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INTRODUCTION
Book five of the Mysterious Devices series of clockwork cozies set in the Magnificent Devices world!

The family circle is all Daisy and Freddie have longed for. But sometimes a circle can close ... and constrict ... and kill.

Daisy and Freddie Linden and their friends arrive in Port Townsend, only to be arrested as spies and brought before the most feared man in the Wild West— “Hanging” Judge Wilson Bonnell. But the unexpected intervention of an old friend plucks them out of the frying pan and tosses them into the glittering whirl of local society, where Freddie wonders if she could be in love at last. But they’re still standing too close to the fire—when a long-sought and familiar figure is spotted on the beach, bending over the lifeless body of the judge.
Have they finally located their beloved father, only to have him clapped in gaol by the Royal Canadian Airborne Police? In a dizzying descent from society belles to social pariahs, Daisy and Freddie now have only themselves to rely on. And they have less than a week to force the killer into the light before their beloved father hangs for a crime he didn’t commit.
“Buckle up, you are in for a ride like no other.” — Lori Alden Holuta, author of the Brassbright Chronicles
   
Visit Shelley’s website, www.shelleyadina.com, where you can sign up for her newsletter and be the first to know of new releases and special promotions. You’ll also receive a free short story set in the Magnificent Devices world just for subscribing!
   
For the masterminds behind the Brass Screw Confederacy, Port Townsend, WA, with thanks





PRAISE FOR SHELLEY ADINA
“Shelley Adina adds murder to her steampunk world for a mysteriously delicious brew! You’ll love watching her intrepid heroine (and unexpected friends) bring justice to the Wild West while pursuing a quest of her own.”
VICTORIA THOMPSON, BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF MURDER IN THE BOWERY

“Shelley Adina has brilliantly combined steampunk with the ‘clockwork cozy’ in this series in which a young painter solves mysteries. Best of all, the novels feature familiar characters I love from her bestselling Magnificent Devices series. I can’t wait for the next book!”
NANCY WARREN, USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

“I finished reading the last page and found myself already craving the next mystery in this addictive series.”
LORI ALDEN HOLUTA, AUTHOR OF THE BRASSBRIGHT CHRONICLES






CHAPTER 1
SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 28, 1895
Over the Oregon Territory
In July, when she’d departed Bath for the Fifteen Colonies and subsequently, the Wild West, Daisy Linden had been prepared for hunger and privation. For loss of hope. Even for danger. But she had not been prepared to look down the barrel of a Colt revolver and realize she was about to meet her Maker. Or to be seconds from death in an earthquake.
Or for … this.
From the viewing port of William Barnicott’s peculiar flying conveyance, she took in the vista five hundred feet below. Their little party had been told that there were steam battleships patrolling the mouth of the Columbia River. They were to keep the pirates sailing out of Port Townsend from marauding the towns and villages on its banks, and presumably, to keep the pirates themselves from forming towns and villages and hiding places of their own.
But nobody had mentioned that there would be cannon.
Daisy’s chilled fingertips found those of her sister Frederica. “William,” she said faintly, “are you quite certain it’s wise to proceed?” When he did not reply, only adjusted two levers and flipped a switch above his head, she tried again. “William, there are cannon on those ships.”
“I see them,” he said between his teeth. Which was most unusual for him. Had she been asked, she would have characterized him as cheerful more often than not. Brave. And prone to a positive view of his fellow man.
But there was nothing very positive about the view below.
“Cannon’s bearing on us,” reported Davey. The boy had also been behaving uncharacteristically lately. Ever since they had left the Royal Kingdom of Spain and the Californias—and his best friend Lin—he had been silent for great spans of time.
Daisy could only imagine what Lin—or her cousin May Lin, the engineer—would have to say about their situation now.
For the cannon on the ship nearest them was indeed swiveling in their direction. The ships were the size of small cities, compared to their own tiny conveyance with its buff and scarlet striped balloon. In fact, taking aim at them was rather like using a shotgun to swat a fly. But sadly, there was no way to point this out to whoever occupied the gunner’s seat.
A great gout of steam issued from the ship’s towering stack, and instinctively, Daisy tensed even more. Its crew were preparing for something.
“What is wrong with them?” Freddie demanded of no one in particular. “It is clear that we are no threat.”
“We ent pirates either,” Davey added, as though this were the salient point.
Perhaps it was. Daisy rose and swung her feet over the back of the seat and into the engine compartment. “We shall simply have to show them. Freddie, dearest, I am going to need you to help me with my gun harness.”
In the sleeping compartment farther back, Daisy pulled the sheet off the mattress, which she and Freddie had been sharing, and returned to the passenger compartment. “Buckle me to the bench post,” she instructed. “Then you must sit on the far side, to keep the conveyance in trim. Davey, you too.”
“I’m so glad we ordered these from Mrs. Lorraine Boswell in Bodie,” Freddie said, swiftly buckling the strips of leather around her. “They are proving to have a number of unexpected uses.”
Once Daisy was secure, Freddie slid to the far side of the bench seat, while Daisy leaned out of the port as far as she could. She let the sheet unfurl to its full length. Then she flapped it, using her body to create as large and as visible an arc as she possibly could. The conveyance bobbed just slightly with the motion.
“William, port side to the cannon,” Freddie shouted. “Let them see our white flag!”
Daisy had been in more than one tight spot since she and Freddie had left the quiet streets of Bath. But she had never hung out of a flying conveyance this high in the air, in the sights of a cannon the size of the Tower of London. The world seemed to freeze in place, a howling wind pummeling her, the sheet slapping against the side of the conveyance, the enormous barrel of the cannon motionless as the gunner considered their fate.
And then another great gout of steam roared into the sky as the pressure in the boilers was released. The cannon moved once again on its great circular gears. Five degrees. Ten.
Past them. Swiveling once more to where it had been, pointed out to sea.
Daisy collapsed, bent in half out of the port, the sheet flapping in her fists. “Thank you,” she murmured, her breath condensing on the glossy wood of the conveyance’s hull.
Then she felt William’s free hand hooking into her belt, and straightened as he hauled her and her bedsheet back into the passenger compartment. Freddie pulled her into her arms—or at least, as far as she was able, since Daisy was still strapped to the post. “Well done,” her sister breathed.
“Quick thinking, innit?” Davey said with admiration, hanging over the back of the front bench. “I was going to toss one of the bombs we found on that island with the pelicans, but this was better.”
William laughed, and as Freddie unbuckled her, Daisy could see the color coming back into his face. “I’d say it is better,” William agreed. “One of those bombs might only give a ship that size a bit of an itch. Just enough to irritate it, and make it want to scratch us out of the sky.”
“Save your bomb for later, Davey,” Daisy said as she climbed into the back to put the bedsheet where it belonged after its airing. “You never know when you might need it more.”
When she resumed her seat next to Freddie, the enormous bulk of the ship was passing beneath them. William took them over the bow, to avoid being boiled alive by the steam issuing from the stacks.
