it to you, Elsie. I just hope she never lays eyes on you again. I don’t think it will be a friendly meeting.’
‘Couldn’t care less. She’s gettin’ what she deserves. Any’ow, I’ll be marrying Nat when I get back to London, at least after this one’s born, and mixin’ in different circles.’
‘Are you looking forward to it?’
‘No...but there you are. We’re to ‘ave this little one,’ she patted her stomach, ‘and my life will be turned upside down.’
‘Thank you, Elsie.’ Camille reached across the table for her friend’s hand. ‘You’ve solved one of my problems and I can’t thank you enough.’
‘Yer can thank me by bein’ my Maid of Honour at the weddin.’
Camille’s eyes shone. ‘Really! Oh, how wonderful. It’ll be something to look forward to. Have you persuaded Nathanial you’ll have baby first?’
Elsie nodded. ‘When we get back ter London I’m goin’ in ter ‘idin’ at Nat’s until after ‘e’s born. Carn’t be doin’ wiv any of the old bags gossipin’ about me bein’ up the duff when I walk down the aisle.’
‘You seem sure it’s a boy.’
‘I fink it is. I’m carryin’ different ter last time.’
‘What was the other thing you wanted to speak to me about?’
‘‘Is Nibs.’
Camille sat back in her seat and sighed. ‘Yes.’ She raised her eyes to Elsie’s. ‘I miss him.’
‘I’m not surprised, with all the attention you’ve bin givin’ to everythin’ else apart from ‘im.’
‘I’ll sort it out when I get back.’
‘I fink you’re goin’ ter ‘ave ter sort it out before then.’
‘Why?’ Camille frowned at Elsie, wondering what on earth she could mean.
‘E’s goin’ away.’
‘What do you mean, he’s going away?’ Camille felt her heart lurch, and a surge of something she could not define went through her. Fear?’
‘My mate in the police...’
‘The commissioner?’
‘Yeah. He reckons ‘Is Nibs ‘as been offered somethin’ in...well, I fink it’s Egypt. A new job. It’s not fer good. ‘E’ll be back in London before yer know it, but, yeah, that’s what ‘e said any’ow.’
Camille put her cup quietly back on the saucer. She was aware that tears were queuing up behind her eyelids to make their way down her cheeks. She swallowed hard, then leant her elbows on the table.
‘I’ve neglected him.’
‘Yeah, you ‘ave.’
‘Please don’t sugarcoat it, Elsie. I wouldn’t have you do that.’
Elsie sighed. ‘Look, Camille. I understand, honestly I do, but when we was in Sicily you told me you was goin’ ter attend to all this stuff wiv you an ‘im, but you still ‘aven’t.’ She picked up her cup and tried to take a slurp, then realising there was nothing in it, poured herself another. She topped up Camille’s cup without asking. ‘I know you love ‘im, we all know.’ She watched as Camille closed her eyes. ‘But none of us understand why you’re keepin’ ‘im at arm’s length...or more come ter fink of it.’
‘You’ve been discussing me?’
‘Sayin’ it like that makes it sound bad, Camille. We’re just concerned about yer after everythin’ yer’ve been through. You know ‘ow much we love you too. We just want yer ter be ‘appy. ‘Arry’s not ‘ere no more. You’re yer own woman. You can do what you like.’
‘I’m scared, Elsie. Don’t you see? I’m scared.’
Elsie leant across the table, frowning, and took one of Camille’s hands in hers, her turn to comfort.
‘What is it yer scared of, ducks?’
‘I’m frightened of...’ Camille swallowed. ‘It’s such a huge thing to commit one’s self to one person. I’ve already been married and it wasn’t successful. In fact it was awful. It’s only recently I’ve realised how awful it was, yet at the time...’
‘You was young and din’t know no better.’
‘Yes, I was young, but it hurt, Elsie. I’ve never told anyone just how close I came to...,’ she took a handkerchief from her reticule and wiped her eyes.
‘To what?’
‘To losing myself. To not knowing which way to turn.’ Elsie nodded. ‘Do you know what saved me, or perhaps I should say...who saved me?’ Elsie nodded again. ‘Cecily, Knolly, and Phillips. If they hadn’t stood by me I don’t know what would have happened to me. I owe them everything.’ She smiled. ‘And you of course.’
‘And ‘Is Nibs. ‘E was there for yer too.’
Camille bit her lip. ‘Yes I know. I also know how fortunate I’ve been. Ottilie is happy at school which is so terribly important to me. You know how I feel.’
‘Of course I do. It made me ‘eart swell when I found out ‘ow much Ottilie loved that school. And now she and Rose are together I couldn’t be ‘appier. Bit like sisters ain’t they?’
Camille chuckled through her tears. ‘I s’pose they are.’
Elsie squeezed Camille’s hand. ‘What will yer do, ducks? Yer can’t leave it now yer know. I was in two minds wevver ter tell yer or not, but then I thought if ‘e’d gone and you’d found out I already knew, well, I don’t fink you would ‘ave bin very ‘appy wiv me.’
‘I’m glad you told me. Thank you, Elsie. You’re a good friend.’ Elsie lifted an eyebrow and Camille laughed. ‘My best friend.’







Chapter 24

‘Camille?’
‘Hello, Richard.’
Camille sat carefully on the settee next to the telephone table in the sitting room. The house was quiet; Knolly and Cecily and the rest of the staff were in the kitchen making ready for the evening meal. Elsie was having a short nap. Camille was alone.
‘How’s Edinburgh?’
‘Grey and wet, just how you said it would be.’
‘Does it not have any redeeming qualities?’
‘Oh, yes, many. The city is so historical. It wears its long history on its sleeve and is watched over by Edinburgh Castle, which is spectacular. Then there’s Arthur’s seat and the cobbled lanes and streets. There are theatres and shows, and wonderful coffee shops and tea rooms. I’m quite sure you would love it here.’
‘And the house?’
Camille took in a breath. ‘Ah, well, not quite as I thought it would be.’
‘Tell me.’
Camille proceeded to tell him about her and Elsie’s arrival at the house and discovering the staff holding a party in Harry’s absence to wet the head of a child Nelly Fawcett had insisted was Harry’s. Richard gasped. She told him about Mr Hogg’s murder, Nelly Fawcett’s continued stay in the summerhouse with her new baby, and the discovery of a new amour, Caroline Munroe, that Harry had kept secret throughout his and Camille’s marriage. When she had finished there was silence at the end of the telephone.’
Are you still there, Richard.’
‘Yes, I’m still here,’ he answered, his voice low and bristling with incomprehension at a man who had married the most wonderful woman yet had treated her like an object, and not like the warm, intelligent and loving person she so clearly was. ‘What will you do?’ he asked her.
‘Elsie and I have made some discoveries with regard to Mr Hogg.’
‘Which are?’
‘That he was too fond of propositioning the young and rather handsome grooms, and that he kept a Chanel dress in his wardrobe, and a pair of Salvatore Ferragamo shoes under his bed.’
‘For what reason?’ Camille could hear the frown in his voice.
‘That we don’t know, but I’m going to get Cecily on to it. You know how she is; she’ll ferret some information out from someone, I’m sure.’
‘The girl in the summerhouse?’
‘Elsie has dealt with it.’
‘And...Caroline Munroe? Will you explore her relationship with Lord Divine? Do you think it wise?’
‘I think I must.’
‘I’m sorry I can’t be with you.’
‘You’re on a case, Richard. You’re needed there.’ She paused and swallowed, not really wanting to broach the subject. ‘Erm, I...understand you have been asked to work elsewhere.’
Another pause. ‘Yes, Cairo. The Egyptian police have asked Scotland Yard to intervene in what they believe is a smuggling trail between Egypt and England of stolen historical relics.’
Camille widened her eyes. ‘Gosh, it sounds incredibly interesting.’
‘Interesting...and dangerous.’ Another pause. ‘You could come with me.’
‘What?’
‘With Cecily, of course. For propriety’s sake.’
Camille felt her face stretch into a smile. ‘Are you serious?’ she breathed.
‘Never been more so.’
‘I’ve missed you terribly since Sicily. We...had such a wonderful time, even though it was only a few days.’
‘I miss you too, Camille. Has a date been set for the wedding?’
‘No, not yet. I think Elsie wanted to have the baby before she walks down the aisle. The gossips would have a field day if she went down the aisle to meet Nathanial with a huge bump in front of her.’
‘I meant ours.’
‘Oh, Richard.’ Tears glistened at her eyes and her voice wobbled. ‘Do you still want to marry me? I haven’t...well, I haven’t been very available to you have I? Elsie says I must attend to it.’
‘Mrs West is right. For once. And yes, I still want to marry you.’ She heard him inhale. I love you,’ he said gently. ‘We could get married in Cairo, in secret if you would prefer. No one else needs to know about our plans, not even when we’re home.’
‘Get married in Cairo?’
Suddenly the sitting room door opened and Elsie stood in the frame, bleary-eyed from sleep, her hair escaping her chignon.
‘Who’s gettin’ married in Cairo?’ Her mouth made the perfect “O” when she realised who was on the end of the line, and she giggled. She went across to where Camille was sitting and took the receiver from her hand. ‘Yes, she will go to Cairo wiv you and yes, she will marry you there,’ she looked down at Camille, ‘won’t yer, Camille?’ Camille nodded. ‘She’s noddin’, Chief Inspector. I’d love ter be yer flower girl, but I fink I’m goin’ ter ‘ave uvver fings on me mind. Oh, and congratulations, by the way.’ With a grin she handed the receiver back to Camille and left the room, still giggling.
When she put the receiver back against her ear Camille could hear Richard laughing.
‘She’s incorrigible,’ she said laughing with him.
‘Yes, but enormous fun. Do you mean it, Camille? Will you come with me?’
‘Are you allowed to take someone with you?’
‘It’ll be our secret.’
‘Oh, Richard, I can’t wait. Are we really going to Cairo?’
‘Yes, I rather think we are, and when we return to London, you’ll be Mrs Owen, my wife.’
‘And you’ll be my husband?’
He laughed again. ‘I think it’s how it works.’
‘I love you.’
‘And I love you, my darling Camille.’







Chapter 25

For the next two days Camille was as happy as she had ever been. When she’d heard from Elsie that Richard was about to leave England’s shores to work in a country so very far away she had been bereft. The biggest question in her mind was why he had not told her himself, but then she’d reminded herself she had not been back in London for long after the holiday in Sicily before she had been requested to call on the Divine family’s solicitor, Mr Crabtree, and told about the house in Edinburgh which he had advised her to oversee as soon as maybe.
After discovering that the staff had been left to their own devices, and were using the house as their very own residence under the leadership of the butler, Mr Hogg, Camille had been suspicious that Mr Crabtree had been somewhat in the know about what had been going on at Wemyss Place, which was why he had urged her to visit.
Speaking to Richard, even though it had been across the wires of the telephone exchange, had lifted her mood considerably. Elsie had hugged her at dinner that evening, congratulating her on her forthcoming wedding.
‘Looks like we’re both goin’ ter be married ladies, ducks,’ she said. ‘Who’d ‘ave thought it?’
‘Certainly not me when I got out of bed this morning, although Richard asked me to marry him when we were in New York. Of course, I’d already said yes, but things happen don’t they? Everything seemed to conspire against us, but the thought of a wedding in a foreign country is very exciting.’
‘Do yer mind me asking, Camille...what about Ottilie?’
Camille nodded. ‘I’ve thought of that. When we return to England and I’ve settled Harry’s estate, Richard and I will have a traditional ceremony. Ottilie and Rose can be bridesmaids as I know they would want to be. You of course will be my Matron of Honour, and as Lady Fortesque-Wallsey it will possibly be your first entrée into society as Nathanial’s wife.’
‘Don’t invite the old bags though, will yer. I’d likely say somethin’ I shouldn’t if I ‘ear somethin’ I don’t like.’
Camille laughed. ‘Noted. No old bags invited.’
Although Camille was on cloud nine she was determined to discover why Mr Hogg had been murdered. She needed to talk to Cecily, but she was constantly in the company of the other maids. She knew she must be careful.
The following evening she asked Cecily to join her in the drawing room, and to bring her notebook and pencil. This was a sign to Cecily they would be talking about the murder, which thrilled her. She hadn’t wanted to push Camille, she was aware that this particular investigation wasn’t like any other, simply because it had taken place in Camille’s house. Camille had taken it personally. Too eager an involvement could have looked bad for Camille, so Cecily had waited patiently for the summons.
‘How are you feeling, Madam?’ she asked Camille when she saw her.
‘I feel a lot better, thank you, and galvanised to speak with you about Mr Hogg.’ She described to Cecily what she and Elsie had seen in Hoggs room. Cecily frowned.
‘So... ‘e ‘ad an expensive dress and an even expensiver pair of shoes in ‘is room, made for a lady, small, and made by the best designers. So even if they did fit ‘im ‘e wouldn’t ‘ave bin able to afford ‘em.’
‘Exactly.’ Camille leant forward. ‘What are your thoughts, Cecily?’
Cecily blew out a breath. ‘Well, Madam...yer don’t fink ‘e tried ter get the grooms ter wear ‘em do yer, ‘cos of ‘is...yer know.’
‘Proclivities?’
‘Yeah, that’s the word. I fink,’ Cecily said, frowning.
‘Camille lifted her eyebrows. ‘Mrs West and I wondered about that, so I think we’re on the right track, but...he must have got them from somewhere.’
‘‘E could’ve stolen ‘em, or,’ she pressed her lips together, deep in thought, ‘someone gave ‘em to ‘im.’
‘But why would someone give a butler a Chanel dress and Salvatore Ferragamo shoes?’ Cecily stared at her and it finally dawned on Camille. ‘Blackmail!’
‘It’s what I was finking, Madam.’
‘Why were you thinking that?’
‘Cos I can’t fink of any uvver reason. And Mr ‘Ogg was in the best place to discover secrets of the owners. What is it you and Chief Inspector Owen always say, the staff in a house know more secrets than the people what live there.’
‘Do you think it’s true?’
‘I do, Madam. I’ve ‘eard all sorts since I’ve bin ‘ere. Knolly reckons we should believe ‘alf of what we see and nuffin of what we ‘ear, but I reckon some of what I’ve ‘eard is true.’
‘And what have you heard?’
‘That Mr ‘Ogg only took the grooms on for the way they looked. That ‘e was pilferin’ left right and centre from ‘Is Lordship, not just from the cellar and the best food, but uvver fings as well what ‘e was sellin’ on, and that he knew fings about Lord Divine and Lady Munroe that no one else knew.’
‘What things?’
‘I’m sorry, Madam, I don’t know. Like I said, the uvvers said Lord Divine and Lady Munroe was very funny around ‘im when they was ‘ere, almost givin’ ‘im carty...carty.’
‘Carte blanche?’ asked Camille, frowning.
‘That’s it. It’s what Miss Lemmon said, carte blanche. She looked very cross when she was talkin’ about ‘im,’ Cecily pulled a face, ‘although she looks cross when she’s talkin’ about anybody. Like I said, ‘e treated the place like it was ‘is own, even when Lord Divine was ‘ear, so Glynis said.’
‘You get on well with her?’
‘I do, Madam. She’s a very nice girl. Reckon ‘er family ‘ave ‘ad it ‘ard. They live in Inverness and there ain’t much work up there.’
‘Has she spoken to Gordon yet do you know?’
‘She ‘as, Madam. ‘E’s comin’ ‘ere this afternoon.’
‘Good. I’m hoping he will give us some clarification about Mr Hogg.’
‘From what Glynis says I fink ‘e’ll be able ter do that.’ Camille nodded and looked deep in thought. ‘What did yer want me ter do next, Madam?’
‘I’m not sure there’s anything we can do right now regarding Mr Hogg, at least until I’ve spoken to Gordon, but there’s something I would like you and Glynis to do this afternoon when you’ve done the jobs Miss Lemmon gives you.’
‘What’s that, Madam?’
‘The upper floors. Have you noticed a strange odour coming from there? Could it be the attic?’
‘The attic, Madam? We thought it was comin’ from the drains.’
‘Well it might be, but it was strongest in the corridor outside Mr Hogg’s room. It wasn’t coming from there because we checked it, and I’m assuming it’s not coming from the maids’ room on the next floor up,’ Cecily shook her head, ‘so I rather think it might be coming from the attic. Do you think you and Glynis could go up there and investigate. It’ll be dusty I’m sure, so you might want to wear your heavy aprons and sleeve covers, as well as something to cover your hair.’
‘Yes, Madam.’
‘I’m sorry, Cecily, it won’t be a particularly pleasant job I’m certain, but we must discover where it’s coming from and deal with it.’
Cecily nodded, but instead of getting up to leave, lingered at the table.
‘Was there something you wanted to speak with me about, Cecily?’
‘I was wondering when we was going back ter London.’
Camille smiled. ‘I expect you’re eager to return to your beau.’
‘It ain’t that, Madam. I don’t usually feel ‘omesick, but since we’ve bin ‘ere, I’ve just wanted ter go ‘ome. Duke Street seems so very far away which I know is daft. I din’t feel like it when we was in Sicily.’
‘I know, Cecily. I feel the same. I’ve not felt right here since we arrived.’ She chuckled. ‘Maybe this house has ghosts and they don’t want us here.’
‘Glynis says it has.’
‘Does she?’
‘She says all the staff ‘ave seen ghosts ‘ere, like people in strange clothes wanderin’ about the corridors.’
‘Strange clothes?’
‘Yes, Madam, and people what you can almost see right frew. I said to ‘er; if I saw one I’d faint right away. Can’t be doin’ wiv ghosts. We ‘ave enough trouble wiv people what are livin’.’
‘I don’t disagree with you, Cecily, not for one moment, but there is something here, a gloominess, a...a melancholy. Yes, that’s right, a melancholy, a great sadness, and I think we’ve all felt it since we’ve been here. Even Knolly who doesn’t believe in such things.’ She eyed Cecily. ‘I’m going to send Aaron back to Duke Street. I originally brought him here because of Knolly. I thought she would like the company, but I think Phillips would welcome him back. Would you like to go with him?’
Cecily frowned. ‘Do yer want me ter go, Madam?’
‘No, Cecily, but if you’re feeling homesick...I don’t want you to be unhappy or to become low. And I’m sure Russell is missing you.’
‘I don’t know, Madam. He wrote ter me. I got a letter this mornin’. It was a nice letter, a lovely letter, but ‘e did ask when we would be goin’ back ter Duke Street. I don’t want ter leave yer, Madam. You and me, we’ve done all our investigations togevver, and I don’t want this one ter be any different, but like you say, Madam, I got a feelin’ in me bones there’s somethin’...somethin’ else, like somethin’s about to ‘appen. I don’t like it, it ain’t comfortable. The maids say they’ve felt like it since they’ve worked ‘ere, like somethin’s brewin’. A storm, like a storm’s about to break. Me Ma used ter say she knew when a storm was brewin’ cos she’d ger an ‘eadache. Well, I ain’t got an ‘eadache but I got one a me feelin’s, and I’m feelin’ a bit itchy...like I got an itch what I can’t scratch.’
‘Would you like to go back, Cecily? I promise you I will think none the worse of you if it’s what you decide.’
‘No, Madam. I’m stayin’ right by your side. If you send me back, well, that’s different ain’t it. But no, we’ll do this togevver, ‘owever long it takes.’ Camille smiled at Cecily, relieved she had chosen to stay. She decided there and then to try and bring their stay to an end as soon as she could, for all their sakes.
Wemyss Place had been rather a revelation to Camille. She had never liked living at Kenilworth House, but she was sure the staff were happy. At Wemyss Place the staff seemed all but cowed by the experience of working there. She was determined to find out why.