“Thank you!” Davey shouted out of the open port, waving like a madman as they chuntered past the bridge.
A man wearing a navy blue jacket of severe cut, a red sash tied about his waist, lifted a hand from the helm in acknowledgement. His eyebrows rose in astonishment at the spectacle of a conveyance filled with young people, behaving for all the world as if they were Sunday flyers, perpetually cluttering up the city skies with their touring balloons.
If only he knew.
For in a glove box secreted in a concealed cabinet, they carried a single ingot of gold, given to them two mornings ago by the Viceroy of the Royal Kingdom himself, in gratitude for their helping to save his throne. Daisy was not certain exactly what they would do with it, for one did not shave off bits of it to buy new dresses with, now, did one? But it was as comforting to know it was there as it was to know that Davey had palmed a bomb to carry in his pocket, or that Freddie wore her Colt and harness now as part of her daytime ensemble, or that William kept a selection of medicines in a rucksack that was never out of reach, plus a few for immediate use in his waistcoat pocket.
Just in case.
Monday, September 30, 1895
10:20 a.m.
Freddie must have heard her breath catch, for she laid a comforting hand upon Daisy’s knuckles. “It is all right, dearest. This is not the Columbia River. You must not think of it any longer.”
Daisy made an effort to straighten, to breathe deeply, to take in the sunshine that cast their shadow on the harbor below, to hear the mewing of the gulls.
“I am trying,” she admitted. “I know that it is over. That we came to no harm. But still, this long approach over the water … well, I cannot help it. For some reason, I am expecting at any moment to be shot down.”
Davey turned himself about, resting his folded arms on the padded back of the front bench, as was his habit. “There ent no guns here, Daisy. It’s safe, innit?”
“This is Port Townsend,” Freddie reminded the eleven-year-old. “There are three places in the Wild West whose reputations would make any sensible person flee. This is the third one.”
“Look on the bright side. You ladies have already survived the other two.” William, as usual at the controls in the pilot’s chair, smiled over his shoulder at Daisy. “And today may be the day we find the good vessel Barbara Carol and your father.”
If anything could make her take heart, it was that. Hope had kept her and Freddie in the air as much as any gasbag or steam engine, as they traveled from place to place in search of him. But what was it that the good book said?
Hope deferred makes the heart sick.
She smiled back at William, whose good temper had been restored by the prospect of their arrival, and the memory of the guns and the wavering of her hopes faded. “You are right,” she said. “I must look forward, not back. Where shall we land, William?”
He returned his attention to their course, now over a town that seemed to be divided horizontally by a long chalk cliff. On the lower half was the seaport, bristling with masts and drayage, and crowded with people of all persuasions. Even from their decreasing height, they could hear the tinkle of more than one piano in the honkytonks, in mad competition with one another. As they sailed over the upper part of the town, however, the sounds faded into a well-bred silence broken only by the putter of a landau, or the modulated voices of beautifully dressed people stopping to greet one another. It was as though two towns existed one above the other, and never the twain did meet.
“Before Iris lifted, Captain Boyle gave me as much information as he had about this place,” William said. “There is an abandoned first peoples’ settlement there, to the east, near that lagoon. And more to the point, a detachment of the Royal Canadian Airborne Police is stationed here, since this is the southernmost city of the Canadas. The public airfield is adjacent to theirs.”
“I see it,” Davey said, kneeling on the bench to get a better view. “Lots of room for us, looks like.”
“Let us hope the RCAP care more about upholding the law and assisting visitors than the Texican Rangers,” Daisy said as the airfield came into view on a point of land overlooking the sea. One side appeared to have been cleared out of virgin forest.
“Do not be so hard on the Rangers, Daisy,” Freddie said. “Most of them were just trying to obey orders and do their duty. You cannot judge all the men by the two poor commanders who gave us such trouble.”
Goodness. Surely she was not still mooning after that redheaded Ranger in Georgetown? Daisy was saved from a reply by William’s need for one of them to stand by at the steam engine while he brought the conveyance in to land.
Davey and Freddie secured the lines to the mooring irons thoughtfully left under the mast, while Daisy shut down the boiler and released the pressure in the engine. They had all had to practice the copilot’s duties now that Lin had departed for her new life in the river canyons. William felt that, given the length of their journey, it would be best if everyone aboard knew how to operate the steam engine that kept the propellers turning. If and when they ever had a moment’s leisure, he had promised to teach them how to pilot the conveyance, too.
When all was secure, Daisy fetched her reticule, set her windblown hair to rights, and pinned on her hat. Freddie did likewise, and they were ready to proceed.
They had barely set foot on the path that ran between their moorage and the next when three men dressed in scarlet coats, navy trousers with a yellow stripe, and the aeronaut’s leather cap and goggles approached them at a smart clip.
“Good afternoon,” the one with a corporal’s wings on his collar called politely. “A moment of your time, if you please.”
“Certainly,” William said. “We have not moored here before. Apologies if we have omitted some point of protocol.”
“I am Corporal Oscar Kent, Fort Worden Detachment, Royal Canadian Airborne Police. Name and citizenship, please.” The man beside him opened the leather-bound ledger he had been carrying under his arm.
“William Barnicott of the Fifteen Colonies. Boston, to be precise.”
“Name of the vessel?”
“Er …” He glanced behind him at the conveyance. “I wouldn’t exactly call it a vessel. It doesn’t have a name. Yet.”
“Mm-hm,” said the man with the ledger, making rapid notes with his pencil as though this were significant.
“And you, miss?” The corporal pinned Daisy in place with his gaze.
“Margrethe Amelia Linden, of Bath, England.” Despite his brusque tone, perhaps she might begin her inquiries about Papa sooner rather than later. “We are in search of my father, Professor Rudolf—”
“Your name?” he said to Freddie.
My goodness, how very rude!
Freddie glanced at Daisy, then said, “Frederica Rose Linden, of Bath, England.”
“Name?” he said to Davey.
“D-Davey,” the boy faltered.
“Family name!”
“Fletcher.”
“Citizenship?”
“I dunno.”
All three men stared him down as though he had just given them proof of a crime. With a visible effort, Davey kept his spine straight, tilted his chin, and returned the stare.
“You were born in England, weren’t you?” Daisy whispered. “That would be your citizenship.”
“No, Glasgow. Is that England?” he whispered back.
“Glasgow, Scotland,” she said firmly to the corporal. How remiss they had been in not providing some semblance of an education for the poor boy in all these months. They would have to remedy that without delay.
“Is there a reason for this inquisition?” William inquired pleasantly. “My companions are once again within Her Majesty’s realm. Is this any way to treat her subjects?”
Corporal Kent’s gaze moved to William’s face, as though noting eye color and identifying marks. “I’d be grateful, if I were you, for the courtesy we are extending to said subjects,” the man told him at last. “Normally we arrest individuals suspected of being air pirates first, and ask questions later.”