Chapter 26

Gordon Cameron arrived at Wemyss Place just after lunch looking ill at ease. He seemed to be rather a shy young man, good-looking as Camille had expected him to be, but unaware of his good looks which she decided wasn’t a bad thing.
Glynis answered the door to him as he was expected, and showed him into the drawing room where Camille and Elsie were waiting. Camille stepped forward to shake his hand before inviting him to sit.
‘Thank you for returning to Wemyss Place, Gordon. I appreciate it was probably rather difficult for you to come here.’
Gordon looked anxious. ‘It’s nae the house, Madam, but the memories more than anything. Glynis said yer wanted tae speak tae me about Mr Hogg, the butler.’
‘Indeed.’
Just at that moment, Glynis came into the drawing room with a tea tray on which there was a teapot, four cups, and some of Knolly’s biscuits. Glynis placed the tray on a large square ottoman in front of the fireplace and sat next to Gordon. She pushed one of her hands into his and smiled gently.
‘Lady Divine said I could stay with you while she speaks tae yer.’ Gordon nodded looking less anxious.
Elsie poured the tea as Camille began the conversation. ‘Why did you leave Wemyss Place so suddenly, Gordon?’ asked Camille, accepting the cup and saucer Elsie gave her.
Gordon reddened and looked uncomfortable again. ‘Like I said, Madam, it were nae the house, more what was going on here.’
‘And are you happy to tell me what it was? Nothing you say will go further than these four walls, Gordon, I promise you. Mrs West is here to help, and I’m sure Glynis knows already.’
‘She does, Madam.’
Camille nodded. ‘So what was it that made you leave?’
‘When I first got the job here, Mr Hogg was the one who interviewed me. I had references. I had already worked for a big house, but the owner went to the continent and shut the house up, so me and the other staff had to find new jobs.’ He glanced at Glynis and she nodded her encouragement. ‘At first, everything was all right, although I thought the staff seemed a bit miserable, apart from Glynis,’ he squeezed her hand and smiled at her, ‘not exactly unfriendly, but wary...of something. I’m not sure I ever found out what it was, but the grooms said I should watch ma back. I asked them what they meant and they said, ‘You’ll find out soon enough.’
Elsie passed a cup and saucer to both Gordon, and Glynis, who accepted hers with a look of surprise. Staff weren’t usually invited to have tea in the drawing room.
‘Anyway, I decided to ignore it. I thought maybe His Lordship was a bit strict, or that we weren’t allowed tae fraternise with the other staff. I’d convinced ma self it was because the staff didn’t spend any time together, like in the taverns or in the staff rooms. I thought it strange. In the other house I worked for, the staff often met at the pub if they could get the evening off. Some of the grooms were courting the maids, but there was none of that here.’ He inhaled a breath and glanced at Glynis again.
‘One evening, when His Lordship wasn’t in residence, Mr Hogg suggested I go tae his room for a drink after my shift had finished. This had been what I was waiting for, the hand of friendship. Working in a big house can be lonely if we don’t make friends, an’ I was feeling a bit out on a limb. I accepted the invitation. I thought it would be nice to catch up with the other staff and perhaps get to know them all a bit better.
‘He’d said eight o’clock, so I went up to his room expecting the other grooms to be there, but there was only Mr Hogg. He had removed his jacket and cravat. His shirt was open tae the waist, and he’d already been drinking. I asked him what time the others were due, but he said, ‘What others? I did nae say there would be others.’
‘He told me tae sit down. There was only the bed left. He was standing in front of the chair so I couldn’t sit there, and he handed me a drink. He said it was the finest Scotch whisky taken from Lord Divine’s cellars.’ At this Camille took in a deep breath and looked at Elsie, shaking her head in irritation. Elsie returned her look.
‘I took the glass, a cut crystal glass. It looked like one from the dining room. I recognised it. I told him I didn’t drink spirits, that I was more of an ale man. He sat down on the bed next tae me.’
Gordon faltered and shuddered, closing his eyes momentarily as if to shut out a memory he did not want.
‘He put his hand tae the bottom of the glass and pushed it towards ma mouth. ‘Drink,’ he said. ‘It’ll make you feel more relaxed. I took a sip. I hated it I don’t like the smell of the stuff let alone the taste. He took the glass from my hand and put it on the cabinet beside the bed and began to rub my leg.’ At this Gordon passed his cup and saucer to Glynis and put his head in his hands. ‘I was frozen. I did nae know what tae do. This man was my boss. He acted like Lord Divine and I just sat there. Afterwards I felt so cross with ma self. I should a decked him there and then but I did nae.’ Gordon looked up, tears streaming down his cheeks.
‘Would you like to take a break, Gordon?’ asked Camille. ‘We don’t want to cause you any more discomfort.’
‘Nae, Lady Divine. I want tae get this over and done with.’
‘If you’re happy to carry on, please do, Gordon, but there is no insistence that you do so. We’re trying to help you as well as understanding what happened here.’
Gordon nodded. ‘Yes, I understand, Lady Divine. I would like to continue.’ He composed himself and began again. ‘I did nae know what tae do, so I stood and told him I wasn’t like that and I did nae appreciate him touching me. He said if I wanted tae keep ma job I would allow the inevitable to happen. Then, he opened his wardrobe and took out a dress, a beautiful expensive-looking dress, with beads and sequins and God knows what on it. He said he wanted me tae try it on. I thought he’d gone mad. ‘A dress?’ I said. ‘Why the hell would I want tae wear a dress?
‘He brought it across the room and held it up against me. He said it would fit and that he wanted me tae try it. He made a grab for me, pulling ma chin close to his. I assumed he was going tae try and kiss me so I pushed him away. He fell and cracked his head on the wall, but then he came at me again so I ran. That night I packed ma stuff and left when everyone was asleep. It was just the easiest thing tae do. I could nae face the other lads. I felt so stupid and ashamed. I’d been duped. I’d been naïve. It made me feel...dirty.
‘When I was walking to ma parents house I kept going over it in ma mind, had I led him on, had I done something tae make him think I was wanting something like that? I could nae think of anything I’d done or said. I rarely saw the man as I was going about ma work so there had been no opportunity for me tae...well, give him a sign I was interested. Then I heard about young Alec Johnston. I knew him from school. Hogg took him on in place of me. If I’d known he’d come for a job at Wemyss Place I would have warned him about the man, but then I’d heard he’d left in a hurry as well. I went tae his parents’ house tae see him, a cottage near where I live, but they said they’d nae seen him since he’d taken on the new job.’
It went quiet, the atmosphere loaded with discomfort, hurt and disbelief. Camille glanced at Elsie again whose face had hardened, her jaw rigid. Mr Hogg had been a monster, taking on young men to proposition them, warning them their jobs would be in danger if they did not capitulate. Luckily, Gordon had had the presence of mind to push the man away, but what about the other grooms. What about Alec Johnston who seemed to have disappeared without telling even his parents where he was.
‘Thank you, Gordon,’ Camille said in a gentle voice. ‘It must have been extremely difficult for you to tell us your story, but we’re very grateful to you. It may be that someone took violent exception to Gerald Hogg’s behaviour. Do you have any objections to my passing this information on to the police?’
‘As long as it’s just the police, Lady Divine. I would nae want anyone else tae know about what happened.’
‘I’ll make sure it is only the police who have the information. Gerald Hogg was a thoroughly unpleasant, bullying and underhanded individual, but someone murdered him and it cannot be allowed to go unpunished.’
‘It was no more than he deserved, Lady Divine,’ Gordon said with vehemence in his voice. ‘I know I should nae say this, but whoever did it, good on them.’
‘Would you not have wanted justice, Gordon, for yourself, to see Gerald Hogg put away for what he has done to you and probably many other young men?’
‘Yes, but it was never going tae happen. No man wants tae admit they’ve been in a situation like that. And there was no one here tae tell. He was the boss and he lorded it over all of us. It was my word against his. I don’t think it would have got very far.’







Chapter 27

‘Do yer reckon it was one of the blokes he propositioned what killed Hogg?’ asked Elsie when Gordon and Glynis had left the room and Gordon had gone home.
‘It could have been, although it seems to me he was thoroughly disliked by just about everyone who came into contact with him. I think we’re spoilt for choice.’
‘Sounds like they was queuing up, don’t it,’ said Elsie, biting into yet another shortbread biscuit that Knolly had made. ‘These are nice. Can’t stop eatin’ ‘em.’
Camille smiled. ‘Well, you are eating for two. You’ve got a good excuse.’
‘What yer goin’ ter do now?’
Camille helped herself to a biscuit then leant back into the sofa, sighing. ‘Tell the police what Gordon told us, then perhaps approach some of the other grooms and ask them if they were also made an indecent proposal by Hogg.’
‘But they won’t admit it, will they, ‘specially if it was one of ‘em what killed ‘im? I reckon they would back each uvver up, cover fer each uvver. ‘Ow many grooms are there?’
‘There are usually four because they work in shifts, but with Alec Johnston leaving so suddenly, there are just three.’
‘They might ‘ave all done it between ‘em. P’raps they were so sick of the man forcin’ ‘imself onto ‘em, they decided to finish it once an’ fer all. Like Gordon said, there was no one ter tell. ‘Ogg was the Lord when ‘Arry weren’t ‘ere.’
‘They could have gone to the police.’
‘But like that Gordon said, it was their word against ‘Ogg’s, and there were prob’ly no witnesses. ‘E tried it all in ‘is room, an’ it sounds like ‘Ogg never gave any sign ‘e was about ter ask someone up ter ‘is room. Gordon fought they was all goin’ which is ‘ow ‘Ogg got the boys up there. An’ they are just boys ain’t they? All very young. ‘E prob’ly intimidated ‘em, made ‘em feel obliged ter do what ‘e wanted cos ‘e’d given ‘em a job. What a shit.’
‘Mm, I can think of lots of other things to call him, but unfortunately it won’t find us the murderer. Obviously all the grooms are suspects and I’ve no doubt the police will want to question them again.’
‘And Gordon?’
‘Yes, I’m afraid so. He left suddenly and did not tell anyone why. The police will be interested in him, but I must say, I don’t think it was him and I shall tell the police so.’
‘Part of me finks I ‘ope they don’t catch the person what done it. Gordon said it was no more than ‘e deserved an’ I agree wiv ‘im.’
Camille nodded. ‘Me too, but murder is murder. Not everyone who is murdered is a good person. Gerald Hogg clearly wasn’t but someone thought it was acceptable to take his life. They served their own justice which cannot be allowed. No one of us is allowed to do that. Only the courts mete out justice. It’s just a pity those young men didn’t get their day in court against a horrible, disgusting man.’
‘Well, I’ve got some good news for yer for a change.’
‘You do?’
‘Nelly Fawcett is leavin’ in the mornin’. She and ‘er baby are getting the ten o’clock train to London from Waverley Station. A cab is pickin’ them up at nine o’clock.’
Camille leant across to Elsie and squeezed her hand. ‘Thank you, Elsie. Thank you so much. She has been in the back of my mind through all this. At least it will be one problem dissolved and I can think much more clearly about the others.’
‘Which are?’
‘Mr Hogg, of course. There are threads there, still very tangled, but gradually clues are coming to light.’
‘What else?’
‘Caroline Munroe.’







Chapter 28

Cecily and Glynis donned their heavy aprons and sleeve covers, then helped each other with adjusting their caps made from heavy linen.
‘I ‘ate wearin’ these,’ said Cecily, tutting as she pulled her sleeve covers up to her elbows. ‘I feel like I can’t move prop’ly in ‘em.’
‘Well, yer can’t do no dirty jobs wivout ‘em, ducks,’ said Knolly, as she ladled fat over the goose she was cooking.
‘I’ve never ‘ad ter wear ‘em at Duke Street,’ she grumbled. ‘An’ I’m dreadin’ goin’ up to that attic. Fink it should be the grooms what does it.’
Glynis laughed. ‘You’ll nae get them up there,’ she cried. ‘They’re much too pretty to be doin’ work like that.’
‘Makes me wonder what them lads do, do,’ said Knolly shaking her head. ‘They look at me as though I’ve suggested they climb Mount Everest when I ask ‘em ter get me a sack a taters from the pantry, or to wheel in one a them little milk churns for the milk custards what I make. Honestly, I think they just like prancin’ around in them uniforms what they wear.’
‘They do look nice though, Knolly,’ said Cecily. ‘Fink we should get a uniform for Aaron and Phillips.’
Knolly threw back her head and laughed, opening her mouth wide to show all her teeth, and the gaps where some were missing. ‘Phillips! In a uniform! I don’t think so, Cecily.’ She cocked her head to one side. ‘Now, Aaron, Aaron I can see in a uniform. ‘E’d look proper smart ‘e would. Proper smart.’
‘You would say that,’ giggled Cecily.’
‘Oh?’ said Knolly, straightening her face. ‘And why would I say that?’
‘Because ‘e’s yer beau.’
Knolly narrowed her eyes at Cecily. ‘E ain’t my beau, young Cecily. ‘E’s me friend, and that’s all.’
Cecily and Glynis left the kitchen, laughing, and Knolly smiled after them. ‘Cheeky little madam,’ she said to herself. ‘Beau indeed. ‘E’s never me beau.’ She grinned to herself as she slammed shut the range oven door. ‘Not yet any’ow.’

CECILY WAS THE TYPE of girl who when given a job to do liked to do it properly. She would leave no stone unturned. She was determined to do the job Camille had given her, well; that the attic would be so spick and span anyone would have been pleased to spend time there.
As she and Glynis ascended the stairs to the attic which led from the staff corridor up to the eaves, dim light filtered through round windows with diamond shaped panes of glass which had not been cleaned for decades. The staircase was rickety and felt unsafe which added to Cecily’s feelings of apprehension. The unpleasant smell grew even stronger the closer they got to the attic door. They wrinkled their noses in revulsion.
‘Gawd and Bennet, what the ‘ell is that bloomin’ ‘orrible smell,’ said Cecily, covering her nose and mouth with her hand. Wish we’d brought face covers now.’
‘I’ve nae noticed it before,’ said Glynis. ‘It did nae smell like this before. Wonder what it is?’
‘It could be a bird I s’pose,’ said Cecily, ‘got in through an ‘ole in the roof, p’raps.’
‘Or a rat?’
Cecily glanced at Glynis. ‘Can rats get up to attics?’ she asked. ‘‘Ow would they get up the stairs? Ain’t their legs too short?’
Glynis shrugged. ‘Oh, I’m nae sure.’
Cecily reached out to the door’s handle and pushed down. The gears in the lock ground against one another, rust falling from the handle. Cecily grimaced, rubbing the bright orange dust from her hands.
‘Yuck, that’s ‘orrible. Ain’t anyone bin up ‘ere fer years?’ She turned to Glynis who shrugged again.
They stepped through the attic door and surveyed the space, cluttered with furniture draped in cloth and covered in cobwebs, paintings of soldiers in their finery, and ladies from a time gone past. Cecily began to cough as a cloud of dust rose in the air, disturbed by their footfall.
‘Well, I s’pose we’d better get goin’, she said. ‘We ain’t goin’ ter find out what that ‘orrible smell is unless we clear the room.’
‘I wish we nae had ter do this,’ said Glynis. ‘Why us?’
‘Cos we’re the only maids what ain’t got a job ter do this afternoon...and the grooms wouldn’t dirty their ‘ands, would they? They’d get their jackets dusty.’ Glynis tried to laugh but breathed in some dust and began to cough. ‘And I fink Lady Divine wanted it ter be us what did it.’
‘I’m going downstairs to get some face covers,’ said Glynis. ‘God knows what we’re breathin’ in in here.’
‘Good idea,’ said Cecily.
She scanned the attic wondering where the best place was to start.  She began to pull out the paintings and drag them across the floor to be stacked on the small landing. Some of them were wrapped in moth-eaten blankets and she was careful to make sure there were no spiders present. She heard the sound of footsteps on the wooden staircase. Glynis appeared in the attic doorway, a dust mask covering her face and canvass gloves on her hands.
‘Here,’ she said passing a mask and gloves to Cecily. ‘I think these will help.’
‘Thanks, Glynis.’
Cecily donned her mask and gloves and began sifting through the boxes.
‘Well, there ain’t nothing in them boxes what’s making the smell. I fink we’re goin’ ter ‘ave ter move all that furniture out onto the landing so we can get a better look be’ind it.’
They lifted chairs, some broken, onto the landing. There were old occasional tables with barley twist legs, a standard lamp with a torn lampshade, an old writing table which had only three legs, a cabinet of stuffed animals that both Cecily and Glynis screwed their faces up at, Glynis letting out a horrified scream when she first saw them, and an old wooden bed frame which had been dismantled and stacked against one of the walls.
As Cecily continued to sift through the boxes behind the furniture she discovered a weathered, leather-bound photograph album in one of them.
‘Oh, I bet these are photographs of Lord Divine’s family.’ She turned to Glynis. ‘Would you know any of ‘em?’
Glynis shook her head. ‘Nae, only Lord Divine and his friends, them that came to his parties, or soiree’s as Lady Munroe liked to call them.’
‘What’s she like?’
‘Lady Munroe?’ Cecily nodded. ‘Elegant, kind, gentle...and beautiful.’
‘Was she and ‘im...yer know?’
Glynis shrugged. ‘I don’t know. She always visited when Lord Divine was here. They were very good friends.’
‘But what about Lord Munroe, ‘er ‘usband?’
‘He came sometimes, but...he often left before her.’
Cecily frowned. ‘What...an’ left ‘is wife ‘ere?’
‘Sometimes.’
Cecily shook her head and began to leaf through the album. When she got to the end of the album there was a page of photographs of Harry Divine, Caroline Munroe, and a boy. Cecily beckoned Glynis to her.
‘Who’s this.’
‘Oh, that’s Lady Munroe and her son. She often brought him with her. He was close to Lord Divine...a nice boy. He would come into the kitchen and Mrs Leach would give him a biscuit. The maids liked him too. He’s very polite and well-mannered.’ She looked sad for a moment. ‘Don’t suppose we’ll see them again. There’s nae reason for them tae come here.’
Cecily leafed through the photographs and apprehension went through her. She shivered, feeling a chill go down her back.
‘Cold in ‘ere innit?’
‘It is, and it’ll get colder too. Winters in Scotland are difficult tae get through sometimes.’
‘Do yer fink we should take this photograph album downstairs? I reckon Lady Divine would be pleased ter see it.’
Glynis frowned. ‘I’m nae sure it would be a good idea. Does she know about Lady Munroe?’
‘She didn’t, but she does now. Mrs Leach told ‘er. Praised Lady Munroe up to the ‘eavens she did.’
‘Poor Lady Divine.’
‘Mm, well, I wouldn’t describe ‘er as that. She’s tough and she knew what ‘er ‘usband was like. It was ‘is affair what broke ‘em up. She didn’t deserve that sort a treatment, niver. She’s a lovely lady, and I wouldn’t see ‘er ‘urt for the world, but she needs ter see these.’ Glynis shrugged and Cecily turned away, tears sparkling at her eyelashes, glad she was wearing a mask.
‘There’s an old cabinet over there I fink we should move. It’s big enough ter be ‘iding somefing be’ind it. It could be where the smell’s comin’ from.’
Glynis stepped over the detritus on the attic floor. Cecily went to one end of the huge cabinet and Glynis the other. With lots of puffing and groans, they hefted the cabinet towards the door.
‘Oh, look,’ said Glynis, ‘there’s an old boot, and another...oh, my God. It’s nae just a pair of boots.’
Cecily dragged Glynis away from the cabinet and sat her on one of the old chairs on the landing.
‘Stay there,’ she said to the horrified maid. Cecily swallowed hard. ‘I’m going ter ‘ave a look. It’s probl’y nuffin, all right?’ Glynis nodded, swallowing hard.
Cecily went back to the cabinet, a feeling of dread in her stomach.
‘Please, God, don’t let this be what I fink it is,’ she said under her breath. She gingerly looked behind the cabinet.
Biting her lip she bent to remove the blanket covering the body. The blanket had been soaked in tar which had also been poured over the torso and face of the young man. The pungent odour got into Cecily’s throat and she began to cough as though her chest would explode. Then she began to wretch.
‘Cecily!’ cried Glynis from the landing. ‘Cecily, are you all right?’
Cecily ran out onto the landing and leant over the banister still coughing and trying to get her words out.
‘We...need...ter go downstairs. I need...ter see Lady Divine.’ She grabbed Glynis by the arm and pushed her towards the top step of the staircase. ‘Go downstairs, Glynis, and find Lady Divine,’ she said, before going back into the attic and grabbing the photograph album.
She took a glance back at the cabinet wondering who it was who had taken another person’s life, and her eyes filled with tears. A young man’s life had been cut short, another murder it would seem. Cecily blinked away her tears and shook her head in sorrow. It never got any easier.
‘I knew it,’ she said to herself. ‘I could feel it. I’m never wrong.’
She thought of Camille and inhaled a breath that stuttered in her chest. The photographs in the album she held in her hand were damning. She knew they would cause Camille more hurt, more sorrow, more regret, and it was she, Cecily, who would be the messenger.







Chapter 29

‘Who was it, Cecily?’ Knolly asked her as she put a hand on Cecily’s forehead. ‘You’re burning up, ducks. Let’s get some ‘ot tea down yer. It’ll make yer feel better.’
‘Won’t make ‘im feel better though, will it? Oh, Knolly, ‘e were just boy, that’s all. I shouldn’t fink ‘is voice ‘ad broke all that long ago.’
‘I don’t know what the ‘ell is goin’ on in this ‘ouse, but I’ll be glad to get back ter Duke Street,’ said Knolly as she grasped Cecily’s hand. ‘Wish I could go with Aaron tomorrer.’
‘Lady Divine said I could go wiv ‘im if I wanted, but I said no.’
‘Yer can always change yer mind, ducky. You know ‘ow she is with yer. She wouldn’t want yer ter be un’appy.’ Knolly frowned when she noticed Cecily was tightly clutching a book in her lap. ‘What’s that yer got there?’
Cecily sniffed and wiped her nose on the back of her hand. ‘It’s a photograph album.’
‘Where’d yer find it?’
‘In the attic. It’s got photographs of Lord Divine in it,’ she lowered her voice, ‘wiv Lady Munroe... an’ ‘er son.’
‘Can I ‘ave a look?’
‘Yeah. The ones of Lord Divine and Lady Munroe are at the back under all that wispy paper. It’s like they were ‘idin’ ‘em.’
‘Well, they din’t do a very good job if you found ‘em.’
Knolly took the album from Cecily’s lap and began leafing through the aged pages, the smell of the attic rising to their nostrils.
‘Is this what the attic smelled like? Smells like someone’s old socks.’
‘No, Knolly. The smell up there was terrible. It went into me froat and nose I an’ I fought I was goin’ ter choke. I couldn’t believe it when I pulled back the blanket and saw ‘im, all covered in tar like that.’
‘You’ve seen a body before though, ain’t yer?’
‘Yeah, but,’ Cecily grimaced, ‘not like that. ‘An’ never someone so young.’
‘So, this is Lady Munroe is it?’ Knolly asked, pointing to the photograph. ‘Pretty ain’t she, wiv all that long blonde ‘air. And that boy is ‘er son?’ Cecily nodded. ‘That’s what Glynis told yer?’ Cecily nodded again and took a sip of her hot tea. ‘Look nice together don’t they, like a proper family?’
‘That’s what I thought.’
‘And you ain’t showed this to Lady Divine yet?’
‘No, I ‘aven’t. I din’t ‘ave time. The police was called right away and that up ‘imself Detective Constable arrived and said I was ter come down ‘ere wiv you and I wasn’t ter leave the ‘ouse. I don’t like ‘im. ‘E ain’t like Chief Inspector Owen. Chief Inspector Owen treats yer nice ‘e does, not like a servant. He sent Glynis off wiv Miss Lemmon cos she was proper beside ‘erself.’
‘Did she see the body then?’
‘Only ‘is legs and feet. She fought it was a pair of old boots at first, but then she realised...they was attached to somefink. She went proper funny, she did. She ain’t seen a dead body before. Proper shocked she is. Was sick and everyfing.’
‘Yeah, well, it would ‘ave that effect.’ Knolly sat and stared at the photographs. ‘So you’re goin’ ter show these pictures to Lady Divine?’
‘I s’pose so. I mean...they belong to ‘er now don’t they bein’ as they’re in ‘er ‘ouse.’
‘I s’pose they do.’ Knolly glanced at Cecily. ‘Yer know what she’s goin’ ter think don’t yer?’
‘Yeah, I know what she’s goin’ ter fink, Knolly, the same as what you’re finking, an’ the same as what I fought when I first saw ‘em.’
Knolly shut the album with a slam making clouds of dust rise up from its pages. She huffed and puffed then got up from the table to fill the kettle.
‘You already did that, Knolly.’ said Cecily. ‘Look, I got a cup a tea.’
‘Yeah, I did, didn’t I?’ Knolly turned off the tap and put the kettle back on the range. ‘If what we’re all thinking is right it’s goin’ ter proper put the cat amongst the pigeons, that it will.’
Cecily closed her eyes and shook her head. ‘I don’t want ter fink about it. I ‘ate this bloody ‘ouse, I really do. Never a peaceful moment ‘ere is there? I fink Madam should go back ter London and let ‘em all get on wiv it.’
‘If what we’re thinking is right, she might ‘ave to.’
‘Why?’
Knolly sat at the table again and lowered her voice. ‘Cause the ‘ouse won’t belong to ‘er, will it? It’ll belong to that lad in the photographs. ‘E’ll be Lord Divine.’
‘And what about Kenilworth ‘Ouse? Will that belong to ‘im too?’
‘Prob’ly. It’s the family seat. ‘E’ll ‘ave more right to it than Madam.’
Cecily suddenly burst into tears. ‘Oh, Knolly,’ she cried. ‘I’m so worried about Madam. She’s ‘ad so much on ‘er plate, yet she never complains does she? When’s it all goin’ ter stop?’
Knolly put an arm around Cecily’s shoulders. ‘I dunno, ducks, but I ‘ope it’s soon.’







Chapter 30

‘Who was it, Detective Constable?’ Camille asked McTavish as she sat on the chaise in the sitting room, wringing her hands. Elsie sat by her looking shocked and a little queasy.
‘We think it’s Alec Johnston, Lady Divine. One of the constables knew him from school, older than Alec, but he remembered him.’
‘Was he not,’ Camille swallowed hard, ‘was he not covered in tar? We wondered what the awful smell was and with that, and his poor body...,’ she shook her head, ‘...the odour was quite awful.’
‘The forensics team will survey the site and then remove the body as soon as they can. I’m sure you’d like your house back.’
‘What I’d like to do is go back to my house in London, but I’m fairly sure you will not allow us to do so.’
‘I’m afraid not, Lady Divine. There will be another round of questioning which may throw some light on the matter.’
‘Do you think he killed Gerald Hogg? Or perhaps Gerald Hogg killed Alec. Perhaps Alec refused once too often and Mr Hogg lost his temper.’
‘It depends on the results from the forensics examination. If he died before Mr Hogg, then of course, nae, but if he was killed afterwards then there is every possibility, bearing in mind what you told us about Gordon Cameron. It seems that Gerald Hogg was a rapacious man who used the young grooms he hired to satiate his own desires.’ He frowned. ‘I should imagine there are many who would want to do him harm.’
‘Will the questioning take place at Wemyss Place?’
‘Nae, it’ll be done at the station this time. As soon as the body is removed from the attic we’ll be out of your hair.’
‘And will my man of works, Aaron Kaplan be allowed to return to London? He was due to go home today.’
‘I’m sorry, Lady Divine. It would be more than my job’s worth to allow him to leave and no one else. We can’t make exceptions I’m afraid.’
Camille nodded. ‘I understand.’
Detective Constable McTavish frowned at Camille then pointed to the chair opposite her and Elsie.
‘May I sit?’
‘Yes, yes, of course, Detective Constable McTavish. Would you like some tea?’
‘Nae, nae.’ He leaned forward. ‘I just wanted to ask if you were to make Wemyss Place your home, but you said you wanted to go back to London. I assume this will not be your main residence then?’
‘No, there was no intention for it to be so. When my husband was killed it fell to me to decide what to do with the house. It is the sole reason for my presence here. Unfortunately it has not been a pleasant experience.’
‘Perhaps you will want tae go home when we’ve questioned everyone and we’re satisfied that no one from this house is responsible for what has happened here.’
‘I’d love to, Detective Constable, but until I’ve decided what to do with the house,’ she glanced at Elsie, ‘and cleared up one or two other things, I’m unable to leave. If I close the house and sell it the staff will be out of work unless I can persuade the buyer to take on the staff with the house.’
McTavish nodded and pushed his hands against his knees, then stood. ‘Well, I’ll leave you to it, Lady Divine. I’m sure you’ll make the right decision. I’m sorry this has happened. He was a young man with his life ahead of him.’ He shook his head and frowned. ‘I do wonder at human beings sometimes and their propensity for killing each other, but then, I see so much of it.’ He smiled. ‘It’s probably skewed the way I look at things.’
‘I’ve wondered the same thing, Detective Constable McTavish. It was forever thus.’
‘Indeed, Madam.’

CAMILLE PLACED HER forehead on her knees and sighed. ‘Oh, Elsie.’
Elsie rubbed her back, looking down at her friend, wondering how she was managing to cope with everything that had happened since they’d arrived. ‘I know, ducks. You don’t ‘ave ter say anythin’. What the ‘ell’s goin’ ter ‘appen next.’
There was a light knock on the door and Cecily came in to the room, her eyes still red from weeping.
‘Is it all right if I come in, Madam. I saw the detective ‘ad left.’
Camille looked up. ‘Yes, Cecily, of course it is, come in. Are you all right? Oh, Cecily, you’ve been crying.’
‘That young man, Madam. I can’t get over seein’ ‘im lying there like that. It’s awful ain’t it?’
Camille nodded. ‘God knows how long he’d been lying up there all alone.’
‘Or who put ‘im up there,’ interjected Elsie.
‘I must admit I’ve been thinking about that. I wondered if he was killed in the attic, or whether someone killed him elsewhere, then took his body there and poured tar over him.’
‘I wonder why they did that, Madam,’ said Cecily.
‘To delay the odour I expect, although it has a cloying, rather sickly odour of its own. I wonder they didn’t use something less obvious.’
‘Because it was on ‘and, Madam,’ said Cecily, staring into the distance. ‘Ain’t there an ‘ouse on Wemyss Place what’s ‘avin’ work done on the roof. I saw it the uvver day when me and Glynis went fer a walk.’
‘I wonder how long it’s been there,’ said Camille thoughtfully. ‘It could have a bearing on when Alec Johnston was murdered. We must get a definite date of when the tar barrels were at the property. The tar must have come from there. I know tar is used for lots of things, preserving wood, in shipbuilding and what have you. And of course we’re too far away from the sea for it to have come from there. Whoever murdered Alec Johnston got the tar from the tar barrels at the house.’
Camille noticed Cecily was clutching a book of some kind in her lap.
‘What’s that, Cecily?’
‘It’s a photograph album, Madam. I found it in the attic before we discovered...well, yer know. I thought you might like ter see it.’ She passed the album to Camille who began to leaf through its pages.
‘Anything of any interest in here?’ She smiled at Cecily. ‘You must have investigated inside or you wouldn’t be showing it to me.’
‘You might want ter turn to the back, Madam, the photographs after all the flimsy paper. I was in two minds, Madam, I ‘ope you understand, but Knolly an’ me ‘ad a chat an’ we decided now Lord Divine is no longer with us, the album belongs to you.’
Camille turned to the back of the album and opened it at the tissue paper Cecily had described. She began to look through the images, her expression darkening with each turn of the page. Elsie leant over her shoulder. She closed her eyes momentarily, then glanced at Cecily.
‘Did I do the right fing, Madam?’ asked Cecily apprehensively. She felt her stomach roll when she saw Camille’s countenance.
Camille drew in a breath. ‘You did the right thing, Cecily. I can hardly believe what I’m seeing. We have very few photographs of Harry, Ottilie and me together, yet what I’m seeing...well, they look like family portraits, yet they are casual in appearance, as if someone was asked to take them on a whim.’
‘I wonder who it was what took ‘em,’ said Elsie. ‘They could tell us what the situation were.’
Camille turned to Elsie. ‘What would you say the situation was, Elsie?’
‘I know what it looks like, but that don’t mean ter say that’s what it were. Pictures do lie.’
‘What does it look like would you say?’
Elsie moved uncomfortably on her seat, shifting from one buttock to the other, her ever expanding bump making its presence felt.
‘It looks like a family on an outin’, and they’ve asked someone to take a photograph. It’s an ‘appy photograph. They look like they’ve enjoyed themselves.’
‘Do you think they look like a couple?’
Elsie leant her head to one side. ‘I fink most people would think they’re a family,’ she glanced at Camille then at Cecily, ‘...but we know better don’t we?’
‘Do we?’ Camille said bitterly. ‘I need to know, Elsie, and I truly believe there is only one way for me to find out.’
‘Oh, Camille. We talked about it. We agreed it was a bad idea in the end.’
‘It may well have been then, but now, now I’m certain it’s what I must do.’
‘What are you going ter do, Madam?’
‘I’m going to invite Lord Divine’s friends here to Wemyss Place for a soiree...a dinner party. There are too many secrets in this house. Someone knows something and I am determined to discover if Caroline Munroe’s son is Lord Divine’s.’
‘But, Madam, would ‘e not ‘ave said if it was the case. ‘E wanted a son din’t he, a boy to take over the title but...it never ‘appened. You said he was almost desperate to ‘ave a boy. If Lady Munroe’s son was ‘is, wouldn’t ‘e ‘ave been crowin’ it from the rooftops?’
‘Cecily, there are two reasons why he would not. First of all Lady Caroline Munroe would not be Lady Munroe if she were not married to Lord Munroe. It may be that they did not want her husband to know there had been a liaison. I don’t know the man but I do know that Lord Munroe and Harry were childhood friends and any indiscretion would have led to a parting of the ways. Harry was a proud man and would never have backed down. Most of the aristocracy whom I have met are cut from the same cloth. They always think they are in the right. Harry was worse than all of them put together for it. I’m assuming Lord Munroe is of the same ilk. Or...’
‘Or what?’ asked Else.
‘Or Harry didn’t know the boy was his son.’
‘If ‘e is...’ said Elsie, firmly.
‘If he is.’
There was a knock on the door.
‘Come in,’ called Camille, wondering what was coming next. Miss Lemmon put her head around the door. When she saw Cecily sitting in front of Camille she frowned.
‘I’m sorry to disturb you, Lady Divine. It’s just that I’m worried about Glynis. She’s taken what happened this afternoon very badly and I think she should go home to her parents for a few days. Do I have your permission?’
‘I’m afraid not, Miss Lemmon. The police have instructed that no one should leave the house today. You will all be called to the police station in Edinburgh tomorrow for questioning, including Glynis.’
‘But she’s not well, Lady Divine.’
‘Cecily is in the same position, Miss Lemmon, but she cannot go home, can she? I advise you to allow Glynis to stay in bed for the rest of today. Look after her of course, but tomorrow she should return to her duties.’
Miss Lemmon’s jaw hardened. ‘In that case, I will need Cecily to come to the kitchen where I will pass on Glynis’s duties to her for this evening. Glynis was to work the evening hours until eleven. I’m afraid Cecily will need to fill in.’
Cecily closed her eyes then opened them to find Camille staring at her. Camille lowered her head. ‘I’m sure Cecily is willing to take on Glynis’s duties, Miss Lemmon, but may I remind you it was Cecily who discovered the body and shielded Glynis from it. I would appreciate it if you would bear it in mind when allocating work for Cecily to do.’
Miss Lemmon reddened and made a quick curtsey to Camille. ‘I understand, Lady Divine. Come, Cecily.’
When they’d gone Elsie chuckled. ‘That’s right, girl. You tell ‘em.’
‘I feel I might have been a little harsh, but Miss Lemmon’s attitude made me see red.’
‘She’s got it in fer our Cecily that’s fer sure?
‘Do you think? I hope she doesn’t do it in front of Knolly. Cecily is like a daughter to her. She won’t stand for it. She’ll give Miss Lemmon a jolly good dressing down.’
‘Then maybe we should ‘ope she does.’







Chapter 31

The following day the staff of the house, including Glynis, Cecily, Knolly and Aaron Kaplan were interviewed at Edinburgh’s Police Station in Fett’s Avenue, about a mile away from Wemyss Place. They went in twos and threes, and by lunchtime all were back at the house and getting on with their duties.
‘I’m sorry I couldn’t send you back to London today, Aaron,’ Camille said when she found him in the garden, hoeing around the cabbage patch.
He stopped hoeing and leant on the handle, straightened his back, grimacing as his old muscles complained. ‘Lady Divine, I am happy wherever I am if I can be put to work. This is a lovely garden. I have enjoyed my time here. If you wish me to go back to help Phillips I will go. If you wish me to stay here I will stay.’ He made a small bow. ‘Your wish is my command.’
‘But what is your preference? I’m sure Phillips is managing, in fact I’m quite sure he has enjoyed the solitude. And of course, Knolly is here.’
‘She is indeed.’ His eyes sparkled. ‘Unfortunately, I am yet to persuade her to become my wife.’
‘You won’t give up will you?’
‘Never.’
‘In that case I think you may as well stay until we can all return to Duke Street together. I’m hoping it will be only a few days until we’re boarding the train back to London. I for one will be very relieved to see my own front door again.’
Aaron looked up at her, his eyes quizzical. ‘Is this not your home, Lady Divine? I understood it was.’
‘This house is only a house, Aaron. It is not a home, and I must confess it will never be a home to me.’
‘Home is where the heart is, Madam.’
Camille smiled at him and patted his shoulder. ‘Exactly, Aaron.’

KNOLLY WAS IN A FLUSTER. Her mop cap was all askew, her hair sticking out from underneath it in all directions. She had rubbed flour on her forehead in her haste, and her apron had become untied at the back.
‘Oh, where did I put the bloomin’ thing?’
‘What is it, Knolly?’ said Cecily as she peeled apples for that lunchtime’s Apple Charlotte. ‘Yer like a cat on ‘ot bricks that you are. Whatever’s the matter?’
‘I’ve lost the flippin’ list me and Madam found a couple of days ago, yer know, the one what ‘ad the names and addresses of the guests she wanted to invite. I put it down somewhere an’ now I can’t find it. Oh, I hope I ‘avent put it in a pie by mistake, or rolled it up in some dough.’
Cecily laughed so much her shoulders were shaking. ‘Knolly, why the ‘ell would yer ‘ave put it in a pie for Gawd’s sake? It don’t make no sense.’ She put down the little peeling knife and wiped her hands on a cloth. ‘Right, where was it the last time you saw it.’
‘Well, I put it under me mop cap for safe keepin’.
‘Under yer cap?’ Cecily screwed up her face in astonishment. ‘Why, Knolly? Why would yer do such a fing?’
It’s what I always do when I want ter look after something I want ter keep safe. But it ain’t there now.’
‘I don’t s’pose it is.’
‘What d’yer mean.’
‘Knolly weren’t that yesterday, or the day before? It were, weren’t it? It ain’t goin’ ter be under yer cap now, is it? You’ve been ter bed since then, aven’t yer?’
Knolly placed the back of her hand against her mouth. ‘Oh, my Gawd, I know where it is. It’s on me bedside cabinet.’
‘There yer go. Process of elimination. It’s what me and Madam do when we’re investigatin’ fings. Knock stuff out until only the answer is left. It’s called untanglin’ the freds.’
‘Would yer go and get it for me, ducks? I must get this pastry made or nothing will be ready on time.’
‘Yeah, course I will. Now will yer calm down? Make yerself a cup a tea. Yer can make me one an’ all before the old biddy comes back. She’s taken Glynis to see ‘er Ma and Pa. The girl’s all over the place. They’ll be back before lunch.’
‘Ow do yer get on with that Miss Lemmon?’
Cecily turned to go up the kitchen stairs. ‘I don’t.’







Chapter 32

‘Elsie, I want you to help me host the dinner party we’re giving on Saturday evening,’ Camille said as she and Elsie sat down to lunch.
‘We?’ cried Elsie. ‘I ain’t givin’ it. Don’t reckon you should be niver. It’ll only lead ter trouble, you mark my words.’
‘I must know, Elsie, can you not see that? It will change everything if Caroline Munroe’s boy is Harry’s son.’
‘An’ ‘ow do yer propose finding that out?’
Camille shrugged. ‘I suppose I’ll have to ask her.’
Elsie frowned. ‘But don’t yer fink it’ll look like an accusation? And what if yer wrong?’
Camille poured water into a glass and drank deeply. ‘’What if I told you I’m not wrong.’
‘Oh, darlin’,’ Elsie said softly, gazing at Camille with affection. ‘There’s no way yer can know that.’
‘I can feel it in my gut. My gut is never wrong, Elsie. Harry and Caroline Munroe had a son together, before Harry had his accident, perhaps even before Ottilie was born. Obviously I don’t know the circumstances, that information I will have to discover in the fullness of time, but I will discover it, whether I  ask her or her husband.’
Elsie gasped. ‘Bloody ‘ell. You’d do that?’
‘Yes, I would.’ Camille picked up her knife and fork and began to cut up the fish on her plate.
‘But why? Why would yer risk everythin’.’
‘Because the outcome could change the future, Elsie. The future for me and the future for Ottilie. It’s important. I need to do it now. What I don’t want is for this boy, man by then perhaps, to suddenly turn up on our doorstep and say, ‘I’m Lord Divine. I’m Harry Divine’s son. What then?’
Elsie shrugged. ‘I don’t know.’
‘I do. He could easily take control of Harry’s assets and Ottilie would be left high and dry. I don’t care for me. I’m going to marry Richard. Yes, it may be we’ll marry in secret, but we will marry and I will become his wife. But Ottilie would be Lady Ottilie Divine. What will happen to her if I don’t do my duty now and do the right thing?’
‘But don’t ‘e need proof?’
‘How do I know there isn’t proof? How do I know Harry did not plan for this boy to inherit all along, that his mother is also aware of it too? There could be paperwork, legally constructed, signed by Harry, signed by Caroline Munroe.’
Elsie sighed heavily and nodded. ‘Well, when yer put it like that.’
Camille smiled and took a sip of water. Her throat was parched with anxiety, her stomach had revolved out of control since she’d seen the photographs of Harry and Caroline Munroe.
‘Perhaps you can understand me better now.’
Elsie returned Camille’s smile. ‘I know that you’re an unselfish person and would only want ter do what’s right, for Ottilie, and prob’ly for the boy too.’
‘If he is Harry’s legal heir then so be it. Harry left me well provided for, and Ottilie too. Her place of education is cast in stone, she is to have opportunities to make something of herself, but honestly, she can do all that without a title. I know she rarely thinks of herself as Lady Ottilie.’
‘And you don’t care about the title do yer?’
‘Absolutely not. I have everything I want, Elsie. My home in Duke Street which I love, my daughter who is happy, my wonderful staff who I think of as friends, almost family, and enough income to live on.’ She shook her head. ‘Why would I need anything else. When I marry Richard I’ll lose my title anyway.’
Elsie gazed at Camille in admiration. ‘You’re brave d’yer know that?’
‘I’m a pragmatist, Elsie. If I have to go through life wondering if things were going to come tumbling down then I’ll never be happy. I like things neat and tidy. I know life isn’t generally like that, but if I can do this now while I’m here then it makes sense to me.’
‘And ‘ow will you talk ter Caroline Munroe? Won’t she be the one on the back foot?’
‘It depends on her personality.’ Camille stared into the distance. ‘In theory, she has everything sewn up...she is married to Lord Munroe and she has a son by Lord Divine. A spiteful person might say she has manipulated herself into a very good position, but I will give her the benefit of the doubt. Things happen. Harry was insatiable where women were concerned. I’ve learned that much. If he wanted her I doubt she had much say in the matter. He would have charmed her and convinced her it was their destiny. He used the same line on me.’