“What?” Daisy said on a gasp.
“We are no such thing!” William exclaimed.
“We are here in search of our father,” Freddie said, “as my sister attempted to tell you.”
“We’ve had a pigeon from our airships deployed to the Columbia River, reporting the suspicious behavior of an unregistered vessel matching the description of this one.” The officer with the ledger clapped it shut on the pencil and stuck it under his arm. “You are requested to come with us.”
“Suspicious behav— Are you arresting us?” Daisy demanded, her voice rising to a squeak.
“Yes, miss,” the corporal replied as the three men formed the points of a triangle around them. “Come along, smartly now. You can tell your story to the judge.”





CHAPTER 2
MONDAY, 2:40 P.M.
The courthouse—situated in what they were informed was uptown, not to be confused with downtown and its houses of ill repute, saloons, and docks—was the largest edifice in Port Townsend. It was larger than either of the two clapboard churches, steeples included. Justice, it seemed, was as important to the inhabitants in theory as it was difficult to achieve in practice. Constructed of sandstone and brick, the building possessed a bell tower that added to its imposing air. Daisy could imagine said bell tolling as the judge pronounced the sentence of some unfortunate prisoner.
She hoped it would not toll for them.
They were shown into a waiting room and told to sit until it was their turn to be arraigned. Since two more RCAP constables flanked the door at attention, their Colt revolvers close to hand, they did not seem to have much choice in the matter. Davey huddled between her and William, and when she slipped her arm around him, he muttered, “This ent good. I never set foot in a courthouse but what I come to grief.”
“We have done nothing wrong, Davey,” she said gently, and dared to kiss him on the top of his head. “I am certain that the pigeon was sent prematurely, before the gunner on that ship was able to give his report.”
They had more than enough time to observe the cross-section of people sitting in varying attitudes of tension in the foyer as they were called into the courtroom one by one. A desert flower lounged on the bench opposite, both feet up on it and crossed at the ankle, while her blue and gold ruffled skirts spilled to the floor and revealed a lovely length of leg. Both the disheveled men near the door had noticed, as had, no doubt, the constables. Another woman huddled protectively over an empty basket that smelled strongly of fish, while two filthy children tried to make themselves invisible in the corner behind an umbrella stand, without success.
The poor things. What could children younger than Davey have done to deserve this?
Davey, whose examinations had also reached the same point, whispered, “Pickpockets, I’ll be bound.”
Oh.
“Verney!” The bailiff leaned out of the door to the courtroom. “You here again, Venetia?”
The desert flower swung her delicately booted feet to the floor and stood. She tugged her royal blue brocade corset into place and winked at Daisy with a mischievous smile. “Couldn’t resist the chance to see you, Mr. Pike.”
That smile included both Daisy and Freddie in an acknowledgement of the frailty of men in the face of such goodwill—and such an enviable figure. Daisy found herself smiling back as Miss Verney sashayed toward the door.
“Yeah, yeah, give it a rest, girl,” the bailiff said, ushering her in. “Judge is ready, though I can’t say he’ll be pleased to see you. You still owe the fine from last time.”
Fifteen minutes later, the door opened again. Daisy half expected to see a chastened Miss Verney making her exit, but it was only the bailiff. “Barnicott, Linden, Linden, and Fletcher!”
Daisy had never sashayed in her life, but she mustered her very best impression of wounded dignity as they sallied forth into the courtroom. At the far end was the bench, an edifice as large and imposing as the courthouse itself, presided over by the judge in much the same manner as Zeus might have presided over Olympus. All that was missing were clouds and flickering lightning, though if Daisy were to paint him, she would certainly include them.
They were directed to stand in the dock while the bailiff read out their names and the charges. “Suspicion of sedition, spying upon Her Majesty’s forces, flying in an unregistered vessel, and truancy. Judge Wilson Bonnell presiding.”
Daisy gasped. Wilson Bonnell! Why, here was the very judge who had been so in love with Clarissa Moss, back in Bodie, that he had proposed marriage. Did the poor man even know that Mrs. Moss had been murdered? He must not, surely, for if he did, he would have recognized their names. He would know that Daisy and Freddie had solved the case and brought the murderer to justice. With a little help, she amended.
She must be sure to bring this up if things became ... difficult.
After he took a moment to check the time on his pocket watch, the judge’s expressionless gray eyes took them in. “You don’t look like seditionists,” he observed. His voice was a pleasing bass that was likely called upon during evenings around the piano. His beard was neatly trimmed, and under robes that she could only have painted in lamp black, his collar was spotless white, his cravat black silk.
“That is because we are not, sir,” William said politely. “My companions are subjects of Her Majesty, and we are en route for the capital, Victoria, in hopes of finding their father, who suffers from the loss of his memory.”
“En route through an area closed to all but Her Majesty’s defenses?” the judge inquired.
“We did not know that, sir,” William admitted. “We were simply taking the coastal route, hoping that we would spot the sailing vessel upon which we believe Professor Linden took passage. We didn’t even know the battleships were there until we were practically upon them.”
“What is your proof?”
“Of which, sir?” William looked baffled.
“Let us start with your journey to Victoria. Have you proof that the city was your destination?”
“Well ... no.”
“No invitation from any authority there, no transit papers prepared?”
“No.”
“My father was to take up a position at the university in Victoria, sir,” Daisy said. “Dr. Bodey, the dean, will confirm the truth of that. It is a long story, but my father has been trying to reach that city for a year.”
The judge’s eyebrows rose like birds’ wings. “He seems ... inefficient. Memory loss, you say. That is irrelevant to this inquiry. So you cannot prove where you were going. Very well. Let us turn to how you were going. What have you to say of your unregistered vessel?”
“I acquired it some time ago in Nouveau France, sir,” William said. His voice was becoming a little ragged with anxiety. “We have been in the Wild West some months searching, as I said, for Professor Linden. There, only the very largest airships are registered. Mine is merely a modified touring balloon.”
“It doesn’t even have a name,” Davey put in.
Judge Bonnell’s gaze fell upon him like the stooping of a hawk, and poor Davey flinched. “Quiet. We will get to you soon enough.”
To Davey? Why would—oh. Daisy’s stomach clenched. Truancy. Oh dear.
“It is quite true that registration of small vessels is not required in the Wild West,” the judge said, “but you are no longer in that country. Here in the Canadas, it is.”
“I shall register it immediately, sir,” William croaked.
“You are optimistic,” the judge observed. “Lastly, why is this boy not in school?”
Davey looked up at Daisy and William, his eyes wide.
“Because we have been trying to get to Victoria, sir, as we have said, and in traveling have not had the opportunity to arrange lessons,” Daisy said. “We met in Georgetown, and in the quest to find my father, have traveled to Santa Fe, Bodie—where we met some of your acquaintances, if I may say so—and San Francisco.”
If she had thought that a mention of a common acquaintance would soften him toward them, Daisy was sadly mistaken.
“Wait a moment.” The judge leaned forward. “This is not your son?”