Chapter 33

‘Knolly, do you have the list we found?’
Camille went into the kitchen to find Knolly and the list of invitees that seemed to play such a big part in Harry’s life while he was in Edinburgh.
‘Yes, Madam,’ I’ve got it here, safe and sound.’ Knolly glanced at Cecily who giggled to herself. ‘Are you going ter send invitations out.’
‘I wanted to speak with you about it, Knolly. There will be ten or twelve guests. Could you come up with a menu do you think? It’s for Saturday evening. I’ll make sure all the staff are present so they can help, and they can have time off in lieu or be given an extra payment, I don’t mind which. I’d like something light to begin with, then perhaps roast beef, and one of your superb puddings to follow. You choose.’
Knolly glanced at Cecily, a look Camille caught.
‘Is there something wrong? Are you feeling all right, Knolly? If it’s too much for you I’ll hire someone in.’
‘Oh, no, Madam, I’m all right. It ain’t that.’
‘What is it then?’ She sat at the kitchen table feeling apprehensive. She was close enough to Knolly and Cecily for them to tell her of any reservations they had, and she was quite sure there would be some.
‘Are you sure this is the right thing, Madam?’ said Knolly, taking the chair opposite Camille and squeezing herself in to it. ‘I know it ain’t our business, but me and Cecily, well, we’re worried about yer. It’s bin like bein’ on a rollercoaster for yer since you’ve bin ‘ere.’
‘You mean Caroline Munroe, don’t you?’
‘Yes, Madam, we do,’ said Cecily taking a chair between the two. ‘We don’t want yer ter get ‘urt.’
Camille drew patterns on the pine table with her finger, deep in thought. ‘Is it because of the boy you’re so worried.’
Cecily looked uncomfortable. ‘We wondered... We wondered...’
‘If the boy was Lord Divine’s?’
‘The boy’s got blond ‘air, Madam, but we fink ‘e looks like Lord ‘Arry.’
‘He does. And I agree. The photograph certainly shows how happy they all were together. Of course it cannot give us the definitive answer can it? One would need to probe rather more deeply than that.’
‘You mean ask ‘er, don’t yer, Madam?’ said Knolly in a low voice. ‘You’re goin’ ter ask Lady Munroe if she and Lord Divine...well, yer know.’
‘Yes, I’m going to ask her.’ She glanced at both of them. ‘Please believe me when I say I am apprehensive about it. Mrs West has the same reservations as both of you, but unless I’m candid it will hang over me, and Ottilie, until a young man turns up one day claiming to be Lord Divine. I cannot allow it to hang over our heads like that. It will be a constant cloud floating over us.’
She got up from the table and smiled at them both.
‘Thank you for being concerned. I know it’s because you care about me, but I must do what I feel is right. I’m the first to admit it might all blow up in my face. Lady Munroe might be incensed at the suggestion that she and Lord Divine had some sort of relationship, particularly as Lord Divine and Lord Munroe were close friends, but when I leave here and go back to London it must be with a clear mind. I will likely never see these people again. If I upset her then so be it. This is for Ottilie.’
Knolly nodded and rose from the table, a look of determination crossing her face. ‘Then you ‘ave our full support, Madam, don’t she Cecily?’
‘Course. We’ll be ‘ere whatever ‘appens. Yer need ter feel safe in yer own mind and if this is the way ter do it, then we’re right be’ind yer.’
Camille smiled. ‘I always feel safe when I’m with you two. Thank goodness you’re here.’
‘Can’t wait ter leave ‘ere and go back ter Duke Street though, Madam,’ said Cecily.
‘I feel the same way, Cecily,’ replied Camille.

MISS LEMMON STOOD IN front of Camille in the sitting room, her hands clasped in front of her almost in prayer. Camille had been writing out invitations from the list Knolly had given her and had been rather surprised at some of the guests. Not only was there a local politician, but also a member of the clergy.
Miss Lemmon was about forty years of age, but Camille guessed her rather luxuriant hair made her look a little younger. There was no telltale sign of a wedding ring having once been on the third finger of her left hand, and Camille couldn’t help wondering what she had done before she’d arrived at Wemyss Place.
Her clothes could only be described as staid, her demeanour would have been called obsequious if she hadn’t looked so bad-tempered. She was seemingly irritated by the world and all who lived in it. Currently, she was looking cross, although this did seem to be her default expression.
‘Yes, Miss Lemmon? You wanted to see me?’
‘I did, Madam. I’m handing in my notice. I would like to leave immediately, but if it’s not convenient I’ll leave in two weeks if you’re agreeable.’
Camille lifted her eyebrows then frowned. ‘You want to leave Wemyss Place?’
‘I do, Madam.’
‘Have we offended you in some way?’
‘No, Madam. I’ve been offered a job elsewhere. The pay and conditions are better.’
Trying not to feel affronted Camille eyed the woman with curiosity. ‘And where is it you’re going? You don’t have to tell me of course, but I’m concerned you’re making the right decision.’
‘It’s definitely the right decision, Madam.’ Camille saw her swallow. ‘The job is in...Cardiff.’
‘Cardiff? I’m surprised, Miss Lemmon. I had assumed you were Scottish through and through and would want to stay here, although I imagine the salaries for an experienced housekeeper in Cardiff are equal to those in Edinburgh. Where did you hear about this job?’
A...a friend. She wrote to me and said a position had become vacant. She told the family about me and they offered me the job if I was interested, which of course I was. It will be nice to live and work near my friend.’
Camille nodded. ‘Very well. It would seem your mind is made up. Perhaps we could come to a compromise, Miss Lemmon. I’m holding a dinner party here on Saturday and would appreciate your help with it. Once the dinner party is over you will be free to leave. Saturday is just days away. Is this something you could agree to?’ Miss Lemmon nodded. ‘We’ll be sorry to see you go, of course, but you must make the decision which best suits you. I’ll make sure your pay is up to date before you leave.’
‘Thank you, Lady Divine.’ She turned to go then thought better of it. ‘Who will attend the dinner party, Madam?’
Camille looked at Miss Lemmon with surprise. ‘Friends of Lord Divine’s who attended his soirees before he was so tragically killed.’
Miss Lemmon nodded. ‘I’ll make sure the staff are informed they must work on Saturday evening. I’m sorry for your loss, Lady Divine.’
Camille looked at her quizzically. ‘Thank you, Miss Lemmon.’
When Miss Lemmon had left, Camille realised the housekeeper had been the only member of staff who had commiserated with her over Harry’s death. None of the other staff had mentioned it. Was Harry away from the house so often they hadn’t felt a connection with him? Had they not respected him because of the seemingly rather debauched parties he’d held at the house. Or was it Camille for whom they had no respect. She shook her head and sighed and resumed writing out her invitations, thinking what a strange house Wemyss Place was.
Her mind would not allow her to concentrate. It flitted from one thing to another, the murders of Mr Hogg and Alec Johnston, Miss Lemmon’s decision to leave, Nelly Fawcett and her baby, and Caroline Munroe and her son. Were the happenings at the house usual for a house of the size of the one in Wemyss Place, or was the house cursed in some way?
A thought occurred to her. She realised she hadn’t actually been up to the attic herself. Since Alec Johnston’s body had been removed she wondered if she was free to explore it. There could be something up there which would tell her the history of the house which she now knew had been in Harry’s family since it was built. Cecily had found a photograph album which had been informative, although perhaps not in the way she would have liked. Could there be other albums or journals that had been left in the attic which would tell her more about the house and its past occupants?
Part of her was apprehensive about rifling through the attic, and she’d had to be honest with herself and admit it was why she had asked Cecily and Glynis to attempt the clearing of it, but then, she acknowledged with a tilt of her head and a wry smile, nothing had been straightforward since she’d arrived at Wemyss Place.
The two murders had shaken her and left her with what she could only describe as a feeling of terror in her stomach. How personal it felt to have a murder take place in one’s own four walls.
A lesson learned, she thought. I will remember my time at Wemyss place on our next investigation. Remind myself that when a murder occurs in one’s own home it changes everything, not just the loss of the person, but the loss of the confidence one had previously. Could I have prevented the murders? No. But I must make sure whoever is responsible is brought to justice.







Chapter 34

Ariadne Lemmon went to her room after her meeting with Camille. She felt nauseous and wanted to lie down. Her forehead felt clammy, and she could feel heat rising in her body as though it was overtaken by lava. Her heart was beating irrhythmically in her chest and it unnerved her. Laying thankfully on her bed she closed her eyes, breathing deeply to stave off the nausea.
After a while she sat up and began to remove her clothes down to her pink flannelette petticoat, a rather shabby affair, the lace having parted from the bodice years ago. She noticed her reflection in her dressing table mirror and immediately pulled up her shoulders and sucked in her stomach. She released her stomach again and frowned at the pouch of flesh hanging below her bust. He would never have wanted her would he, even though he had told her she was an attractive woman and would grace the arm of any man?
She thought of him then, the upright bearing, the aura of grandeur. He’d looked so good without his jacket, and fetchingly casual in his shirtsleeves. More like a man should look. He was handsome in his own way, the pencil moustache bringing a touch of bravado to his demeanour, even though he was usually so very serious.
She lay back against the pillows and tried to steady her breathing, closing her eyes. She hoped she didn’t fall asleep. She had feigned headaches on more than one occasion so she could get away from everyone downstairs. She didn’t want to hear the chatter and gossip of those two women Lady Divine had brought with her. Mrs Leach might have been a drunk but she rarely spoke to anyone. She was too busy trying to keep herself upright, and making sure the bottle of gin in her apron pocket was well-hidden. Ariadne hated change. The atmosphere at the house might have been sombre when His Lordship was away, but at least there was no gossip, that is...not amongst the maids. It was rife amongst the grooms.
Mrs Knowles and that Cecily were too cute by half. They missed nothing and it was the reason she didn’t want to be in their company. Why did everything have to change? Why were they at Wemyss Place? They didn’t belong there. Mrs Knowles took no notice of anything she said. That woman was a law unto herself. And Cecily, the little bitch. Ariadne knew Cecily rolled her eyes every time she asked her to do something. Who did they think they were?
So they came from London, so what? It didn’t mean they were better than her. She came from London too, although it had been years since she’d returned there. She’d worked on her Scottish accent which wasn’t difficult when everyone else in the house came from Scotland. She smiled to herself when she thought how well she’d fitted in. She just copied the way they flattened their vowels and said tae instead of to, and nae instead of no. It had been quite easy. She smiled to herself. Perhaps she had a talent for mimicry. The smile fell from her face. She would need it when she went back to London. Perhaps an Irish accent, or French? Oh, no that would never do. Her new family might speak to her in French and then she’d be done for. She giggled a little at the thought of it.
She sighed and grimaced. If only she had known she wouldn’t have made such a fool of herself. She wrapped her arms around herself and squeezed tight, pretending it was him, his strong arms about her, his chin resting gently on the top of her head.
He had always been so pleasant to her, always so kind. When she’d first joined the staff he had welcomed her, shown her around the house, asked her if her bedroom was adequate for her needs. He had even winked at her and complimented her on her beautiful hair. “Beautiful”, he’d said. Why did he do that? Why did he make her think there could have been something between them? It was his fault. He had encouraged her to think he was attracted to her, that he wanted their friendship to be more.
Were they friends? She had always thought so. Sometimes, when the staff had gone to bed and the lights had been turned off, they had sat in the parlour together. He’d said it was a perk to have a glass of brandy at the end of the day. He’d poured the brandy from the decanter on the sideboard. As a shudder went down her body she remembered the tawny liquid sparkling in the bottle from the glow of the fire, then the tinkling sound as the brandy was poured into each crystal glass, the very best on the silver tray. It had tasted like heaven, so much better simply because he had poured it for her.
It was as though they were together, really together. She could envisage them as a married couple in their own home, sitting just like this in front of the fire in their sitting room, sipping brandy at the end of the day. Comforting one another as they planned their future.
One night he had kissed her hand and told her she was the only person in the house who understood him; that the other staff had no respect for him and could not comprehend the responsibilities he undertook in keeping the house ticking over when Lord Divine was in London, usually called away because of some matter or other at the Houses of Parliament. Her heart had soared. He wanted her she was sure of it. He just hadn’t wanted to broach the subject for fear of being rejected.
Which was why, after they had had their brandies together and she was sure everyone was in bed, she had left her room one night, had made her way quietly down the small flight of steps from the maid’s floor, and stepped onto the corridor where his room was, had let herself into his room, and offered herself to him.
She had gone over it again and again in her mind, how he would pull the blankets back on the bed so she could slide in next to him. How he would take her face in his hands and kiss her. How he would divest her of her nightdress and marvel at the body he had wanted so much, the one she would have been happy to give him. She would have surrendered herself to him, given him anything he wanted, but...
At this point in her reminiscences Ariadne squeezed her eyes shut. She could barely allow herself to replay the memory gain, the one where he had cried out in horror when she had slipped into his bed beside him, the look of revulsion on his face at the sight of her next to him, in his room, in his private space.
He had leapt out of bed and pulled on his combinations, ordering her out of his bed.
‘What the hell do yer think yer doin’ woman,’ he’d cried. ‘Are yer sleepwalking or what?’
‘But, Gerald...’ she’d cried her hands covering her mouth in dismay. ‘I thought...I thought you wanted...’
‘Yer thought I wanted what, yer stupid bloody woman? And don’t call me Gerald. I’m Mr Hogg tae you. What the hell do yer think yer playing at?’
She stared at him. ‘You made me think you wanted me. You made me think there was something there.’
‘I did nae such thing. I made you think nae such thing. You’re not my type, darlin’.’ He looked her up and down and started to laugh. ‘And look at the state of yer. If I wanted a woman do yer think I’d want a woman like you?’ He pointed his finger at her, spittle spraying out of his mouth in his anger. ‘Yer look like one of the horses in the yard that yer do,’ he threw his head back and laughed loudly, ‘in fact, they’re a darn sight prettier than you.’ He shook his head at her, his expression turning into a sneer. ‘Miss Lemmon. That’s a good name for yer. Yer walk around this house looking like yer sucking a lemon that yer do. Get away with yer woman, and don’t you ever try anything like this again.’
He stepped up close to her, pushing his face into hers, so close she could smell the brandy on his breath.
‘Get yerself out a ma room and don’t yer ever come near me again.’ He jabbed a finger into her shoulder. ‘Do I make myself clear, or should I repeat it in words of one syllable?’
She’d turned away like a frightened rabbit, away from him standing in the frame of his bedroom door, from the sound of the doors opening in the corridor where his shouting at her had woken the grooms, from the laughter she could hear from his own lips.
‘Yer daft old bat,’ he shouted down the corridor. ‘Yer must think I’m desperate.’
She’d gone back to her room, closed the door and locked it. She wondered if Mr Hogg would tell Lord Divine what she’d done. She’d put her face into her hands and sobbed. If Lord Divine was informed she’d entered Mr Hogg’s bedroom in the middle of the night she would lose her job no doubt about it.
Ariadne turned onto her other side, tears trickling across her nose and onto the pillow at the memory of that night. The following day had been hell. Everyone knew. The grooms had told each other and they in turn had told the maids. She was a laughing stock. How she had kept her countenance she didn’t know, but she’d gritted her teeth and weathered the storm. It was all she could do.
It was when she’d discovered what Gerald Hogg had been doing with the grooms that she understood why he had befriended her. He needed an ally, someone who would back him up if or when he was ever accused of forcing himself on anyone. She was the one he had chosen because she was the housekeeper and her opinion could sway others. It had made her angry when it had dawned on her. Yes, she was embarrassed, but her intentions had been good ones.
He had led her on, making her believe she was special to him. She was special to him, but only as someone he could use, someone he’d manipulated. If she hadn’t gone to his room that night she would probably still be in the same situation, he engineering a friendship with her because she was the housekeeper, and he carrying on with his disgusting proclivities while she still believed he had an attraction for her.
She looked at the little travel clock on her bedside table and sighed. An hour had passed. She’d used the headache excuse once too often for her absences and felt she couldn’t use it again, particularly as she had told Lady Divine she was leaving Wemyss Place.
She sat up and swung her legs over the side of the bed, reaching for her dress and cardigan. When she was dressed she went across to the chest of drawers and opened the top drawer. She retrieved a letter from underneath her small things, and opened it. Nelly had written to her, a letter she had received that very day, in scrawling handwriting Ariadne could barely understand, begging her to come to London and speak with her father. He had not been best pleased when Nelly had turned up with a baby in tow, and had threatened to throw her out. As Ariadne was his sister, Nelly hoped she could talk some sense into him.
Ariadne sighed. The Fawcetts. She couldn’t have been born into a worse family, and when she had left St Giles she had gone in the dead of night without saying a word to anyone...not even Nelly who she had taken under her wing. Little Nelly. The girl Ariadne had so loved, but as she’d grown had been sucked into the family business of criminality, fleecing people out of their hard-earned wages and stealing their belongings from under their noses.
When she’d written to Nelly telling her to come to Edinburgh so they could be together, little did Ariadne know Nelly had already got a plan tucked firmly up her sleeve; to get pregnant by a rich man and demand he look after her. Neither did Ariadne know Nelly was pregnant when she came to Wemyss House.
Nelly had written to tell Ariadne she had lost her job. As housekeeper at Wemyss House it was easy for her to slip Nelly into the staff without anyone making a comment. They needed a new maid and Nelly fitted the bill.
Except she was already pregnant when she arrived. Nelly did her best to ingratiate herself into Lord Divine’s good books, to be upstairs in the bedrooms whenever he was present. She had set out to hook him, but that hadn’t worked either. He hadn’t shown the slightest interest in Nelly, in fact seemed irritated when she was in his sightline so regularly.
Unfortunately, Lord Divine’s death meant that Nelly could lie about who was the father of her child without his disproving her claims. He had died, which gave Nelly carte blanche to say whatever she pleased, and it pleased her to say she and Lord Divine had had an affair and he was the father of her child.
Ariadne had been beside herself, but Nelly was her niece and she could do no other than go along with the fabrication. She had warned Nelly that her plan could backfire, and so it did. When Lady Divine arrived to oversee the house, Nelly had been led up the garden path by Mrs West, known to Ariadne because of her deceased gangster husband, who had told Nelly a better life awaited her in London. Ariadne had warned her to be careful, but Nelly had waved her fears away saying she had no option, that Mrs West had hooked herself a lord and told her she would arrange for Nelly to do the same.
Ariadne had been sceptical, and she had been right to be so. Now Nelly was living at her father’s hovel in Seven Dials where no baby should be raised, and even that was uncertain as her brother clearly didn’t want Nelly there. He had made a home with his new woman and certainly didn’t want Nelly as a cuckoo in his love nest.
Ariadne folded the letter and slipped it back into the envelope, then pushed the envelope back under her small things and closed the drawer. Nelly’s request for her to return to London could not have come at a better time, although she had no plans to fix Nelly’s problem for her. Yes, she would visit Seven dials, but only to show willing. She needed a position, and with her experience she should have no trouble finding one.
Ariadne began to feel lighter and less burdened. Perhaps it was a good thing to start again somewhere else. She had been planning to leave Wemyss House and Edinburgh behind. Staying at the house had become too uncomfortable, and she had begun to live her life shrouded in apprehension. The police had stepped up the investigation into Gerald Hogg’s death, and the last thing she wanted was for them to say no one from the house could leave Edinburgh until they had caught the killer. If that happened it would place her in a very awkward position.
She’d agreed to Lady Divine’s compromise at the time, but had no intention of keeping it. Lady Divine had proved herself to be rather naïve where the staff were concerned. She’s too complying, Ariadne had thought when she’d first met Camille. Too willing to take everyone’s word as read. No, she would leave the following night, purchasing her rail tickets that afternoon at the station when everyone else was busy getting things ready for the dinner serving. No one would know. No one would suspect.
Gerald Hogg had deserved everything he’d got. The sense of pleasure she had felt when cracking him across the head with the cider jar had surprised her. He hadn’t known what hit him. It was her only regret; that he hadn’t turned and seen the face of the person who hated him so much they were willing to do away with him.
Ariadne would have liked that. To have seen the fear in his eyes when the flagon had come towards him, unstoppable, the trajectory unassailable, and the pain creasing his expression, wiping the smug look of derision off his face. Finally, the closing of his eyes when his life left him as he’d slumped to the ground. She nodded to herself. Yes, she would have enjoyed that. Now, she understood.
She had never thought of herself as a criminal, even though she came from the most criminal family in the rookeries. She had been aware her brother and her nephews had murdered men who had got in their way, but she had never been able to understand why they did it. Now she did. She understood completely. It was revenge, pure and simple. The feeling that nothing could top what she had done to Gerald Hogg was like a gift.
He could not call her names again, not call her fat and stupid as he had done the day before she’d killed him. She had got her own back, had got revenge on the man who had made her a laughing stock, who had called her horrible names, and who had made her feel worthless and ugly. She had felt such triumph, such relief, such power, she wondered, if it were necessary, could she ever do it again. She narrowed her eyes and thought for a moment, then smiled to herself. She wondered if revenge was like a drug, coursing through a person’s veins like laudanum when they’d found a way to have the last word.
She inhaled a breath and made ready to go downstairs. She had a plan and she was halfway there. They would think she’d left because of what happened that night when she went into Gerald Hogg’s room and he’d made such a fuss. No one would suspect her of bashing him over the head.
Miss Lemmon would never do anything like that.