“No, sir. I am not married.” Or old enough to have produced an eleven-year-old, for goodness sake.
“Is he your son?” The hawklike gaze swung to William.
“No, sir. I am not married, either.”
“Yours?” He glared at Freddie.
“No, sir,” she whispered. “I, too, am unmarried.”
Bonnell sat back in his swiveling chair. “You are traveling together with a boy to whom you are not related, and neither of you are married to this man?” The shock in his face made Daisy suddenly understand the repeated presence of desert flowers in his courtroom.
“We—Miss Linden and I have an understanding,” William said desperately. “Miss Linden’s character and that of her sister are irreproachable. In fact—”
“Bailiff, add two charges to the list, if you please. Kidnapping and unlawful congress.”
“We have not had congress!” Daisy exclaimed with some heat. “How dare you?”
“You may add contempt of court to the list, Bailiff,” the judge ordered imperturbably.
“Aye, sir.” In the appalled silence, the bailiff’s pencil scratched.
In for a penny, in for a pound. “The Viceroy of the Royal Kingdom of Spain and the Californias will hear of this!” Daisy said. “We enjoy his particular regard and gratitude for our services to the Crown, sir! We are no seditionists, and have committed no crime.”
“So you say,” the judge said. “Unfortunately, you do not enjoy the particular regard and gratitude of Her Majesty the Queen, nor of her humble representative in this court. Bailiff, I am prepared to pronounce sentence.”
“Aye, sir.” Pencil poised, the bailiff looked up expectantly.
“Honestly,” Freddie said to Daisy, as though they were conversing over tea in the garden, “I can see why dear Clarissa Moss declined his proposal of marriage, can’t you?”
The judge brought both hands down flat upon the glossy surface of the bench. “What did you say?”
Freddie gazed at him and declined to repeat herself.
“What do you know of Clarissa Moss?” he demanded. “Answer me at once.”
At the back of the courtroom, the door opened.
“This is a closed court!” Bonnell roared. “Bailiff!”
“It’s only me, Judge.” A girl in a sky-blue walking costume trimmed in black velvet stepped through and closed the door behind her. She carried a basket with a lace-trimmed cloth covering its contents. “I’ve brought your tea.”
“Not now, Miss Selkirk. Mr. Pike will show you into my chambers through the other door.”
But she had come to a dead halt in the middle of the aisle. “Daisy—Freddie—good heavens, and William too! What on earth are you all doing here?”
Across the empty seats of the courtroom, Daisy’s astonished gaze met that of Elizabeth Selkirk, whom she had last seen in Bodie desperately trying to escape her father’s attempts to marry her off by Christmas.
   
“BUT HOW—IT is a miracle—I still cannot believe it. How did you escape your fate as a bride and come to be here?” Daisy selected a piece of cake from the plate the judge offered her. “Thank you, sir.”
They sat in the judge’s chambers, which were both comfortable and imposing, with leather furniture, a parquet floor, and walls painted a tasteful oxblood red between oak bookshelves filled with law books, astronomy books, and maps of the various judicial districts of the Canadas. The tea table was spread with the contents of the basket, and Elizabeth had made tea down the hall upon the steam boiler.
Elizabeth colored a little as the judge offered the plate to her, and took a piece as well. “Thank you, Judge. I must confess that I again displayed to my father my unladylike streak, and offered him an ultimatum. Either he must let me go and make my way as a journalist, in which case we would remain on the best of terms, or I would run away and we would not.”
“Which did he choose?” Freddie asked.
“He chose to invite to dinner yet another up-and-coming and painfully dull young man from the mine offices,” Elizabeth said with a sigh. “The next morning, I went to the bank, transferred everything to Reno in case the train was robbed, and caught the noon train.”
“When she reached Reno, she cabled me asking if she might visit,” the judge said. “She and my daughter Rose have been close friends since they were girls. You can see for yourselves what my answer was. Young man, only one piece of cake, if you please. It does not do to be greedy.”
Davey snatched back his hand. “Yes, sir. Sorry, sir.”
The judge handed him an apple instead, clearly cognizant of the fact that growing boys needed sustenance. Daisy recalled that he had sons of his own, probably of an age with William.
To Daisy, the judge said, “But please, Miss Linden—you must tell me of Clarissa. Miss Selkirk here has given me the bold outlines, but I understand that you were intimately involved in the aftermath of her death.”
As kindly as she could, since it was clear that the man still held Mrs. Moss in great affection, Daisy gave him the details. By the time she got to the part about the showdown in the stamp mill, Elizabeth’s eyes had grown huge.
“That nice young man—to turn out to be such a villain. I wrote the article for the Bodie paper, of course, but I had no idea you had come that close to death at his hands, my dear.” She took Daisy’s fingers and squeezed them. “What a dreadful experience. But you seem to collect such experiences the way other people collect china plates or birds’ nests.”
Perhaps the tale of their ordeal in San Francisco might wait for another time.
“Dreadful experiences?” Judge Bonnell queried. “These young ladies? Surely not.”
“Indeed, sir, these young ladies have a knack for finding villains and bringing them to justice,” William said with a smile. “The very first time I met them, in Georgetown, they were to be bridesmaids to a young woman who was murdered on her wedding morning. They not only discovered who did it, they uncovered a case of corruption among the local authorities.”
“And the villain?” the judge asked.
“Hanged,” Davey said with satisfaction. “And when William lifted for Santa Fe to help Daisy and Freddie find their dad, me and Lin went with him.”
“You are orphaned, then, and have no other family?” Bonnell asked gently.
“Aye, sir. But I wasn’t kidnapped, sir,” Davey added. “I stowed away. It wasn’t Mr. Barnicott’s fault.”
“Yes, I can see that it wouldn’t be.” The judge’s lips twitched. “You have much in common with my youngest son. He was a trial to his dear mother, God rest her soul.”
“You ent going to toss us in gaol, after all, are you?” Davey asked.
The judge shook his head. “With Miss Selkirk to vouch for you, and the story I have heard this afternoon, there can be no doubt. I have already instructed the bailiff to drop the charges and inform the RCAP of their mistake.” He indicated the pigeon sitting on his desk, an opened dispatch lying next to it. “In addition, that was waiting for me when I adjourned, giving an account from the battleship Princess Beatrice that matches quite well with your own.” He gazed sternly at William. “You must not enter contested air space again, Mr. Barnicott. The commanders have orders to shoot down any airship that enters, and no law-abiding ship from these skies would be so rash as to use it as a shortcut.”
“You have my word,” William said fervently.
“Oh, do let us turn to happier things,” Elizabeth begged. “Where are you staying while you seek the professor?”
“Why, I do not know.” Daisy looked at William. “I am afraid we have not had a moment to think until now. I suppose ... an hotel? Or we might seek out a boarding-house managed by one of the society of absent friends.”
“Not downtown,” Elizabeth said in alarm. “There is only one good hotel uptown, but I fear that with all dear Rose’s relations coming for the wedding on Friday, there is already not so much as a closet free where you might lay your heads.”
“No one who has risked their lives in the service of justice as your friends have may be permitted to stay in a hotel or boarding-house if I can help it,” Judge Bonnell said firmly. “The young ladies will stay with us.”
“Oh, sir, we could not possibly impose—” Freddie began.
“Nonsense. You are just the kind of girls I would most like my own daughter to know—and my boys could use your good influence. Keep them from temptation downtown.”
Daisy was not certain that she herself would have any such influence over these unknowns. They sounded like rascals—and besides, she considered herself spoken for. Freddie, though, tended to collect men’s hearts whether she wanted them or not. But expecting her to keep a young man from temptation was a tall order even for Freddie.
“You have been very generous in giving me the principal guest room,” Elizabeth said to him. “Please, I have more space than I need. Daisy and Freddie may easily share it with me. We need only bring in another single bed.”
“Capital.” He sat back with the air of a job well done. “And if I tell my relations that I already have three guests, as well as Rose, Stephen, and Edward, to say nothing of the servants, they will not be tempted to invite themselves to stay.”
Good heavens. Exactly how large was the judge’s home?
“There will still be your future son-in-law’s parents,” Elizabeth warned him. “By rights they should have my room, it being the nicest, with its view overlooking the sea.”
“By rights the chief bridesmaid has it, and there she shall stay,” he said firmly. “They will be just as comfortable in the hotel, especially since I am footing the bill.”
There was something in his address toward Elizabeth that made an idea whisk through Daisy’s head. Could it be that in the few weeks Elizabeth had been visiting, the judge had developed a fondness for her? But he was old enough to be her father, if his daughter was her friend and his children were all of an age. And even in the unlikely event Elizabeth returned his affection, how would such a match compete with her ambitions to be a journalist?
“What about Davey and me, sir?” William asked. “We are content to stay aboard my conveyance, but it is moored out at the airfield. It is quite a distance away, and we are to help Daisy and Freddie with their inquiries concerning their father.”
The judge waved away his concern. “Not a problem, Mr. Barnicott. While the orchard and garden are at present the domain of my daughter, her fiancé, and the people who set up canvas tents for weddings, I will send word to my neighbor to the north. He has made his garden available to me during other such festivities, and in fact one other party of relatives will be mooring there. I am sure there will be room for you.”
“You are very kind, sir,” William said. “If you will just give me a landmark, I will sail over without delay, and Daisy and Freddie may fetch their valises.”
The judge raised an eyebrow. “You are all four traveling in a touring balloon? That cannot be comfortable.”
“It is not ... quite ... a touring balloon,” Freddie said with a smile. “It has been significantly modified by a talented engineer. In fact, what would be a gondola in any other vessel is actually closer to a large caravan landau in Mr. Barnicott’s. It is quite capable of traveling on land as well as in the sky and is, of course, powered by steam.”
“On land as well, you say? I shall be very interested to see it, then.” The judge checked the hour on his pocket watch and rose. Two tiny gold ornaments were attached to the chain, which seemed to add a lighter note to his somber robes. “If you have finished your tea, I will advise Mr. Pike that court is adjourned until tomorrow, and you will come along home with Miss Selkirk and me to meet my family.”
And as easily as that, they went from being prisoners accused of multiple crimes to being the honored guests of “Hanging” Judge Bonnell.
But, Daisy thought as they followed his tall, imposing figure from his private door at the rear of the building to his landau, they had recently been the guests of a prince. At least here, with a wedding in the offing and romance in the air, one could reasonably hope that there were no plans afoot to assassinate the judge.





CHAPTER 3
MONDAY, 5:10 P.M.
The Bonnell home was a breathtaking excrescence of gables, turrets, and verandahs perched atop a cliff overlooking the lagoon and the channel. The view from Elizabeth’s bedroom, it turned out, was a vast blue expanse where ships anchored, wherries plied the waters, and steam vessels tied up at the long piers jutting out from the beach. A series of islands lay beyond, and Daisy was quite certain that on fine days they might be able to see all the way to Victoria. The ruins of the first peoples’ settlement on the lagoon was not visible from within the house, but it would be from the cliff’s edge.
“They have a terrible problem with pirates here, both air and sea,” Rose Bonnell confided as she and Elizabeth made up a third bed with crisp linen sheets trimmed in crocheted lace. “The Lieutenant-Governor leased this dreadful house to Papa in return for his considerable experience in administering the law in the Wild West. I am sad to say that it is much admired in town, and Papa’s reputation was buffed to a shine when society learned we were to take up residence here.”
Daisy could not help but like a young woman who could be so delightfully honest. For truly, the house was appalling. There was not a single surface left undecorated by carving, crenellation, or some form of painting, not a window that was not topped by a stained-glass panel and set off by velvet drapes with tassels, not a door left unset with an oval window etched in scrolls. But for all its busyness, somehow the house managed to be comfortable. The bed that had been given to her was the last word in feather beds, and now three beds enjoyed the view between two sets of windows, with the happy prospect of the sun waking them in the morning.
“I hope we will not be relegated to the position of guests, though, Miss Bonnell. You must allow my sister and I to help you with preparations for the wedding,” Daisy said.
“Not Miss Bonnell for long,” Elizabeth said with a smile. “Only four more days.”
Rose’s curling hair was drawn up into a fashionable pompadour, with tendrils left to frame her sparkling blue eyes in a most charming way. Her figure was tall and slender, like her father’s, her nose freckled, and her sense of style on a level with that of Peony Churchill. She wore a green linen dress trimmed in white Brussels lace, cinched at the waist with a belt of creamy suede, and upon the fourth finger of her left hand reposed a diamond so impressive that Daisy thought it might easily be used at the lighthouse on the point, to guide sailors in during a storm.
“Indeed, we might as well dispense with Miss Bonnell,” the bride-to-be agreed. “You must call me Rose. And I would be delighted with any help you might offer. I don’t suppose either of you possesses a talent for arranging flowers?” She looked between them hopefully.
“Alas, no,” Daisy said. “I paint in watercolors, however, and Freddie is a lovely singer.”
“A singer!” Elizabeth clapped her hands. “The very thing. Have you had experience singing in public?”
“I—well—” Freddie began.
“My sister had the lead in the opera Die sieben Schwäne in Santa Fe,” Daisy said proudly.
“Daisy, that wasn’t exactly—I mean, you are misleading our hostess.”
“I am doing no such thing,” Daisy retorted. “You sang it beautifully, considering you had no rehearsal and were operating secretly in the opera company to find a missing person.”
“I detect a story worth telling here,” Rose said, clapping her hands. “But from the shade of dear Miss Freddie’s blushes, I will not insist. It is only that the singer we hired to come from Victoria has fallen out of an apple tree and broken her arm, and we have no one to sing whilst Walter and I sign the register.”
“What was a professional singer doing in an apple tree?” Freddie asked.