Chapter 35

The police attention was relentless. Suddenly they had decided someone had not broken into the house at Wemyss Place to murder Gerald Hogg, but rather, someone already there, or someone who was well-known to them who would not have aroused suspicion if they had been seen at the house, like a delivery man of which there were many.
For the next few days their presence was felt by everyone at the house, not least Camille who had felt she was at a disadvantage because she had not long arrived in Edinburgh and knew no one. Those people she had met she did not know well enough to ascertain their characters. The police continually asked questions she was unable to answer and she was at a loss to know how to be of help.
In every investigation Camille and Cecily had undertaken the clues had silently but stealthily entered the search for the offender, leading them to find other clues and more possibilities. She and Cecily always discussed the threads which led from the suspects to the criminal act and were confident once those threads were untangled the perpetrator would be caught. The theory they had relied on had failed them this time.
Gerald Hogg was immensely disliked, hated by some Camille was sure, bearing in mind the information she had been given about his proclivities and how he dispensed them.  It appeared quite clear to her, and to Cecily, that his killer would likely be one of the grooms on whom he had tried to bestow his questionable affection, violating their freedom of choice and intimidating them into behaviour of which they did not want to be part, yet Detective Constable McTavish had questioned the grooms a number of times and could find nothing in their answers which would point him to an arrest.
‘Why have you come to this conclusion, Detective Constable?’ Camille asked him. ‘You and your men have searched the house a number of times and yet here you are again. Is there something you’re not telling me?’
‘We have inspected every inch of the house, Lady Divine; the doors, the windows, and have found nothing which would tell us Mr Hogg was killed by someone who broke in. Mr Hogg was killed as he was making his way into the cellar. We have surmised he was killed by someone he knew, which means it was one of the staff here, or someone who had been a staff member and had left recently, but had returned. Can you recall a previous staff member returning to the house recently, simply to visit his or her past colleagues?’
‘The problem I have, Detective Constable McTavish, is that I don’t know the staff very well, and certainly would not have any knowledge of staff who worked here before Lord Divine’s death. You have questioned Gordon Cameron and have concluded he had nothing to do with Hogg’s death. He is the only groom who returned recently, and it was at my request.’ Camille shook her head. ‘I’m afraid I cannot help you.’ Something occurred to her. ‘Perhaps if you ask Miss Lemmon. She has been housekeeper here for about five years I understand. She may be able to tell you more.’
‘I will certainly do that.’
‘And what about Alec Johnston? Are you any clearer as to what happened to him? Who would want to kill such a young man?’
Detective Constable McTavish’s expression gave way to one of great sadness.
‘He suffered, Lady Divine,’ he said, closing his eyes and shaking his head. ‘I don’t like to put cases in order of awfulness, but tae see a lad like that in the condition he was in...why I’ve had bad dreams ever since.’
‘How was he killed.’
‘Same as Gerald Hogg, a blow to the head which forensics say did not kill him outright. He suffocated when the tar was poured over his face.’
Camille gasped and closed her eyes momentarily, putting a hand to her mouth. ‘Does it mean that Alec’s killer is the same person who killed Gerald Hogg?’
‘Nae, Madam, I wish it did. It is one of the most common methods of murder we see, along with stabbings a course. When forensics searched the attic they found two things.’
‘Oh?’ said Camille, her interest piqued.
‘An old silver candelabra which had blood and hair on the base, not much mind, but enough for the forensics team to find. It was obviously the murder weapon.’
‘And what was the other thing?’
He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small lapel pin, crafted in gold with a diamond set in the middle. ‘This.’ He put it into Camille’s palm, who turned it over with her fingers. ‘It was found underneath Alec’s body.’ Camille nodded. ‘It could have belonged to Alec a course, but these pins are generally worn by the older generation. Both men and women wear them so it makes our job even harder. I think if we could find the owner of the pin we will very possibly find our murderer.’







Chapter 36

Miss Lemmon was beside herself. The police presence meant she could not carry out her plan to leave the house on the day she had chosen. They had visited every day, searching every room over and over, even the summerhouse, for clues as to who had killed Gerald Hogg.
Every night she paced her room. She was frustrated. She wanted to leave but how could she know if they were waiting for someone at the house to do just that? If it was their plan she would be apprehended immediately and she would never make it to London, complete with her new identity and a plan to disappear into the crowds. She felt hemmed in, pushed to run like a cornered animal, yet somehow she could not bring herself to do so.
The police officers had been everywhere, even in the staff bedrooms which she had complained bitterly about. An invasion of privacy she’d said, but they’d said they had even searched Lady Divine’s room so they weren’t about to make an exception for her.
Their footsteps echoed from room to room on the wooden floors of the corridors as they meticulously searched every part of the house, their presence an unwelcome intrusion, disrupting her carefully laid plans and casting the shadow of suspicion on everyone in the house.
Each morning, on waking, Ariadne had hoped they had quit the house, but every day they were there. The day they searched the summerhouse she had gone up to her room and wept, wishing Nelly was still there with her baby. It had been a shock to discover her niece was expecting a child, but Ariadne had felt she at least had a closeness with Nelly, a friendship forged in their family history. Now that Nelly had left Ariadne had no one, and the isolation began to dwell on her mind.
As the days continued Ariadne’s anxiety reached fever pitch. She found herself trying to listen in to the conversations the police had between themselves and with Lady Divine. When they questioned other members of staff she tried to ensure she was in the vicinity, hovering on the edges so she could hear what was being said. Her carefully constructed plan to escape Wemyss House and Edinburgh was surely crumbling, and she knew if she didn’t act fast suspicion would eventually fall on her.
She had thought about blaming Phylis Leach who was now a resident of the last workhouse in Edinburgh. Phylis was often so drunk she hadn’t known what day it was, so she could have easily been blamed for bashing Gerald Hogg over the head.
She sunk down on to her bed and put her face into her hands. She even prayed, apologising for a most dreadful deed, telling the Lord that it was all that had been left to her, that Gerald Hogg had been a dreadful man who needed to be stopped, that he had egged her on and made her think there was something between them just so he could have his way with the young men. She begged for forgiveness and asked Him to provide a way for her to leave the house, a small window of time where she could escape into another world, a world where she would be safe, a world where she could be someone else.
As she glanced out of the window onto another grey day, she couldn’t help but wonder if her chance for reinventing her life had long gone.







Chapter 37

Camille woke with a start. She peered around the darkened room wondering where she was. When the realisation hit her she was still at Wemyss Place she sighed, and allowed her head to sink back onto the pillow.
It was the day of the dinner party, and when she thought about it her stomach turned over with queasiness. She ran quickly to the bathroom where she vomited. Her anxiety had got the better of her and it made her feel vulnerable.
As she wiped her mouth she wondered about Caroline Munroe. She tried to put herself in that woman’s shoes and how she must have been feeling that very morning, knowing she would soon be sitting at the table of Lady Divine, whose husband she had had a relationship with and likely produced a child, her son.
A thought occurred to Camille. She wondered if the boy was her only child. It would be interesting to find out. If the boy was of the right age it was possible he was at boarding school, perhaps attending the very same school Harry and Lord Munroe had been educated when they were boys.
She went into the bedroom and put on her wrap. It was chilly in the bedroom. The maid hadn’t been in to set the fire yet and Camille wondered what time it was. She went to the window and moved the curtain aside so she could peer out. It was still dark, although a welcome sun was just breaking over Edinburgh’s skyline, leaving a silver thread on every building it touched. She hoped it was a fine day. There was nothing worse than asking people to turn out of doors on an inclement evening.
A movement in the corner of the garden near the summer house took her eye. She squinted into the gloom, watching the figure as it paced, the glow of a cigarette bouncing up and down as it was drawn on then held in the hand. She was surprised when she realised it was Miss Lemmon.
Camille watched her, frowning at the woman’s constant pacing. Every so often Miss Lemmon would peer through the windows of the summerhouse as though she expected to find someone inside. Then she continued her pacing until she took her last draw on the cigarette.
Throwing the cigarette end into the flower bed, Ariadne Lemmon kicked out at the stone sculpture of a bird by the path, then made her way to the garden door. Camille blinked, startled. This was not behaviour she had expected of Miss Lemmon, but then she didn’t really know her. Her usual demeanour was one of great piety, an annoyance with anyone who didn’t behave with the social virtues, so Camille was surprised to discover she smoked cigarettes. She was clearly not happy, even though she had secured another job in the city of Cardiff, one she had made sound like a dream come true...the perfect position.
There was a gentle knock on the door and a maid entered the room carrying a basket of wood, some twisted paper spills and a box of matches.
‘Good morning, Madam,’ she said, bobbing a quick curtsey. ‘I hope you slept well.’
Camille turned from the window and smiled at the maid. ‘I did, thank you. Are you first up this morning?’
‘Oh, nae, Ma’am. Miss Lemmon was up before me. I found her sitting at the kitchen table with a pot of tea. She said she couldn’t sleep. Blamed it on all the activity, what with the police being here every day and whatnot. She said it had unsettled her.’
‘Well, yes, I can understand that.’ She smiled at the maid and said as casually as she could, ‘I didn’t know Miss Lemmon smoked.’
The maid laughed. ‘Oh, nae, Ma’am, not Miss Lemmon. She’s as pure as the driven snow. I could never imagine her touching a cigarette.’
The maid finished setting the fire, and after touching a lit match to the spills of newspaper pushed into the wood at intervals, she bobbed a curtsey and left, leaving Camille wondering if she’d imagined seeing Miss Lemmon smoking.
‘As pure as the driven snow, eh? I’m sure it was her,’ she said to herself, frowning. She shrugged. ‘Perhaps I dreamed it. It was still dark outside.’
After bathing and dressing she went down to the kitchen to be met by mouth-watering smells of bacon and sausages being cooked on the range by Cecily.
‘Good morning, ladies. I see you’re going to set us all up with a good breakfast this morning.’
Aaron raised his mug of tea to Camille. ‘And I for one cannot wait, Lady Divine. Knolly is keeping us waiting and I’m almost ready to faint.’
Knolly burst out laughing. ‘That you ain’t, Aaron Kaplan.’ She looked up at Camille. ‘It’ll be right up, Madam. Cecily will serve you and Mrs West in the dining room. Are you looking forward to this evening?’
Camille sat next to Aaron at the kitchen table. ‘No, Knolly, not really. I think you know why.’
‘Well, I think you’re very brave, don’t we, Cecily?’
‘We do. Most people would ‘ave let sleepin’ dogs lie, but we know you better than that, Madam. You always do the right fing.’
Camille sighed. ‘Do I? I’m beginning to wonder.’
‘It’ll go left or right, Madam, or up or down,’ said Knolly. ‘Either way, you’ll do what needs ter be done. I’ve bin thinking about it and this is what I think. As long as we’re all still together at Duke Street, what’s it matter? It’s family what counts, not titles, not money. It’s family and friendship and good memories.’ She glanced at Aaron. ‘You agree wiv me don’t yer, Aaron.’
‘I do, Knolly. I know this better than most. I came from wealth, beautiful homes, carriages and fine horses. I lost everything. The happiest I have ever been in my life is the time I have spent at Duke Street, with my friends, the people I care about and who care about me.’
Cecily bit her lip and Knolly dabbed at her eyes with her apron. ‘So there you are, Madam. We know what the important things in life are, and we know you do too.’
Camille nodded and exhaled the breath she had been holding.
‘I’m so glad you understand. I think Mrs West thinks I’m playing with fire, and she could be right, but I must know. It’s the only way forward, for my sake, and for Ottilie’s.’







Chapter 38

Camille dressed carefully. She chose a dove grey dress with silver embellishments; bugle beads that hung elegantly around the bodice and waistline, accentuating her slender figure. Cecily twisted her hair into an elegant chignon, securing it with pearl-headed pins. Around her forehead she wore a silver chain fastened at the back with one of the pearl pins. In this Cecily mounted a black feather, long enough to be seen, but not so long it could become unwieldy.
Camille’s shoes were dove grey, leather Mary Janes, and in her hand she carried a silver chainmail bag where she kept her enamelled powder compact and lipstick, a gift from Richard.
‘Oh, Madam,’ said Cecily when she had finished dressing her mistress. ‘You look lovely...so elegant and beautiful. That dress is gorgeous. Is it new?’
Camille nodded, making the feather sway with the movement of her head. ‘I bought it just before we left for Edinburgh. Chief Inspector Owen had asked me to dine with him, but then it was imperative for me to come here and put Lord Divine’s estate in order, this house being part of it, so I had to cancel unfortunately. I’m very lucky he is such an understanding man.’
‘You’ll be all right, Madam. I know you will.’
Camille sat on the chaise in the window and took a deep breath.
‘I’m not sure how I feel. Whatever happens this evening could possibly change the future for all of us.’ She hesitated when she saw how Cecily’s face had fallen, and she chuckled. ‘I don’t mean life at Duke Street will change, Cecily. Living at Duke Street is the only thing that keeps me grounded, the one place I can rely on, full of people who mean more to me than I ever could have imagined. I would never let it go, no matter what happens.
‘Clearly, after this evening, I may have to relinquish certain things I thought had been bequeathed to me as Lord Divine’s wife...Kenilworth House for one, this house for another, and of course if the boy is Lord Divine’s son, he is his heir and will inherit the title of Lord Divine and would be entitled to take up residence at Kenilworth House. This house of course would be his.’
‘And how do you feel about it, Madam? Will it upset you?’
‘Well, there’s the thing, Cecily. I feel I have nothing to lose. I have my financial inheritance from Lord Divine, my house in Duke Street, the little house in Brighton, and Ottilie’s education is already paid for. What else could I possibly need? I never wanted Kenilworth House. I hated it there, even when Lord Divine and I had been married for some while. I had Ottilie which got me through. She and I lived almost a separate life from that which her father lived. He was always busy at The House, and always flitting here, there and everywhere...’ she glanced at Cecily, ‘...and now I know why.’
‘And you still fink him and Lady Munroe ‘ad a fing goin’?’
‘I do, Cecily. Amongst those photographs was the one of them together, just the three of them, like a family portrait. It was quite lovely, carefree, all of them smiling, laughing actually, perhaps at something the person who took the photograph had said. It spoke volumes, particularly to me I’m sure, because Lord Divine and I and Ottilie did not have photographs of us all together like they were in the photographs.
‘He has his arm around Caroline Munroe’s waist, her hair flying in the breeze, her eyes sparkling with happiness, and a huge smile on her face. Lord Divine looks contented, at ease with himself. I hadn’t seen him like that for years, so intent was he that he should have an heir for the title. It changed him, made him garrulous, bad-tempered, irritable. The slightest little thing would set him off...if a fork wasn’t quite level with the knife on the dining room table, if the flowers in the hall gave off a perfume he didn’t appreciate. It was like stepping on eggshells. He must have been praying we would have a son together, that his other son would not inherit simply because he had conceived him with another man’s wife, married to one of his best friends, Lord Munroe.’
‘But can he in’erit now?’
‘Only if it goes public. Caroline Munroe might not wish for it to do so.’ Camille shook her head. ‘Who knows what sort of person she is, Cecily. Who knows whether her marriage to Lord Munroe has sustained. There are so many questions that have no answers to them, but one thing I do know, if she decides it is time for her son to inherit then he will likely do so. If she is determined for him to inherit the Divine title, a title which comes with a seat in the House of Lords, a stately home, and much, much more, she could go to law and make it so.’
‘Would you stand in ‘er way?’
Camille pressed her lips together and stared off into the distance, sighing.
‘No, I wouldn’t. Those things have never served me, have never brought happiness to my life. I don’t want Kenilworth House, and I don’t want this house either. I would not stand in their way. I would stand aside and wave it all goodbye, and I would do it gladly.’
There was a gentle knock on the door.
‘Camille?’
‘Come in, Elsie. I’m ready.’
Elsie poked her head around the door, her face breaking into a huge smile. ‘Oh, Camille, you look lovely. You’ll knock ‘em, dead, sweet’eart.’
Camille raised her eyebrows at the bright red dress Elsie wore. ‘And so will you, Elsie. That is a knock out of a dress. I’m glad to see you haven’t changed your style because you’re pregnant.’
Elsie linked her arm through Camille’s as they went down the central staircase. ‘Well, why should I? I love red. D’yer like me fevver?’ She preened the bright red feather in her headband.
‘Camille giggled. ‘It would be difficult to miss, but yes, it suits you.’
‘Bit like me then,’ said Elsie. They glanced at each other and laughed.
‘Are you ready for this, Camille? You know what it could mean?’
‘I’m ready. I’m ready for a new life. The old one has had its compensations, but I’m confident the new one will bring me more happiness.’
‘Yer mean wiv ‘Is Nibs?’
Camille nodded. ‘I will marry him, Elsie. Whether we announce it immediately I don’t know. It hasn’t been a year yet since Harry was killed and even though I’m ready to wave goodbye to that life, I will behave with propriety, if only for Ottilie’s sake.’
They went into the sitting room where Camille would receive her guests. It had been beautifully decorated with occasional tables covered with pristine white linen cloths on which there were trays of canapes and champagne flutes ready to be filled with the best from the cellar. A fire roared in the grate, and Cecily and the other maids, including Glynis who had recovered from her ordeal and returned to work, stood by waiting for the first guests to arrive.
‘Who are they then, these guests of yours?’ asked Elsie as she went across to the canapes and popped one into her mouth.
Camille poured herself a glass of champagne and one for Elsie. Handing it to her, Camille’s face blanched a little. ‘I don’t know any of them. I simply wrote their names on the invitations and sent them out. They all accepted, probably out of curiosity.’
‘Even the Munroes?’
Camille nodded. ‘Then there’s Calum Black, a politician who is coming with his wife, Catriona Black, Donald Fitzpatrick and his wife, Fiona. Finley and Isla Davison, and Damian Wallace, a surgeon who is bringing his wife Sheena. And yes, the Munroes.’
Elsie raised her eyebrows. ‘I’ve got ter ‘and it to yer, Camille, you’re braver than me.’
‘I don’t think so. It’s a different sort of bravery isn’t it? You have confronted all kinds of difficulties in your life I’m quite sure would have had me beaten. All I have to do tonight is to be friendly, to commiserate with Harry’s friends at his loss, and find out if my husband had an affair with Caroline Munroe.’
‘You make it sound like one a them jolly outin’s your lot go in fer.’
‘A jolly outing? Maybe not, but at least I’ll know.’ She leant towards Elsie to whisper in her ear. ‘And I’ve got Cairo to look forward to.’
Elsie looked bereft. ‘I wish I was comin’ wiv yer. I think I’ll probably ‘ave me ‘ands full by then. Will yer be in London fer the birth do yer fink? I could do wiv yer bein’ there.’
Camille nodded. ‘Richard isn’t going to Cairo right away. Yes, I’m quite sure I’ll be in London.’
‘And will yer be godmuvver, Camille. Please say yes. I’d be so proud.’
Camille looked at Elsie, tears glistening at her eyelashes. She put her arms around her friend. ‘Oh, Elsie, thank you for asking me. I would be the proud one. Oh, I can’t wait. It’s been so long since I bounced a baby on my knee. Yes, yes, I would be honoured.’
The bell at the front door jangled and Camille and Elsie parted, looking into each other’s eyes. ‘‘Ere goes nuthin,’ said Elsie.
‘Or everything,’ said Camille as she took a gulp of champagne.