“It is apple harvest,” Rose explained. “In this neck of the woods, apples are serious business. Goodness, that reminds me. Has anyone told you that tomorrow evening is the Harvest Ball at the fort? Oh, do say you have something to wear.”
“A ball?” The last event of that nature had made her miserable, and the one before that had concealed a murder. Daisy’s experience with balls had clearly not been as delightful as that of Rose Bonnell.
“Yes, we do,” Freddie said. “And before we leave the subject, I will be happy to sing at your wedding, Rose. It is the least I can do to repay your father’s kindness and hospitality.”
“Oh, bless you!” Rose engulfed her in a hug. “I have the music downstairs, and my brother Stephen will accompany you on the piano. You must be our guests at the ball. Nearly all the relations at the hotel will be going, and much as I love them, they can be exhausting. I should so like to surround myself with kindred spirits and use you ruthlessly as a protective phalanx.”
“And so you shall.” So rarely in Daisy’s experience did friendship arrive like this, in an artless whirl of beauty and frankness.
“Miss Rose?” came a voice from the doorway.
“Oh, goodness, are they here already?” Rose turned toward a blond woman neatly dressed in a maid’s cap and apron over a grey gown. She was as tall and slender as Rose herself, and her eyes might have been either green or grey, but a very different life, Daisy thought, had left its traces in her thin face. She could imagine that there had been significantly fewer balls and bouquets in this young woman’s experience.
“Yes, miss,” the maid said. “Mr. Linwood apologizes that they have arrived fifteen minutes early, but he says he could not wait to see you.”
Rose laughed. “I will take fifteen extra minutes of him, though after Friday, I am to have all of them to myself. Please tell Mr. Linwood and his parents that I will be down directly, and see that they have some refreshment, will you, Lily?”
“I already have, miss.”
“You are a treasure.”
“Thank you, miss.” The maid departed.
“Lily was waiting for us when we arrived,” Rose confided. “I have been running Papa’s household since dear Mama passed away, but I have not had a maid before. It is amazing to me how I managed without her, to tell you the truth. I fully intend to ask Papa if she may stay with me when he and my brothers return to Reno.”
“You do not intend to go with them, Rose?” Daisy asked her. “You and Mr. Linwood are staying here?”
“I believe so. Walter’s family is all within a hundred miles. His law practice is growing, and now that Papa has invited him to clerk for him once we return from our honeymoon, a judgeship in the future is almost assured.” She glanced out the bedroom door, as though there might be someone listening, and dropped her voice. “As long as we have our own home, and I do not have to dust this monstrosity, I can be content anywhere.”
With a merry laugh, she ran down the curving staircase to see to her guests.
No sooner had Daisy realized that without their valises, she and Freddie had nothing to change into, and dinner was in an hour, Lily was back in the doorway. “Miss Linden, there is a very strange conveyance mooring at this moment next door. Judge Bonnell informs me that the occupants are members of your party?”
Her perplexed expression made Daisy smile. “Indeed they are. Mr. William Barnicott is the pilot, and he is our very good friend. With him is our—well, I suppose you could call him our ward, Davey Fletcher. They will be staying aboard the conveyance, but joining us for the festivities at the judge’s invitation.”
“Very good, miss.” The maid bobbed a curtsey and left as swiftly as she had come.
“What excellent timing,” Freddie said. “We must retrieve the traveling closet immediately. Thank goodness we had our shopping spree in Reno. It was sheer luck that our things were aboard Iris and not destroyed in the earthquake in San Francisco.”
“Indeed.” Daisy followed her down the two flights of stairs, where the sound of voices came from the large drawing room in the sea-facing part of the house. “I wonder where Peony is now?”
“Wherever she is, she is being dazzling, I am sure,” Freddie said. “Is it this corridor we take to go out on the neighbor’s side?”
“I have no idea. They all look the same.” Daisy stopped in the foyer with its choice of doors.
“Are you going next door to meet your friends?” Lily came out of the drawing room, carrying an empty tray. “Let me show you the way.”
Daisy committed it to memory so that they could find their way back, and Lily told them about the gate in the fence, past the canvas tents set up for the reception, and between the twin hydrangeas, that would take them into the neighboring orchard.
“That girl is indispensable,” Freddie remarked as they set off. “No wonder Rose wants to hire her away.”
And there was the buff-and-red striped balloon, bobbing in the breeze, and Davey running to meet them.
“You’ve been ever so long,” Freddie said, ruffling his hair. “We thought we should have to go down to dinner with the groom’s family in our traveling kit.”
“Couldn’t help it,” Davey said. “That corporal who arrested us? Turns out he’s keen on engines, and ours was a kind he’d never seen before.” He escorted them through the grass to the conveyance, as though it hadn’t been their mutual flying home for the last several days. “Lucky we had to be here for dinner, or we’d have had to take him up for a demonstration flight.”
“How the worm turns,” Daisy remarked. “Now that we are not criminals, does he wish to be acquainted?”
“I dunno,” Davey said. “But he told me to tell you that the commanding officer of his detachment is hosting some dance tomorrow night, and he looks forward to seeing you, Freddie.”
“Me!” Freddie stopped in the act of pulling the traveling closet out of the storage compartment. It had once belonged to the bride in Georgetown, and was all they had left to remind them of their friend. “Well, he will be looking for a long time, then. I cannot trust him not to arrest me for taking his least favorite flavor of ice, or turning the wrong direction during the polka.”
“I heartily agree,” Daisy said. “Davey, dinner is bound to be a feast, and there are no other children in the family. You will take yours with the staff? We will introduce you to a young lady named Lily, and she will look after you.”
Davey looked undecided. “I’d rather stay with the conveyance, if it’s all the same to you.”
“Of course, if you’d prefer that,” said William, coming out of the rear compartment in time to hear. “I’d keep you company if I could.”
“Oh, come now,” Daisy said, patting his arm. “For once we are in civilized company, with no villains or earthquakes to prevent us from enjoying our dinner.”
“Define civilized,” was all William said before he bent to take the handle of the traveling closet, and roll it down the path between the hydrangeas at the gate.
   
FREDDIE WORE one of the two dinner dresses she had purchased in Reno, marveling that for a girl who had begun this adventure crammed into the hold of the packet to Paris with not even a hat to her name, she had made out rather well. Two dinner dresses, two walking costumes, a ball gown, and four lacy waists and skirts for daytime, to say nothing of corsets and petticoats. Indeed, if this adventure went on any longer, she would have to invest in a traveling closet of her own.
Tonight’s dress was periwinkle blue silk with the new bateau neckline trimmed in lace four inches deep, and Daisy had done her hair high so that her neck and throat would be shown to advantage while still being tasteful. Freddie had no necklace or earrings, but the last-minute addition of a late-blooming rose in her upswept hair was pretty, and gave her the self-confidence to descend the staircase with her shoulders back and her chin high.
William met them at the bottom, looking Freddie over with pleasure. “You look lovely,” he said. “I should have given the four young men in the drawing room advance warning.”