Chapter 39

The first guests to arrive were Finley and Isla Davison. Isla was a warm and friendly woman who kissed Camille on both cheeks. They offered their condolences, expressing their gratitude for the invitation. They greeted her with warmth and genuine friendliness, their easy-going demeanour easing the tension Camille was feeling. For a few minutes they engaged Camille in light-hearted conversation which she appreciated, while Elsie stood by the canape table, looking on, her glances at Cecily exposing the way they were both feeling about the evening and what Camille faced.
Next to arrive was Donald Fitzpatrick. Camille was aware he was one of the head journalists of The Scotsman, one of Scotland’s oldest newspapers. He entered the room alone, greeting Camille with a polite nod and a brief exchange of expected pleasantries, before apologising for his wife’s absence.
‘She has taken a chill,’ he said in a broad Scottish burr, ‘and I advised her to stay indoors, although I must say, Lady Divine, she was very curious to meet the wife of Lord Divine.’
As are you, thought Camille as she indicated for the maids to offer him canapes and champagne. Camille took an instant dislike to him, but she was sure it was because his journalistic instincts were plainly on show. He looked around the room with some disdain, although she knew he had visited the house on many other occasions. Perhaps this isn’t the sort of “party” you’re used to when you come here, Camille thought. Sorry, Mr Fitzpatrick, you’re going to be disappointed if you were hoping for an evening like Harry and his mistress organised. Camille smiled to herself, wondering when the Munroes would arrive.
Calum Black entered the room before his wife. Camille could hear her as she divested herself of her evening coat, fussing with the maid about where it should be hung and how to avoid creases, begging her not to place it too near the candles as it would go up like a firework. Camille saw the politician roll his eyes on hearing the fuss his wife was making.
He planted an insincere smile on his face as he approached Camille, held out his hand to shake hers, then kissed the back of her hand when she reciprocated. Camille recoiled. His kiss had been wet and sloppy and she had to stop herself running to the canape table for a napkin to wipe her hand free of the residue he had left.
‘A pleasure to meet you, Lady Divine. We have been wondering about you as we have not made your acquaintance in the past. We were always surprised when you did not accompany your husband tae Edinburgh on his visits to Wemyss Place. We were beginning to think yer did nae like us.’ Camille wasn’t sure how to answer him and was relieved when Mrs Black arrived by his side, looking flustered and rather red in the face. Black looked down on his wife with some disdain before introducing her.
‘May I introduce my wife, Catriona,’ he said, his mouth making a moue of discontent. Catriona nodded at Camille sympathetically before leaning forward and clutching her hands, knocking the champagne glass out of Camille’s hold.
‘Oh, nae, oh nae, look what I’ve done. Oh, Lady Divine, I’m so very sorry.’ Camille turned and nodded to Glynis who ran forward with a handful of napkins and began to blot the champagne from the carpet.
‘There’s no harm done, Mrs Black. I hope you will help yourself to champagne and canapes while we wait for the other guests to join us.’
Catriona Black raised her eyebrows as she observed Camille with interest. ‘Have you invited the Munroes, dear?’ she asked. ‘We wondered whether you would. It might be very...’
Calum Black grabbed his wife’s arm and dragged her away from Camille towards the canape table. ‘Do yer never know how ter behave, woman?’ Camille heard him hiss at her. ‘What the hell are yer tryin’ ter do?’
‘I was being friendly, that’s all.’
‘Well, just hold yer tongue, for God’s sake. Let’s try and get through this evening with nae trouble.’
Camille turned and looked at Elsie who frowned at her and shook her head. Camille sighed and momentarily closed her eyes. When she opened them it was to see a woman walking towards her, extending her hand which Camille took.
‘Sheena Wallace,’ she said. ‘I must say I think you’re brave. Don’t know if I’d have done the same.’
Camille smiled her most professional smile. ‘Brave, Mrs Wallace? For throwing a dinner party? Surely not?’
Damain Wallace came to his wife’s side and greeted Camille with a practised but friendly demeanour. Camille liked him instantly. He had the telltale lines at the corners of his eyes which showed kindness and empathy.
‘What my wife means, Lady Divine, is that you are a newcomer here, and we have not made your acquaintance previously, rather putting you at a disadvantage. However, you are welcome in Edinburgh. I hope this will be the first of many soirees we will attend together.’
‘Thank you, Mr Wallace. I appreciate it.’
He chuckled. ‘Damian, please. And please call my wife, Sheena. We don’t stand on ceremony here.’ As they walked away Camille doubted whether Sheena Wallace felt the same as her husband. She had raised her eyebrows as Damian Wallace spoke, and Camille wondered why. I don’t know these people, she thought. Why would there be acrimony or unfriendliness if we have never been acquainted?
Elsie went to Camille’s side and handed her another glass of champagne to replace the one Catriona Black had knocked out of her hand.
‘Bit of a crowd, ain’t they?’
‘Isn’t that the truth. I dare say you have already spotted the troublemakers.’
‘The men seem all right, I s’pose. A bit up their own arses, but their wives are somethin’ else.’ Elsie turned to survey the men and women who had gathered at the canape and champagne table. ‘That last one. Who the ‘ell does she fink she ‘is? Fair looked down ‘er nose at me she did. Snotty cow.’
‘Her husband’s a surgeon.’
‘So what? My future ‘usband’s a lord and got a seat in the ‘Ouses of Parliament. What do I care for the likes of ‘er.’
‘Well, if she says anything untoward to you make sure you let her know it,’ said Camille, grinning.
‘Huh, don’t worry about that. I will, make no mistake. She’d better not take me on. She won’t know what’s ‘it ‘er. And she’d better not take you on, niver. I’ll knock ‘er bloody block off.’ Camille burst into laughter which made the others turn. Camille knew they had been gossiping, probably about her, but bearing in mind the Munroes had yet to arrive, she thought it was very likely about them too.
It was the way of things. Those to arrive last would be gossiped about until they arrived. Bearing in mind Lord Munroe was the only lord amongst them, she expected her other guests to make a show of deference to them, as sickening as it was, as false as it was likely intended. The people in Edinburgh were just as likely to pull their acquaintances limb from limb as those in London. Camille had heard it all before. She had always made a point of not getting involved in the conversation, but she was quite sure she would be the subject of some discussion when she was not present to hear it.
The bell at the door jangled yet again and Camille’s breath caught up in her throat. She observed the other guests to see their reaction and was stunned when they fell into silence. She heard the muffled conversation in the hall as coats were given to maids with various instructions, then the sound of footsteps down the hall.
The couple entered the sitting room, he first, tall, good-looking, his face devoid of a smile, eyes of flint. He walked towards Camille and reluctantly held out his hand.
‘Unmistakeably, Lady Divine,’ he said, his voice deep and sonorous. He made a small bow then turned to his wife. ‘My wife, Lady Caroline Munroe.’ Caroline stepped forward, a cool blonde, her expression unreadable, her gaze lingering on Camille a moment too long as she offered her condolences at the loss of Camille’s husband, before turning her attention to the other guests.
The atmosphere, although not terribly congenial before the Munroes arrived, now had an element of froideur, rather like a frost which had settled on every head. Camille was incensed at the Munroe’s rudeness. She resents my presence, thought Camille. I will not tolerate her being haughty with me. This is still my house, for the time being at least. I have shown them hospitality and politeness, and expect the same from them.
The gong rang for dinner. Camille and Elsie led the guests into the dining room. Camille had asked Cecily to set the table, with Elsie sitting next to Camille and Caroline Munroe opposite, the other guests seated wherever Cecily wanted to seat them. Camille had purposely requested this arrangement. As they were seated Elsie turned her face to Camille’s shoulder.
‘Bloody ‘ell,’ she said. ‘You’ve got yer work cut out there, darlin’,’ she said, sotto voce.
‘Haven’t I just,’ murmured Camille. ‘But I will not be intimidated. This is my husband’s house and we will all behave accordingly.’
The conversation was muted; stilted. Camille was quite sure none of the guests wanted to be present. She wondered at them accepting the invitation, then decided it was probably out of curiosity of Lord Divine’s wife, the woman he had not brought to Edinburgh because he was too busy having an affair with his best friend’s wife.
‘Do you propose to keep the house, Lady Divine?’ Isla Davison asked Camille as she sipped the mulligatawny soup. Her voice was friendly, consoling even and she spoke with a genuine smile.
‘I haven’t decided yet, Mrs Davison, and please, call me Camille,’ answered Camille, returning Isla’s smile, grateful someone had deigned to speak to her. ‘It is one of the reasons I came here, to decide on the future of the house. I reside in London and do not want to leave my home. I have no ties to Edinburgh save this house. It is quite possible I shall sell it. I just hope whoever purchases it will agree to keep the staff. I don’t like to think of them being unemployed. Times are difficult for some.’
A heavy silence fell over the assembled company, then, ‘What was the other reason, Lady Divine?’ Camille looked up to see from whom the voice had come. It was Lord Munroe.
Camille eyed the man across the table. His expression had remained the same since his arrival, dark and brooding. He reminded Camille of Heathcliff from Wuthering Heights. She wondered if he had the same temperament, volatile and domineering. Camille noticed he glanced at his wife when asking the question.
‘To honour my late husband, Lord Munroe, and to console with his friends at his loss.’
‘Did you never wonder why he did not invite you to accompany him to Edinburgh?’
The room fell into a stunned silence with the majority of the guests bowing their heads and concentrating on their soup. One who didn’t was Sheena Wallace who eyed Camille with interest as if avidly awaiting her answer. Camille decided the truth was in order.
‘I knew nothing of this house, Lord Munroe. Harry’s solicitor told me of it a little over two weeks ago when he was examining his will. So, as I’m sure you realise, it came as rather a surprise to me, particularly as I discovered the house has been in the Divine family for many years, probably since it was built almost a hundred years ago.’
Lord Munroe laid down his spoon and leant back in his chair.
‘Were you aware that Harry’s grandmother used this house as a bolthole for her many affairs?’
Camille felt the hairs on the back of her neck tingle. She knew she must be clever with her answer. ‘Where did this information come from, Lord Munroe? Is it written down somewhere?’ Camille heard Elsie stifle a giggle.
Lord Munroe picked up his soup spoon. ‘It is well-known. Harry knew.’
Camille wiped the corners of her mouth on her napkin. ‘Perhaps we should hope it doesn’t run in the family.’
Camille’s warning shot had been fired and it had hit home. There were a few muted gasps from the other end of the table. Elsie had pressed her foot against Camille’s as if to say, ‘Well done’. Lord Divine’s spoon clattered onto his soup bowl and he wiped his mouth on his napkin. Caroline Munroe shifted uncomfortably in her seat. Camille heard her inhale a quavering breath.
Turning in her seat to find Cecily to ask her to serve the fish course, Camille caught Sheena Wallace’s expression. She was staring at Camille with a smile on her face, then she winked. Camille blinked, then returned her smile. Had she found an ally? If Sheena Wallace was offering friendship she was at least one of the women from whom Camille thought it would not have come from.
The conversation around the table continued in its muted and rather held back fashion. Camille willed it to be over. It felt like torture to be sitting with people she barely knew, trying to be light-hearted and accommodating when the majority were less than friendly. She hadn’t known what to expect, and certainly she had not envisaged them welcoming her with open arms. I’ll never have to see them again after tonight, she thought. Once I’ve discovered the truth I can make my plans and leave this nightmare behind.
She was aware the Munroes had not spoken. Not one word had passed between them since they had arrived. She had not been able to stop herself from homing in on them. Where Munroe occasionally said something to the other guests, in an aside usually, mainly to disagree with the opinion which was being mooted at the table, Caroline said nothing.
Camille decided to surreptitiously scrutinise her. Caroline was unhappy, it was plain to see. When she was eating she made eye-contact with no one. To Camille’s delight the food Knolly had provided was remarked upon favourably, some saying it was one of the finest dinners they had ever eaten, but even though Caroline could have said something in agreement, even a nod of the head, she said nothing.
She was beautifully dressed as befitted her station in society, a Chanel of course, the designer of the day. Camille had also noticed she wore Salvatore Ferragamo shoes, pink with a gold bow at the toe. Her dress was pink, the bodice swathed with gold chains. It was Chanel’s latest design and looked marvellous on her.
There was a fragility about Caroline that intrigued Camille. She frowned, wondering why she was so reticent to speak. Women were far more outspoken than they had been in Camille’s mother’s day. They had opinions, had battled for suffrage, yet here was a woman who behaved more like a woman who knew her place as the wife of a powerful man. Yes, that was it, thought Camille. She was stoical. She could imagine her deferring to her husband when they were in their home, accepting he was head of the household and ruled the roost, he taking the lead in everything, not acknowledging she may have a differing opinion.
It was when Caroline absent-mindedly pushed back a lock of her chignon that had fallen from its pins to her shoulder that Camille noticed it. A mark on the side of Caroline’s neck, mottled blue ringed with yellow. A bruise? It was what it appeared to be. But how could she have sustained a bruise in such a hidden place?
Camille glanced at Elsie, but Elsie was trying to divert the advances of her neighbour, Calum Black, who had commandeered Elsie’s attention since they had sat at the table. His wife sat the other side of him, clumsy, fidgety, spilling food onto her lap. The other guests barely acknowledged her presence and Camille felt sympathy for her.
At the end of dinner, when cheese, nuts and grapes had been served, Camille invited the ladies into the drawing room for wine and sweetmeats, indicating for Cecily to serve them, leaving the men to discuss the business of the day.
Camille asked Elsie to chaperone Catriona Black who was looking out of sorts that she should be apart from her husband, but Elsie slipped an arm through one of hers, told a joke which made Catriona laugh, and she was easily led away.
Camille had planned this separation of men and women from the beginning. She had felt it was the only way she could get Caroline Munroe alone...the best way to encourage her to talk about her relationship with Harry Divine. Camille noticed that Caroline had also looked uneasy about the men and women being divided into two rooms, but she had slid out of her chair with composure, her head held high, not difficult because she was taller than the other women, and made her way into the drawing room where she sat on a solitary chair, looking as though she was posing for a portrait.
‘Ladies, we have brandy, gin, and wine, or if you would prefer we can continue with champagne. There was a nodding of heads and most had champagne. Some of the women had already imbibed freely at the table and were becoming more talkative. Caroline had nothing to drink, and said nothing, simply sat and watched the others.
Camille poured herself a gin and tonic, looking up to see where Elsie was. She was pleased that Elsie was taking her task seriously. She had not left Catriona’s side, and because of Elsie’s naturally open and warm personality Catriona had suddenly relaxed and looked more at ease.
‘Cigarette?’ asked a voice behind Camille. She turned from the drinks table to face Sheena Wallace. Camille smiled and accepted a cigarette from Sheena’s gold cigarette case.
‘We’d better go over to the window,’ she said, accepting a light from Sheena’s match.
They walked towards the French windows which had been left open a little for fresh air to circulate. Both women leant against the frame opposite each other, silently in their own thoughts, until Sheena said,  ‘When I said you were brave I wasn’t being patronising. I meant it.’
Camille drew on her cigarette and blew out a puff of smoke. ‘But why brave? Is there something for me to be afraid of?’
‘Perhaps someone.’
‘Who?’
‘I think you already know who.’
Camille grinned. ‘Heathcliffe?’
Sheena Wallace threw back her head and laughed. ‘Exactly. You’ve spotted it.’
‘I don’t see how one could miss it.’
Sheena leaned her head to one side as though weighing up what Camille would make of what she said next.
‘He beats her you know.’
‘Does he? She has a bruise on her neck. I noticed it.’ Camille took a sip of her gin and tonic. ‘Poor woman.’
‘They weren’t always lovers. Harry and Caroline. They didn’t intend to be.’ Camille looked up and stared at Sheena. ‘That is why you’re here, isn’t it, to find out what was between them?’
‘Actually, no. I spoke the truth at the dining table. I came to sort out Harry’s estate, but it wasn’t long before it was dropped into the conversation that Caroline Munro would have been a better lady of the house than I.’
‘Let me guess. Phylis Leach, the drunk cook.’ Camille nodded. ‘You’ve had a difficult time of it since you arrived I hear.’
‘I don’t think it would be incorrect of me to say I can’t wait to return to my home.’
‘There’s no place like home, so they say, but not so for Caroline Munroe.’
‘You know her well?’
‘Quite well.’
‘When did they become lovers?’
‘Caroline would come here when Harry was in residence to get away from Munroe. He beats her regularly, and this was the only place she could come where she wouldn’t be judged. There was no woman of the house, you see, no one to pass the story on to the other women in the group.’
Camille glanced at the other women. ‘So, the others don’t know?’
‘Mm, I’d say not. They might have guessed of course.’
‘But you know,’ Camille said, frowning.
‘I know only because my husband and I were visiting here once when she came. She was in floods of tears, beaten black and blue. He had lashed out at something she’d said, which as you have probably noticed means she dare say nothing when in his company for fear of a repeat performance.’
‘Why on earth doesn’t she leave him?’
Sheena stared at Camille for a while until the penny dropped. Camille nodded.
‘She was going to, wasn’t she, to come here? But then Harry was killed so she had no place of safety to escape to.’ Sheena nodded. ‘And now she has to stay with that brute.’
‘Until he kills her.’
‘Surely not...’
‘It gets worse every time. More brutal each time. The man is a monster. When Damian and I discovered what was happening we offered her a safe haven with her son, but she refused. She didn’t want to involve us for fear of retribution from Munroe.’
‘But what about Harry? Did her husband know about their relationship?’
‘Not at first. All this has been going on for years. I’m not sure it has ever been confirmed for him that Caroline and Harry had become close...she came here for safety in the beginning, but, well, you’re a woman of the world, one thing led to another.’
‘This is my husband you’re talking about,’ said Camille, bristling. ‘I don’t find it as acceptable as you’re suggesting.’
‘Yes, I know, but I’ve always worried about you. I didn’t know who you were, but it always worried me you were a young wife, in London with your child, and you didn’t know anything about what was going on here. It was very wrong of Harry to keep it from you.’
‘How old is the boy?’
‘Just twelve.’ Camille closed her eyes and bit her lip. ‘How old is your daughter ‘Not yet fourteen.’
‘I’m sorry, Camille. If I said I don’t think the relationship was intentional would it make it any better?’
‘No, but then I’ve discovered a great deal about Harry’s life since our estrangement. He was due to get married again, after our divorce.’ Camille glanced at Caroline. ‘I wonder if she knows.’
Sheena Wallace shook her head. ‘I doubt it. Harry was an enigma. He led a very different life from the rest of us. I wouldn’t have thought he would have wanted her to know. It would have lessened what they meant to each other.’
Camille startled. ‘Which was?’
‘She said he was the love of her life.’
‘And he?’ Sheena shrugged.
Camille felt tears welling at the back of her eyes. Her stomach dropped and her limbs felt weak. Her whole marriage had been a lie.
‘And the boy?’
‘Who knows. The consensus between Damian and I is that he is Harry’s, but Munroe,’ she shook her head, ‘it would not bear thinking about what he would do if he thought Logan wasn’t his son. He is all set to become Lord Munroe in the fullness of time.’
‘But he might be Harry’s heir.’
‘He might, but please, Camille, accept my advice which is well meant. Do not travel down that road. It could cause terrible repercussions, not just for Caroline who may very well not survive it, but for Logan too. Munroe is ruthless. If he thought Logan wasn’t his son...’ she shook her head again, ‘the poor boy would lose everything. He would be the victim. He could lose his mother...and his father, and the home he has known all his life. He is a nice boy, Camille. Caroline has done a good job with him. I beg you...let sleeping dogs lie.’