Freddie rolled her eyes. “I am not the only single woman in the company, sir. Daisy can hold her own with anyone in society, and Miss Selkirk puts us both to shame.”
“Her dress!” Daisy sighed, and took William’s arm. “Now that she can choose her own colors and fabrics, she looks wonderful.”
“Not as wonderful as you.” He smiled into her eyes as he gave her the tribute she was due, for truly, something had happened to Daisy since they had left Bath. She possessed a confidence now that she never had before, which made her stand differently, which in turn made one realize that she had a fine figure, wonderful skin, and grey eyes that saw the world as a painter did, with all its flaws and its beauties.
Or perhaps it was simply that she had allowed herself to love, and fearlessly at that. For she had eyes for no one but William Barnicott, and he for her, despite his brotherly compliments. Freddie wished for the hundredth time that they might find Papa soon. Their father must escort Daisy down the aisle without delay, so that Freddie might finally get to be a bridesmaid.
The trial of introductions came next. Oh, the young men were a nice enough lot—Paul and Troy were Mr. Walter Linwood’s brothers, and Edward was the judge’s eldest son. But it was Stephen who most interested Freddie. He was the musical one, and would accompany her on the piano on Friday. He was also a bit of a rogue, as she discovered once he was seated across from her at dinner, though he couldn’t be more than two or three years older than she.
She and Daisy had agreed privately that the true scope of their adventures was not the stuff of which polite dinner conversation was made, particularly dinner parties where the bridal couple ought to have precedence. So her answers to Stephen’s questions were rather shy and missish, and vague to a painful degree.
Which, unfortunately, only made him believe that she was hiding something.
After dinner, while the other ladies proceeded to the drawing room and the gentlemen stepped out on one of several verandahs to smoke, Freddie ran upstairs for a moment to remove her poor rose, which had given its all. A petal had fallen on her shoulder during dessert, like the touch of a shy hand. Standing before the mirror, she laid it gently on the washstand, and tucked an errant strand up into the pouf over her ear.
When she turned, a girl about her own age hesitated next to Elizabeth’s bed. It was not Lily, or any of the guests. Her clothes were simple, like a maid’s would be, and misty—
Freddie drew a long breath.
“Don’t let him go out,” the ghost whispered.
“Who?” Freddie asked gently. There were any number of men in the house, if it were even someone in the present to whom the ghost referred. “Who should not go out?”
“He’ll fall.” The girl wandered over to the window, which opened on to a short verandah where at most two people might enjoy the sun. It was a long drop to the courtyard below, but in the other direction, one could climb on to a gable and thence up the slates of the roof. Freddie had already sussed it out while Daisy was in the bathroom. Why, she did not know. But it didn’t hurt to know how to get out of this friendly monstrosity of a house if one needed to, even if it were only for a breath of fresh air and some solitude.
Now, she wanted to run from the room. They all wanted something, the ghosts. It had been dreadful in Bodie—hundreds of dead miners, all wanting her to help, to take a message to a loved one, to listen. She had spent most of her time there in rooms with the doors closed, trying to avoid them.
But this girl simply seemed ... concerned.
“Did you fall?” Freddie asked her. It was dangerous—a floodgate might open and then she would have to find a reason not to sleep in this lovely room.
The ghost nodded sadly toward the window.
Freddie backed across the carpet to sit upon her own bed. “I’m very sorry. What is your name?”
“Cynthia Verney.”
“Was this your home?”
She shook her head. “Don’t let him go out,” she repeated. A board creaked in the corridor outside as someone hurried past, and Freddie glanced at the door in case it was Daisy, come to see what was the matter. When she looked back again, the girl was gone.
She shook her head. She should know better than to expect a ghost to make sense. They spoke words from their own pasts, words unconnected with the present in which she lived and breathed. What compelled them to speak to her, Freddie had never known. She only knew that both her mother and Daisy had been terrified that her gift would be discovered and she would be clapped in an asylum for the insane. Deep in her heart, Daisy still harbored that fear.
So perhaps she would just keep quiet about it this time. They could not speak of such things anyway, not when they were sharing the room with Elizabeth. The ghost did not seem to mean any harm, and while she was clearly tied to this room as the scene of her suffering, poor thing, Freddie did not have the sense she wanted it to herself. But time would tell.
With a final glance in the mirror, she left the bedroom and ran down the stairs. The voices in the drawing room and the sound of a few experimental chords told her that not only had the men come in, but Stephen was already at the piano.
“Ah, Miss Frederica,” he said gaily as she made her way over to Daisy and William. “Come and command my performance. I cannot choose amongst all this sheet music.”
“I am sure you know your own mind,” she said with a smile. “A man of your talents needs no one to command him.”
“Must I beg you to do so?” he asked whimsically. “Come, do. Choose something you like.”
There would be no putting him off, she could see. She crossed to the grand piano, which was full size and had clearly had to come in through one of the French doors from the terrace. A stack of sheet music lay on the closed lid.
Fields of Air and Roses.
Steam Train Schottische.
Wizard of the Columbia.
“How shall I choose?” she murmured. She knew Fields of Air and Roses, which might do for present company, but Steam Train Schottische would not, unless Rose had planned that there should be dancing.
“That’s easy,” he replied, running arpeggios. “Choose one you can sing with me.”
“In that case, oughtn’t we to rehearse our performance for Friday?”
“Oh yes. But we must warm up with something.”
“All right.” She handed him Fields of Air.
With a flourish of opening chords, he launched into it. It was a sentimental ballad about a young man sailing to his beloved in a touring balloon, hoping to propose, but the tune was pretty and she rather liked it. Stephen was really very good—good enough to perform on stage on his own tour. She gave him the compliment of a once-through before she began to sing.
Stephen’s hands faltered for a split second before recovering their accompaniment. Rose Bonnell and Elizabeth Selkirk turned to listen, and the sound of people chattering and teacups clinking faded away. The Freddie of a year ago would have silenced herself and crept away in embarrassment. The Freddie of this evening knew her own measure, and allowed herself to enjoy the exercise of throat and lungs for their pleasure.
When they concluded, Rose hurried over. “Miss Freddie, I had no idea! I mean, your sister said you had sung in the opera, but I did not allow myself to hope—goodness me, I would much rather have you sing at my wedding than Madame Whatnot from Victoria.”
“She will bring down the house,” Stephen said, folding his arms on the music rest, his face alight with admiration.
One would never say that in San Francisco. It would be tempting fate.
“Thank you,” Freddie said. “Mr. Linwood, shall we run through ‘O Promise Me’?”
“By all means.”
And when they concluded, Rose was in transports of joy and in uptown Port Townsend, the reputation of the Linden sisters was sealed. By eleven o’clock the next morning, the invitations began to arrive ... including one that accompanied a posy and a folded piece of paper. Corporal Oscar Kent presented his compliments to Miss Frederica and begged her forbearance with his poor efforts at composition.