Chapter 40

The front door was closed on the last two guests to leave which were Finley Davison and his wife Isla who were effusive about the evening, particularly the food, and who thanked Camille for thinking of them after the loss of a man they considered a friend. She had been grateful that at least one of the couples had been calm and thoughtful, even offering her a place to stay if she ever wanted to visit Edinburgh again, should she sell the house at Wemyss Place.
Camille went into the drawing room and threw herself down on to a settee, while Elsie settled gently into a large, comfortable chair.
‘Well, ducks. ‘Ow do yer fink that went?’
Camille laid her head on the arm of the chair and shrugged, pulling her knees up underneath her. She was incredibly relieved the evening was over and vowed never to attempt anything like it again. ‘I don’t know, Elsie...and right now, I don’t care.’
‘Did it go as planned?’
‘Not exactly.’
‘Well, fings never do, do they? You ‘ave ter ‘ave contingencies, that’s what Nat says.’
‘Nathanial’s right, except I hadn’t planned for it to end the way it did.’
‘What did she say to yer, that Sheena woman? Was she rude to yer?’
Camille sat up and leant her elbow on the arm of the chair. ‘No, no, not at all. In fact I think I may have found a kindred spirit in her. She said no one had ventured to suggest the Munroe boy had been fathered by Harry, that she and her husband were fairly certain he had been, but that I should let sleeping dogs lie to protect the boy. In other words, say nothing.’
‘And will yer do that? Say nuthin’ I mean?’
Camille shrugged again. ‘I don’t know. Part of me wants to let it go, but an even stronger part of me wants to put it right. Sheena Wallace warned me if I insist on revealing the possibility Logan Munroe might not be Lord Munroe’s son, he could make life very difficult for both his mother and the boy. She was doubtful Caroline Munroe would survive it...and certain that Munroe would have nothing to do with the boy.’ She shook her head. ‘I feel as though I am on the horns of a dilemma.’
‘Not really.’
Camille looked at Elsie in astonishment. ‘What do you mean?’
‘The fing is no one but the Wallaces and you know the boy is ‘Arry’s son so what’s the point in makin’ waves. I don’t s’pose the boy will know there are questions over his parentage, and by the sounds of it the mother will want ter keep it quiet.’
‘I should think she would. Sheena Wallace told me that Munroe beats her, and I saw a nasty bruise on her neck when she pushed back her hair.’
‘There you are then. If Munroe finds out ‘is missus ‘as been playin’ away from ‘ome ‘e’ll prob’ly whack ‘er and then you’ll ‘ave that on yer conscience an’ all.’
Camille blew out a breath and raised her eyebrows. ‘When you put it like that.’
‘I do.’
‘All right, I agree, I cannot bring my suspicions out into the open, but I would like to help Caroline Munroe.’
‘You want ter ‘elp ‘er?’ squealed Elsie. ‘What the bloody ‘ell for? She ‘ad it away wiv yer ‘usband. ‘Ave you lost yer marbles or what?’
‘He beats her, Elsie. Terribly, apparently. The man’s a brute. It was why she came here in the first place, to find a sanctuary of safety.’
‘Well she did, din’t she? She found a sanct’ry of safety in your ‘usband’s bed.’
Camille went to the table and poured herself a gin and tonic.
‘The boy is twelve, only a year or so younger than Ottilie.’ Elsie shook her head and tutted. ‘Caroline Munroe had planned to leave her husband and move in here.’
‘With ‘Arry?’
Camille nodded, then resumed her place on the settee. ‘Harry wasn’t here that often. His duties at the House kept him in London, but it doesn’t take long to get here does it. A few hours on the overnighter and one is here. How simple it is.’
‘Yeah, too bloody simple if you ask me. An’ very convenient an’ all.’
‘Don’t you have any sympathy for her?’
Elsie sighed. ‘It ain’t that, Camille. I just don’t want ter see yer get done over. All right, she’s a knocked about woman. Join the queue love, that’s what I say. She should put ‘er money where ‘er mouth is and leave ‘im, like I did wiv Len. I know what it’s like, an’ of course I ’ave sympathy, but if it’s that bad she should go and take the boy wiv ‘er. Why does she stay? Not cos she loves the bloke. It’s fer the money, the title, and everythin’ what goes wiv it. I just don’t want yer to make allowances you’ll regret later on.’
She got up from her chair and sat next to Camille on the settee, leaning gently against her friend.
‘She ‘ad an affair wiv your ‘usband while you was carryin’ ‘is child, breast feedin’ ‘is child, taking care of ‘is child,’ she said, gently. ‘Was ‘e there for yer all the time you was doin’ that? No, ‘e weren’t. ‘E was ‘aving a good time up ‘ere wiv ‘is mistress who’s older than you and should ‘ave known better than two-timing a young wife who’d just ‘ad a baby.
‘An don’t go puttin’ a polite spin on it, Camille, just cos she’s the wife of a Lord an’ got a title. Remember Lady Delphinium, the woman what broke your marriage? She didn’t ‘ave a real title did she? She was a prossie wiv a stint on the vaudeville stage. As far as I’m concerned Caroline Munroe ain’t no better than ‘er. She married ‘er title. They’ve both got two arms and two legs and one ‘ead. They’re exactly the same.’







Chapter 41

Camille was ready to leave Wemyss Place. After breakfast she sat in the study at Harry’s desk and thought about the time she had spent in Edinburgh, and of Duke Street, the house she could not wait to see again.
‘I’ve done all I can here,’ she said under her breath. ‘There are no more options left to me except two things I must carry out before I leave Edinburgh.’
She got up from the leather captain’s chair and went over to the window which looked out onto the street. She hoped she would return to Edinburgh, but she would ensure it was a very different visit from the one she had experienced at Wemyss Place.
‘I’d love to bring Ottilie here,’ she said. ‘There’s so much to see and do, she would love it, but we’ll stay in a nice hotel and not think about what has transpired here.’
‘Madam?’ A small voice came from the study doorway. Cecily came into the room with a tray and a pot of tea. ‘From Knolly, Madam. She said she thought you might need it after last evening. She said you din’t ‘ave no breakfast.’
Camille turned and smiled. ‘I was talking to myself, Cecily. I do it sometimes.’
Cecily chuckled. ‘So do I...when I ain’t got no one else ter talk ter. It ‘elps sometimes, don’t it?’
Camille sat at the desk and Cecily poured the tea. ‘Would you like to go home, Cecily?’
‘Oh, Madam, really? Can we really go ‘ome? Oh, I ‘ope so. I can’t wait ter get back ter Duke Street.’
‘Before we go back to London there are a couple of things I need your help with. Would Miss Lemmon release you do you think?’
‘Miss Lemmon ‘as taken to ‘er bed again, Madam. She says she gets ‘eadaches, and as last night was a late one she says it ‘as exacerb...exacer.’
‘I think you mean exacerbated, Cecily. Yes, I understand. She should see a doctor I think.’
‘Yes, Madam. I’ll pass it on.’ She waited for a moment then asked. ‘What is it we’ve got ter do, Madam?’
‘I’ve booked a cab for half an hours’ time. Mrs West is having a lie in so she won’t need anyone to assist her this morning. Could you be ready do you think?’
‘Of course, Madam. I’ll be ready and waitin’.’

THE CAB WAS WAITING outside the house at ten thirty on the dot. Camille and Cecily ran down the steps to the pavement. Once inside the cab Camille directed the driver to the Grange, a short cab ride away from Wemyss Place.
‘Where are we goin’, Madam,’ asked Cecily, frowning as she looked out of the window at the houses rushing past.
‘I’m going to see Lady Munroe, Cecily.’
Cecily gasped. ‘What? Oh, no, Madam, surely not.’
‘I must. I must do the right thing.’
‘But will it be the right fing fer you, Madam? Will it be the right fing fer you? What will Mrs West and Knolly say?’
‘Mrs West and Knolly don’t need to know about it.’
‘But what if they ask me?’
‘Then you must tell them the truth. The truth at all costs, Cecily. We’ve always agreed on that haven’t we?’
‘Yes, Madam, we ‘ave.’
‘And what I’m about to say to Lady Munroe will have absolutely no bearing on my life...or yours...when we return to London. I have everything I could want...but that lady, well, she has a cross to bear.’
‘What if it’s from ‘er own makin’, Madam?’
‘We all make mistakes. A life should not be blighted over one mistake made, particularly when that person was vulnerable and needed someone to turn to.’
‘She was vulnerable?’
‘Very much so, and I for one won’t judge her. Of course, the way it turned out was as much Lord Divine’s fault as hers. I’ll tell you the full story when we’re back in London, but I hope, Cecily, you, of all the people who care about me, and who I care about, will understand the reasons for why I do what I’m about to do.’
The Grange was a palatial area found to the south of Morningside. It was an exclusive residential area with large Victorian and Edwardian villas. The Munroe mansion was set amidst expansive gardens, beautiful treelined avenues, and arbours of roses, clematis and wisteria, all in their autumn garb, yet still adding beauty to the impressive home.
‘Blimey,’ exclaimed Cecily. ‘It’s like a palace.’
Camille leant forward to peer out of the window. ‘It is rather, isn’t it, but we won’t let it put us off. We’re here to do a kindness, Cecily, at least, I hope it’s how it is accepted.’
The cab pulled in to the drive and drove to the entrance, swinging around the vast flowerbed in the centre.
‘Can you wait for us please?’ Camille asked the driver who had wondered what on earth was going to happen when they got to their destination. Not that he ever listened to conversations held in the back of his cab.
‘It’ll cost yer, Madam,’ he said. ‘But I can wait if yer require me to.’
‘Yes, please, driver...if you wouldn’t mind.’
Camille and Cecily got out of the cab. Cecily looked up to the roof of the building, nearly falling over in the process.
‘It’s got a clock tower,’ she said in wonder.
‘Rather beautiful isn’t it,’ agreed Camille, peering up to the top of the front façade. ‘Come on, Cecily. I’m anxious to get this over with.’
The went to the front entrance and pulled the rather extravagant front door chime. After a few moments a butler opened the door.
‘Madam?’
‘Is Lady Munroe at home? I’m Lady Camille Divine.’
The butler showed Camille and Cecily into the hall. ‘I’ll enquire as to whether she’s at home, Madam,’ he said, making a small bow. ‘You have an appointment?’
‘I’m afraid not, but it is a matter of some urgency.’ Cecily glanced at Camille; her eyes wide with anticipation. The butler returned and showed them into the receiving room where Caroline Munroe waited, standing ramrod straight, her hands clasped so tightly in front of her, her knuckles had turned white.
Dressed in a white silk blouse with a pussycat bow at the throat and a cream linen skirt, Caroline Munroe looked the picture of perfect elegance. Her surroundings were decorated in much the same way, cream, tufted upholstery, white walls with cream wall paper up to the dado rail, the window the only real show of colour, dressed as they were in eau de nil velvet.
‘Lady Divine,’ said Caroline Munroe in what Camille thought was a melodic voice. Her voice at the dinner party the previous evening had been rather strained. ‘To what do I owe the pleasure? I think it is I who should be visiting you to thank you for last night’s soiree, but Logan has been sent home from school with a chill I’m afraid, so I will not be leaving the house today.’
She invited Camille and Cecily to sit and took a chair opposite, elegantly crossing her legs.
‘Will you take some tea?’
‘No thank you, Lady Munroe,’ said Camille. Camille’s mouth went dry, and in truth she would have welcomed tea but she did not want to prolong the visit. ‘I have come here to offer you the house in Wemyss Place.’ Camille felt Cecily startle beside her, a little gasp escaping her lips. Caroline Munroe stared at Camille.
‘I...I,’ she frowned and shook her head quickly. ‘Lady Divine, why would you do such a thing?’ Camille stared at Caroline, hoping the penny would drop. Caroline lowered her gaze, her bright blue eyes which had sparkled on their arrival dimmed. Camille saw her swallow and when she looked up again her eyes were filled with tears. ‘Someone has been gossiping about me.’
‘They didn’t need to, Lady Munroe. I knew what had happened between you and my husband, and I also know why.’
Caroline nodded. ‘I never meant...’ She bit her lip. ‘It was to escape,’ she said, her voice almost a whisper, ‘the reason I went to Wemyss Place. It wasn’t to...’ She sighed. ‘I suppose that doesn’t matter now. The damage has been done.’ She gazed at Camille. ‘I’m so very sorry, Camille.’
Camille nodded. She hadn’t gone to The Grange to give Caroline Munroe absolution.
‘I will sign the house over to your son. It is for you and he to get away when...if ever you should need to, a bolthole, a sanctuary if you will.’
Caroline stared at Camille. ‘It isn’t certain, Camille.’
‘But likely I would imagine.’ Caroline nodded. ‘I will put everything in order when I return to London. I’m quite sure it won’t take Mr Crabtree long to organise the paperwork. I won’t have it sent here, but rather to Wemyss Place. My only request is you keep on the staff who are already working at the house.’
‘Of course. I know many of them.’
I’m sure you do, thought Camille. She stood and made ready to leave.
‘There’s something I need to ask you, Caroline.’ Caroline Munroe nodded. ‘Gerald Hogg?’
Caroline closed her eyes momentarily. ‘A dreadful man. I knew what he was doing of course, but he was privy to a conversation between Harry and I when I became pregnant with Logan. He had been skulking in the shadows and behind closed doors, and he overheard something which was to change everything. He threatened to tell my husband about Harry, about how our friendship had changed, and about the pregnancy. He had been blackmailing me ever since.’
‘So he knew there was a possibility...?’
‘Yes. He demanded money, and curiously, one of my Chanel dresses and a pair of Salvatore Ferragamo shoes. He knew he would never afford them, although Heaven knows what he wanted them for. I thought maybe a daughter? I didn’t know, but I couldn’t refuse him. The thought of Munroe knowing about...well, it was unthinkable.’
‘Did Harry know he was blackmailing you?’
Caroline shook her head. ‘No, I thought it best to keep it to myself. I thought I could control it better if Harry wasn’t aware of it. I didn’t want Munroe to know Harry and I had become close. It would have caused so much trouble, particularly between Munroe and Harry. I didn’t want to be the cause of it...and I would have suffered for it in Munroe’s favourite way.’
‘Your situation is undesirable, Lady Munroe, one no woman would want to contemplate, but I rather think you have a choice to make. That is for you to decide, but please, do not leave it too long. I have a daughter who stands to inherit. Neither she nor I are determined to keep our titles, they mean little to us, but it would smooth the way for a comfortable future if we were informed of what you intend to do.’
Caroline Munroe stood. ‘I rather think there will be no change, Lady Divine. It would be an unwise thing to do under the circumstances.’ Her eyes dulled over again. ‘My first thought is for Logan, my son. He must come first in everything.’
‘I understand, but I must know. Will you tell him?’
Caroline shook her head. ‘No good can come of it.’
‘Not when he is older?’ Camille asked, frowning in consternation.
‘I think not. We none of us know what the future holds, Lady Divine, but in the fullness of time my son is ensured of happiness if he is allowed to stay in the home he has always known. If anything happens to Lord Munroe he will inherit. I hope to see it one day, when he has grown into maturity. I hope to be by his side. When that happens I will be content.’

‘LADY MUNROE SEEMS VERY sad, Madam,’ Cecily said as they made their way back to Wemyss Place. ‘She only looked ‘appy when she was talking about ‘er son.’
Camille sighed as they settled into the back seat of the cab. ‘She has every reason to be unhappy, Cecily.’
‘But that ‘ouse? You would think an ‘ouse like that would make anyone ‘appy.’ She frowned. ‘Although all that cream and white and whatnot. Must be an ‘ell of a job ter keep clean.’
‘Mm, although I rather think there is no one there to make it dirty. I thought the house was cold and unfriendly. There was no spark, no joy. Where were the photographs and the family ephemera most families like to put on show. There was nothing.’ She grinned at Cecily. ‘I’d rather live in Duke Street any day.’
‘Oh, yes, Madam. Nowhere is as nice as Duke Street.’







Chapter 42

Camille and Elsie had a relaxed lunch in the drawing room. Knolly had put together a choice of sandwiches and little cakes to tempt them as neither of them had eaten breakfast that morning.
‘S’pose they’ve got thick ‘eads,’ she said to Cecily when the breakfast dishes came back untouched. ‘Well make sure Madam and Mrs West eat their lunch, ‘specially Mrs West. She’s eatin’ fer two after all.’
‘Don’t worry, Knolly. I’m going out with Madam this morning for an hour or two. The fresh air will give ‘er an appetite.’
‘Where’s she goin’?’
‘I don’t know. She din’t say.’
‘I’ll be glad ter leave this bloody place. Don’t s’pose she’s mentioned anythin’ ter you about when we’re goin’ ‘ome as she?’
‘Not yet, but I reckon it’ll be soon. Mrs West is gettin’ near ‘er time, and Madam don’t like it ‘ere. A couple a days I fink.’
‘Bloody well ‘ope so.’
‘Knolly says you’re to eat all of this, Madam,’ said Cecily as she put a huge tray onto an ottoman in the middle of the room. ‘And you, Mrs West because you’re eatin’ fer two.’
‘Yeah, two...not twelve,’ cried Elsie. ‘Ow we goin’ ter eat that lot?’
Camille chuckled. ‘I’ve never known you to have any trouble in the past, Elsie.’
‘I’ll do me best, a course.’ She picked up a smoked salmon sandwich and bit into it. ‘Where’d you get to this mornin’?’ she asked, her mouth full. ‘I came down ter look for yer, but Knolly said you’d gone out.’
‘Needed a bit of fresh air, that’s all.’ Camille took one of the small plates and filled it with sandwiches. ‘Actually I am hungry. I didn’t want breakfast this morning.’
‘Nor me. Couldn’t face it.’
‘How are you feeling?’
‘Fat.’
Camille giggled. ‘If you will get pregnant.’
‘No chance of that with you,’ answered Elsie.
‘That’s all you know.’
Elsie squealed. ‘Oh, my Gawd. Don’t tell me you’ve done the deed.’
‘I’m not telling you anything.’ She grinned at Elsie wickedly.
‘Good fer you.’ She took another bite. ‘What were it like?’
‘Elsie! Mind your own business.’ Elsie laughed and blew crumbs onto her rounded stomach. ‘At least this belly is good fer somethin’.’ She snorted a laugh and then took another bite of her sandwich. ‘So what’s ‘appenin’ now? Are we goin’ ‘ome?’
‘Yes, I think we shall.’
‘What about Mr ‘Ogg and that poor lad?’
‘The threads are still very much tangled I’m afraid. I suppose solving two problems out of three is not such a bad result.’
‘Which problems?’
‘Nelly Fawcett and her claim that Harry was her father’s child, to which you so cleverly found a solution, and Caroline Munroe.’
‘Caroline Munroe? ‘Ow ‘ave yer solved that problem?’
‘Er,’ Camille glanced away, ‘I meant in a manner of speaking.’
‘So you’ll forget about ‘er then?’
‘I shall do my very best to, yes. Harry is gone. There is no connection between us.’
‘Not even the boy?’
‘Unless Caroline Munroe is willing to go public I would say it is very much put to bed.’
‘Good. I’m glad to ‘ear it.’
‘It’s Monday tomorrow. I think we should book an overnighter for all of us. What do you say?’
‘Oh, what a bloomin’ relief. This little one’s givin’ me gyp, an’ I reckon it won’t be long before ‘e makes an appearance. Got a feelin’ I’ve made a mistake wiv the dates. Look at me. I’m ‘uge. I’d like ter be at ‘ome when ‘e does arrive. With Nat. ‘E’s determined to be there.’
‘Will you tell the others I plan for us to leave, please, Elsie. There is just one more thing I want to do before I begin to pack. And will you ask Cecily to join me in the attic when she has finished her lunch. As long as she is able to face it.’
‘Yeah, course I will. And, Camille?’
‘Yes?’
‘You will put all this be’ind yer won’t yer? Not dwell on it?’
‘I promise.’
‘Good girl.’

CAMILLE MADE HER WAY up to the attic. It had been cleared of any sign of what had gone before; the police had sent some specialist cleaners to make sure the way was clear for members of the household to go into the attic should they wish to.
She sighed as she walked along the maids’ corridor to where the wooden steps led to the dusty rooms above the house. When she had closed the door for the last time on the house in Wemyss Place, she knew she would never see it again. There would be a new owner, a young man who was caught up like a pawn in his parents’ complicated lives.
‘Oh, what tangled webs we weave,’ she said under her breath as she pushed open the attic door. Her thoughts went to Alec Johnston, a young man she had never met. The attic would have been an unpleasant place to die and she wondered why he’d gone up there.  She couldn’t help wondering about his parents and what they were going through.
Her aim in her visit to the attic was to discover if there were any other photograph albums or perhaps journals belonging to the Divine family. The house was about to change hands, and even though it was going to a boy she was sure was Harry’s son, any photographs or paperwork belonged to the Divine family, to Ottilie, who Camille was sure would be interested. It would be the story of her ancestors, her grandparents after all.
She began to open some of the drawers of the old cabinets. There was an old bureau in one of the corners Camille hoped would relinquish something, but disappointingly it was empty. A blanket chest revealed nothing. A decrepit piano stool held only sheet music which Camille decided to keep. They were likely the old songs played on the piano downstairs, and she thought it rather a shame if they were never to be used again.
She noticed an old wardrobe standing in one of the alcoves. It was almost hidden, the doors practically becoming separated from the hinges, but not one to leave a stone unturned she clambered across the remaining furniture to get to it, brushing the dust from her skirt as she went.
Opening the wardrobe doors she realised it was empty, but when she stood back a little she could see an old leather case had been placed on the top. It had been pushed to the back of the wardrobe which was why neither she nor Cecily, when she had been clearing the attic, had seen it.
‘It’s almost as if it’s been hidden in plain sight,’ she murmured to herself. She looked around for a chair or a table she could stand on. An old wooden dining chair which had been pushed onto its side looked as though it would bear her weight. She clambered over the furniture to retrieve it, then back again to place it in front of the wardrobe.
She put a foot onto the seat then leant on the back to test her weight. She hopped and then heaved herself onto the chair, praying it didn’t disintegrate underneath her. She reached for the case. Her finger tips latched onto one of the buckles and she pulled it towards her. It brought a lot of dust and cobwebs with it, and Camille decided it had not been moved for years. Once the suitcase was in her hands she lowered it to the attic floor and stepped off the chair.
Brushing the dust off her clothes and hands she picked up the suitcase and took it to a clear part of the attic floor near the door. The buckles were not locked so could be unfastened easily. Camille’s hands were shaking as she undid the buckles then opened the lid. Inside were more photograph albums and a diary.
‘Oh, my goodness,’ she exclaimed. She reached for the diary and opened the cover. ‘Mathilde Divine,’ she murmured, ‘Harry’s grandmother. There are ghosts here, I’m certain, very likely hers...and perhaps her husband’s and many lovers if it is to be believed.. She has a story I know it.’ She flicked through the pages, Lord Munroe’s words coming to mind when at dinner he alluded to Harry’s grandmother’s “many affairs”. ‘One to read on a cold night in front of a roaring fire,’ she said, putting it to one side. ‘Or perhaps,’ she said, tapping her fingers on her chin thoughtfully, ‘I’ll take it to Cairo with me. There might be something within its pages that will explain the atmosphere in this house.’
The next book was a photograph album, fairly new judging by the tooled, green leather cover with gilt inlay. ‘I wonder what this will tell me.’
She opened the cover and the first sheet of tissue. The photographs were quite recent, she could tell by the clothes. Many of the photographs were of Harry, some of he and Lord Munroe in their school uniforms at which Camille chuckled. Further on were pictures of Logan Munroe when he was a baby which made Camille catch her breath. That he was bonny was plain to see, and Caroline Munroe was there too, looking ecstatic as she held her little boy high in the air as he giggled. Camille shook her head and sighed, thinking how sad life could be sometimes.
There were more photographs of Harry and Caroline, then some images of the staff. Camille recognised some of them. There was Gerald Hogg looking for all the world like a lord himself. Glynis was there too, although she looked incredibly young, not more than fifteen Camille thought. And at the end of the row was Miss Lemmon.
She was not looking at the person who was taking the photograph which may well have been Harry, but rather at Mr Hogg. She had a strange look on her face, one of admiration Camille thought, yet there was something more lascivious about the look, some might say proprietary.
Then she saw it. It was on the lapel of Miss Lemmon’s jacket. Camille peered closer wishing she had a magnifying glass, but there was no mistaking it, a gold pin with which looked like a diamond stud in the centre. The sun had struck it at just the right moment making it shine right into the lens of the camera.
‘Oh, my goodness,’ she cried.
A noise at the door startled her. ‘Yes, Lady Divine, it was my pin found under Alec Johnstone’s body. I wondered what had happened to it.’
‘Miss Lemmon?’
‘Yes, dear. Don’t look so surprised. I assume you didn’t think I was capable of doing something so...criminal?’
‘But why? What had he ever done to you?’
‘He was a nasty little wretch.’ Her mouth curled in disgust. ‘Gerald Hogg’s latest plaything.’
‘But you must realise the boys did not want anything to do with Mr Hogg.’
‘He wanted them though, didn’t he?’ Ariadne Lemmon cried. ‘He wanted them...but he didn’t want me.’ She made a moue of discontent, which turned into a look of sympathy. ‘The trouble is I have a ticket to London in my bag downstairs and I intend to use it. I intended to use it days ago, but then the police decided to swarm all over the house and it put the kybosh on my plans. I heard the detective tell you about the pin, saw you with it in your hand. I don’t intend to wait any longer.’
She brought her hand around to the front of her body. In it she held a knife from the block in the kitchen. Camille gasped.
‘Miss Lemmon, please don’t make this any worse than it already is. Killing me won’t help you.’
‘It will if it means I can get away. I’ve already killed, haven’t I? Is one more killing going to make a difference? I think not. Once I’m in London I can get myself lost in the crowd...new look...new identity. A new position as a housekeeper to a well-placed family. This could be the best thing that ever happened to me. If only you hadn’t decided to come up here.’
‘How did you get Alec up here? I thought the grooms didn’t like to come up to the attic.’
Ariadne shrugged. ‘He did as he was told. Young, you see. Easily led,’ her face darkened, ‘as Gerald Hogg discovered. I decided to do what he did. Get him while he was young. It seemed to work for Gerald. I think I did the young man a favour.’
She stepped closer to Camille, raising the knife above her head. Camille could see the trajectory of the knife as Ariadne Lemmon began to bring it down towards her. She closed her eyes, but then there was a “humph” and the sound of something falling to the floor. Camille opened her eyes to see Cecily standing at the door with a mop handle. Camille and Cecily stared at each other.
‘That was close, Madam,’ Cecily said with a wobbling exhale as she bent down and began tying Miss Lemmon’s hands and feet together with string from the kitchen.
Camille exhaled a breath of utter relief, her head swimming with shock. ‘How did you know, Cecily?’
‘I came up earlier. Mrs West said you wanted ter see me in the attic. I ‘eard Miss Lemmon talking and I din’t like what I ‘eard. She was lookin’ fer that pin days ago. Turned the kitchen upside down she did, but course, she couldn’t find it. It were under that poor lad’s body. She must a left it there accidently when she’d done away wiv ‘im.’ ‘Orrible woman she is. I din’t like ‘er.’
‘Madam! Madam! Are you all right. Knolly came up the stairs, puffing and blowing and clutching the skirt of her apron. ‘Cecily said there was trouble an’ I knew it must be somethin’ bad when she grabbed the mop. It’s took me all that while ter get up ‘ere. Bloody ‘ell, I’m bushed.’
She glanced down at Miss Lemmon, still unconscious on the attic floor.
‘What the ‘ell she doin’ down there. ‘An there’s the missin’ knife. I thought I’d thrown it away by mistake.’
‘Miss Lemmon killed Alec Johnston, Knolly.’
Knolly looked perplexed. ‘Why? Why would she kill a young lad like that?’
‘Because she said he was Mr Hogg’s plaything.’
‘An’ what if he was, which I doubt, what’s it got ter do wiv ‘er?’
‘It seems Mr Hogg rebuffed Miss Lemmon’s advances.’
Knolly shook her head. ‘I don’t understand all this stuff. What’s wrong wiv people ter do somethin’ so wicked.’
‘We will probably never find out,’ said Camille, still shaking from the ordeal. ‘And what I need now is a cup of good strong tea to calm my nerves. But first we must call Detective Constable McTavish of the Edinburgh City Police. I think we may have just done his job for him.’







Chapter 43

‘She wasn’t on our list of suspects, Lady Divine, I must confess, but the evidence is plain tae see, although she’s screaming wrongful arrest.’
‘You have two witnesses to her confession,’ Detective Constable, myself, and Cecily Nugent who was standing on the landing listening to every word without Miss Lemmon’s knowledge. I’m just wondering if she killed Mr Hogg as well.’
‘I believe she did. You say he repelled her advances. I’ve spoken tae the other staff this morning and the grooms say Miss Lemmon went to Mr Hogg’s room in her night attire and got into bed with him.’ Camille gasped. ‘Apparently he fended her off, shouting at her so the occupants of the other rooms would hear what was going on.
‘The grooms opened their bedroom doors tae see what was happening. She left his room in tears and took flight up tae her bedroom on the next landing. From that day on the atmosphere around them was acrimonious tae say the least. Apparently he would call her unpleasant names and humiliate her in front of the other staff. I think it might give someone a reason tae want tae do away with him. Forensics will decide it anyway, but I think we’ve got our killer.’
Camille sat on the sofa and invited McTavish to take the chair opposite.
‘I must say I am rather relieved. I’m planning to go home tomorrow, back to London. It didn’t sit easily with me the killer had not been apprehended before we left.’
‘I can’t say I’m surprised, Lady Divine.’
‘Oh?’
He smiled. ‘I discovered something about you recently.’
She looked quizzical. ‘What was that?’
‘You have been involved in some of London’s most talked about cases. And not just in London. I believe there was one in Paris, and recently, Sicily.’
She smiled. ‘It’s a bit of a passion of mine. My associate on our investigative travels is Cecily Nugent, my right-hand woman. She comes everywhere with me. We do seem to get caught up in things.’
‘And Chief Inspector Owen? Where does he fit in?’
‘He’s a good friend, and often on cases which require a woman to be present. Unfortunately there aren’t enough female officers at the moment. I always volunteer our services. I’m sure you wish you had more female officers, Detective Constable McTavish?’
‘Oh, yes, but we are recruiting. Just got tae get the right people. Women certainly have a place on the force.’
‘I’m glad to hear it.’
He stood and she joined him. She held out her hand and he took it and bowed over it before shaking it.
‘It’s been a pleasure, Lady Divine. We might meet again someday.’
‘There is always a chance, Detective Constable McTavish. I hope the case against Miss Lemmon goes smoothly.’
‘Oh, aye, we’ll do our best tae nail her, don’t you worry about that.’
She watched him as he left the room, thinking it was unlikely their paths would cross again. There was so much to look forward to on the horizon, first and foremost their longed for return to Duke Street...then the birth of Elsie’s new baby, the wedding of Elsie and Nathanial, the trip to Cairo with Richard and all the adventures it would bring them. She wrapped her arms around herself, wondering what Cairo held for them.
Tomorrow she would say goodbye to Wemyss Place. Its future would not be decided by her but by another. Camille smiled with pleasure.
Life suddenly looked a lot brighter.





A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

Hello,
I want to say a big thank you for your continued support. I know many of you have read every one of the books in The Camille Divine Murder Mysteries Series and I am eternally grateful. Your unwavering encouragement has been the driving force behind my pen; the knowledge that you wait with anticipation for the next adventure.
For my new readers, welcome. I hope you will become part of the Camille Divine family and join all of us on Camille’s incredible mysteries.
The lovely comments and emails I receive from you urge me to write more and more stories. I love writing them, but what I love most is knowing how much you enjoy them, that sometimes you can’t put a story down because it has gripped you, that you’ve fallen in love with Camille, Cecily, Richard, Knolly and their friends. It is what inspires me to continue to craft more adventures for our intrepid companions.
As we bid farewell to the grey and granite streets of Edinburgh, a new adventure awaits you...in the colourful and hidden streets of Cairo, promising intrigue, suspense, and a few unexpected surprises. This is the story I have always wanted to write. Cairo has always held huge fascination for me, the old films shot in Cairo are some of my favourites, and I hope you will love it as much as the other adventures.
So, I raise my pen to you in gratitude and anticipation. Thank you for being part of this incredible journey. I eagerly await the opportunity to share the next chapter of our adventures with you.
With warmest regards,
Andrea x

The next adventure in the Camille Divine Murder Mysteries Series

MURDER IN CAIRO
CAIRO - OCTOBER 1925
When Richard and Camille arrive in the bustling city of Cairo, they find themselves thrust into a perilous mission: to stop the theft and illicit trade of priceless relics from the pyramids.
As they navigate the labyrinthine corridors of the Ministry of Antiquities, they uncover a web of deception and danger that threatens to consume them. But when a high-ranking official is murdered, Richard and Camille's investigation takes a deadly turn. From the shadowy underworld of Cairo's black market to the treacherous depths of the ancient pyramids, they must race against time to unravel the truth before it's too late.
Amidst the chaos and danger, Richard and Camille find solace in each other's arms, their love strengthening with every step they take. But as they confront ancient traps and encounter unexpected adversaries, they realize that the key to solving the mystery lies buried deep within the secrets of the pyramids.
Richard and Camille uncover the truth behind the murder and disappearance, but will knowing the truth place them in more danger than they’ve ever confronted before?
"Murder in Cairo: In the Shadow of Sekhmet" is a gripping tale of mystery, adventure, and romance that will keep you on the edge of your seat until the very last page.

THE CHRISTMAS TREE MURDERS
MURDER ON THE DANCEFLOOR
THE BRIGHTON MURDERS
MURDER AT THE CHRISTMAS GROTTO
MURDER IN PARIS
MURDER AT THE CAFÉ BONBON
THE MANHATTAN MURDERS
THE WESTMINSTER MURDERS
THE SICILIAN MURDERS
THE EDINBURGH MURDERS

THE NIGHTINGALE LANE SERIES - 1295 pages FREE on Kindle Unlimited
99 NIGHTINGALE LANE – THE COMPLETE SAGA

THE COMPLETE SERIES Books 1 - 8
London, Christmas 1914
Eighteen-year-old Carrie Dobbs has a secret. When her parents discover her condition, Carrie's mother, Florrie takes matters into her own hands and arranges a marriage with Arnold Bateman to get Carrie out of Whitechapel and away from the gossips. He is a man Carrie could never love, the opposite of Johan, the young man she adores. Arnold has been posted to India and expects her to go with him and be the wife he needs to further his promotion and position in the army. India is a country she only knows from an atlas and she is terrified she will never see her family and her beloved best friend, Pearl again. Feeling she has no choice, she travels to India with a heavy heart, wondering if she will ever return to the place she calls home? India is a mystery to her, but this strange and vibrant country gets under her skin, and when someone she admires from afar is kind to her, Carrie wonders if she will find love again.
Join Carrie in her spell-binding journey into love and independence, and discover the consequences when she makes a decision that will change all their lives!
'A wonderful portrayal of characters and the class system of Edwardian England. I immediately liked Carrie and her best friend Pearl and felt empathy for the suffering so many women went through during that time. I read this book in one sitting as I couldn't put it down. Thank you Andrea for such a great read.' READER REVIEW
‘Excellent series. Very realistic. People feel real. (the rest of the series is as good) Highly recommended.’ READER REVIEW TOP 1000 REVIEWER
‘I really enjoyed how this story was written.
Carrie is such a lovely character, such a sad life and yet you know this probably has some truth back in time.
Very well done, very hard to put this down.’ READER REVIEW
One of the best fiction books I’ve read recently. Couldn’t put it down until I finished all of the story.
Characters are very well described and you “feel” them and what they are going through. You either love them (Carrie, Ida, Pearl and so on) or you hate them (Arnold, Carrie’s husband).
It is difficult to find books as easy and enjoyable to read as this series. READER REVIEW
MRS COYLE’S COOKBOOK

INSPIRED BY STORIES FROM 99 NIGHTINGALE LANE and to accompany the popular series.
Stories and recipes from 99 Nightingale Lane from Ida Coyle 
I do believe I was born thinking about food, which didn’t do me much good seeing as we didn’t have much of it. I know I’m lucky compared to many who had it harder than me...I’ve worked at 99 Nightingale Lane for most of my life, taken in by the family who lived there before the Sterns when my Ma was killed by The Ripper. They were an old London family, not that I would have taken any notice then. I was just a smidgen of a girl, one of many who worked here, nearly as many as the fleas on a dog’s tail. And...this is one of the things I learned from Mrs Brimble, the cook who taught me everything I know. 
‘When I think about where I was born, where we lived over the tanners shop, and what my Ma had to do to put food on the table,’ I shook my head, ‘she wouldn’t believe that I stood there in that grand room, amongst all those beautiful things. And now I’m here in this kitchen with you, cooking the Hamilton’s luncheon. I so wish she could see me now.’ Mrs Brimble put a hand on my arm. ‘She is watching, Ida, and I know she’d be proud of how well you’ve done and how hardworking you are, but not because of who you work for. She’d be proud because of who you are, the type of person you’ve become. That’s what’s important, ducky, not money and things what can be bought. Not tables of silverware and fruits from the continents or gowns from the salons of Bond Street. You’re just a little’un really, still young, but you will learn about what’s important, and there will be more laughter and smiles and happiness below stairs around our simple table when we have our Christmas dinner than there will be in that beautiful room, you mark my words.’ She lowered her voice. ‘Y’see, Ida, they haven’t learned how to count their blessings. This is just another day to them. They see rooms like that all the time so they’ve forgotten how to be swept away by it. Do you think Lady Davinia will go into that room and widen her eyes in wonder like you did? Do you think Mr and Mrs Hamilton will take much notice of the table that the upstairs maids and the footman worked so hard to make look lovely? They’ll give it a glance only to find an imperfection. It’s how they are. They have plenty, they definitely do, but none of them appreciate it.’ She stared at me. ‘And that’s for your ears only,’ she whispered.
You see. I had the best teacher. This is my story, of when I was a girl starting work at the age of thirteen and how I fought my way through the ranks below stairs to become cook at 99 Nightingale Lane. And I've brought my favourite recipes with me, documented in
MRS COYLE'S COOKBOOK for you to make yourself for you and your family to enjoy.
I hope you love my story and my recipes. It means so much to me that I've been given the opportunity to share them with you.
Warmest wishes from your friend, Ida Coyle, Cook at 99 Nightingale Lane
Books in the Lily Pond Victorian Murder Mysteries Series
THE CURIOUS LIFE OF LILY POND

THE DORSET STREET MURDERS

STANDALONE NOVELS
THE DANDELION CLOCK

SIXTEEN-YEAR-OLD KATE McGuire has a secret. Her father, Joe has disappeared, and Kate, her mother, Stella and sister, Emma are left to fend for themselves with little income and no one to turn to. For two years they are heartbroken, wondering why he left, or whether he is still alive. Kate decides she must take on a role she never wanted; as carer for her abusive alcoholic mother, and guardian of her sister who seems intent on finding the solace she needs her own way, a decision that leaves Kate almost unable to continue because of the hurt she causes. Kate is devastated because in her heart she is almost certain she will never see her father again, and wishes for his return on the dandelion clock he gave her years before, the seed heads of a flower she wrapped in a piece of pink fabric and placed in her memory box as a lucky charm. Kate wonders if she will ever find the love and affection she craves and whether her dad loves her enough to return to them and the place they call home.
CHRISTMAS AT MISTLETOE ABBEY

A charming-to-read Christmas romance novella to snuggle up with under a tartan blanket, sipping a glass of spicy mulled wine. Enjoy! 'An enjoyable read that was entertaining from start to finish. It was simply delightful, and I highly recommend Christmas at Mistletoe Abbey.'
‘From the first page to the last, this fun romance novel kept me hooked. A real page-turner I couldn't put down!’
THE CHOCOLATE SHOP ON CHRISTMAS STREET

The sweetest Christmas Romance to cuddle up with!
THE GIRL WITH THE RED SCARF

TOM ALEXANDER HAS NO memory of his life at House in the Hills orphanage on the outskirts of Sarajevo, or of his birth parents, the ones whose faces he wants to see, but doesn't remember. When he receives a letter from ChildAbroad, the agency that arranged his adoption in 1994, he is offered the opportunity to search for the boy he once was, Andreij Kurik—if he returns to Sarajevo. With Sulio Divjak, the driver and interpreter Tom befriends, he searches the derelict orphanage and discovers he has two siblings, one who was also at House in the Hills. Sulio uncovers a faded photograph in Andreij’s file of a girl wearing a red scarf. She looks like Ellie; the girl Tom fell in love with at first sight in a café in Regent’s Park. Devastated when he realises what it could mean, Tom goes back to the UK to get some answers. Accompanied by Ellie he returns to Sarajevo to find his birth parents, only to receive news that destroys everything he thought he knew about Tom Alexander—and Andreij Kurik.
A young love forged at the height of war, a chance meeting, and a collision of faded memories and half-truths, The Girl with the Red Scarf will appeal to fans of historical, women's and romantic fiction.
From the author of The Other Boy, shortlisted for the Richard & Judy Search for a Bestseller
THE OTHER BOY

A Richard and Judy Search for a Bestseller Finalist
THEIR NEW HOME PROMISES so much, an idyllic life in the countryside, a peaceful existence outside the busyness of London. She'd dreamt of it. A forever home. But something happened there, a heart-breaking tragedy infused in its walls. The history of the old house returns to haunt her, and when the memories she had buried return she isn’t the only one who fears them.
Before you hide the truth, make sure the dead can't give up your secrets. If you love gripping, ghostly psychological thrillers that you can't forget, make a big pot of coffee - THE OTHER BOY won't let you go.
Find out why Amazon reviewers are saying, ”Unputdownable and heart-breaking. Not just a psychological thriller, not just a ghost story, but so much more”...Birdie Advanced Copy Reviewer 
“The Other Boy is beautifully written, as always. I expect nothing less from the author. This story is a revelation. By blending stunning writing with a heart-breaking ghost story and a psychological twist she had me captured from the very first moment.” MW Advanced Copy Reviewer 
‘It’s the other boy in the basement,’ said Tobias. ‘The other boy telled me.’
DESTRUCTION OF BEES

THE YEAR 2030
Embark on a gripping journey into the unknown with DESTRUCTION OF BEES – a heart-pounding thriller that will have you on the edge of your seat until the very last page.
When Nina Gourriel is rushed to hospital after a terrifying collapse, little does she know it’s just the beginning of a harrowing ordeal. Instead of receiving medical care, she finds herself ensnared in a web of conspiracy and intrigue, whisked away to a clandestine government facility.
As Nina grapples with the mysterious tests forced upon her, she crosses paths with Cain, an enigmatic scientist who reveals the startling truth: she’s being hunted for something she doesn’t even know she possesses. With each passing moment Nina’s world unravels further, plunging her into a deadly game of cat and mouse with multiple adversaries closing in on her. She doesn’t know who to trust.
Is she a beacon of hope or the harbinger of destruction?
If you crave a pulse-pounding narrative that will haunt your thoughts long after you turn the final page, DESTRUCTION OF BEES is a must-read. Join Nina as she navigates a treacherous landscape where danger lurks at every corner, and the fate of humanity hangs in the balance.
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