For Frederica

With eyes so blue the skies must jealous be
And in your air a lissomeness and grace;
Your every passing by has captured me
And all I want is just to see your face.
For I have plied the air both near and far
Seeking that which happiness might bring
But now my heart is moored by bonds most dear
And only lacks the surety of one thing.
These flowers bear my hope there is a chance
That I might be your partner for one dance.
The posy was meant to be worn upon the bosom of one’s gown as a subtle message to the sender that his attentions would be welcome. Freddie put it in a glass of water on the windowsill of their bedroom.
“My eyes are grey,” she said, and tossed his sonnet into the fire.





CHAPTER 4
WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 2, 1895
From the Port Townsend Daily Leader,
Afternoon edition
30TH
ANNUAL HARVEST BALL A TRIUMPH
Society and Fashion Columnist E. Selkirk
The thirtieth anniversary is generally known as the pearl anniversary, and it can safely be said that last night’s Harvest Ball was a pearl among decades of memories of the past. Hosted by Superintendent Sir Aloysius Dalton, the Commanding Officer of the Fort Worden Detachment of the Royal Canadian Airborne Police, and Lady Dalton, it is safe to say that never have the pavilion and parade grounds been so brilliantly decked out, and never has the company comported itself with such grace, nor been so beautifully dressed.
Surely one of the belles of the ball was Miss Rose Bonnell, only daughter of Judge Wilson Bonnell, whose wedding to barrister Walter Linwood will be celebrated on Friday at the bride’s home. Miss Bonnell was attended by her house guests, Miss Elizabeth Selkirk of Bodie in the Texican Territory, and the Misses Daisy and Frederica Linden of Bath, England. Mrs. Thomas Linwood was heard to say that surely a lovelier bouquet of flowers had not graced the ball in some years. Mrs. Zachary Willamette, whose five daughters have been out in company for some time, was likewise heard to remark that “beauty is as beauty does.” Miss Daisy Linden, it must be noted, wore the new transparent sleeves trimmed in ribbon and seen so recently on Miss Peony Churchill of London and Lady Davina Dunsmuir of London and Victoria. This reporter predicts that a new craze may shortly be making its way through the ranks of our young ladies who move in the first circles of fashion.
The members of the detachment were turned out in their dress blues and sporting their service medals. Every lady had the opportunity to dance, if it pleased her, and some, like Miss Frederica Linden and two of the Misses Willamette, danced nearly until dawn. Fresh from the opera stages of Santa Fe and having recently enjoyed the patronage of His Serene Highness the Viceroy of the Royal Kingdom of Spain and the Californias, it is rumored that Miss Frederica will honor the company at the Bonnell wedding with a rendition of ‘O Promise Me’ that will bring a tear to every eye. Places on the young lady’s dance card were filled instantly, and many a gentleman was forced to stand on the sidelines and hope only to cut in. This reporter was astonished to observe a certain corporal attempting to cut in on no fewer than five waltzes. The fact that he was finally successful must surely be due to the young lady’s tender heart and not the aeronaut’s manners.
In Saturday’s column the Leader will be certain to cover the Bonnell wedding. Uptown Port Townsend is agog with suspense, waiting for the wedding gown of the year to make its appearance at last.
Friday, October 4, 1895
2:00 p.m.
Beth, my goodness, you did it up a little too brown in that article,” Daisy murmured to Elizabeth Selkirk as the wedding guests made their way out the French doors and on to the terrace. The wedding ceremony had concluded with happy tears, and tea would be served while the bridal party had its daguerreotypes made inside. Dinner and dancing would come later, and last long into the night. “Freddie and I have had hardly a moment to ourselves.”
Elizabeth kept an eye upon the technician’s proceedings, for as chief bridesmaid of six, she would be included in several of the plates and must wrangle the other girls into order.
“On the contrary,” she said. “I feel as though I barely touched upon my subjects. Only one mention of tissue sleeves in a fashion column! But you must admit that squeezing His Serene Highness’s name in there as well as Lady Dunsmuir’s was a double stroke of genius. My reputation with my social climber of an editor is secured, and you and Freddie will have carte blanche in every drawing room uptown.”
Daisy had to laugh. “But we may only be here a few more days. The shipping office says that the Barbara Carol will likely steam in tomorrow, and when she does, we will see whether Papa is indeed aboard.”
“Never you mind,” Elizabeth said wisely. “You could find yourselves in front of the good vicar before you know it. Oh, there is Rose waving at me. I must go take my place.”
Daisy blushed, for William was standing directly behind them, talking with Stephen Bonnell. He had told the judge publicly upon their arrival that he and Daisy had an understanding—and so they did. For her part, she would not want to spend her life with anyone other than William. She had learned not only to trust him with said life, but with her heart as well. However, here in Port Townsend, unless a woman were engaged and had the ring to prove it, she was still considered fair game, to be poached if only a hunter had the skill. Uptown at least—and probably downtown, too, only on a different scale—Port Townsend rivaled Bodie in its enthusiasm for the fairer sex. Though it had to be said, no one had yet lost his head and proposed during the polka.
At least, not that she knew of. She saw Freddie in the crowd, looking lovely in a silver-grey linen day dress with a portrait collar of Brussels lace. By rights she ought to be wearing an enormous pinwheel hat, like some of the other ladies, but such a thing would simply not fit in William’s conveyance. One had to draw the line somewhere. So both of them wore delightful confections the Reno milliner called fascinators, which were not only fetching with their plumes and blossoms and veiling, but also easy to pack.
“I don’t know whether to feel sorry for poor Corporal Kent, or vindicated,” William murmured in her ear as he came up beside her and tucked her hand into his elbow. Not far away from Freddie stood the corporal, looking lovelorn and hopeless even as he conversed with the two elder Willamette girls.
“What does he expect?” Daisy murmured back. “Freddie was perfectly right to give him the air. He arrested her and was abominably rude to boot.”
“She certainly is cutting a swath through the eligible suitors,” he said. “It’s enough to turn a girl’s head.”
An ordinary girl, perhaps. “Freddie is too intelligent for that. She and I are well aware that half the attention we are getting is because of Elizabeth’s article. I wish I had been able to go after it with my pen before she turned it in.”
William laughed. “It was quite the syllabub of inference and truth,” he admitted. “But hopefully we will find your father and lift soon, with our heads in the clouds only because we are in flight.”
He strolled with her out to the terrace and down the steps into the garden. No sooner had they found a patch of lawn with a lovely view out to the islands in the channel than one of the Linwood sons approached. “Miss Linden, Mr. Barnicott,” he said, tipping his hat. “Miss Linden, I do hope I might have the honor of a dance later. The first waltz, perhaps?”
Goodness, and right in front of William, too! “Why—why, Mr. Linwood, I am afraid I have promised Mr. Barnicott the first.” An outright fib. “But you may have the second, if it pleases you.”
“It does, very much indeed.” Another tip of the hat. “I must get back inside for the daguerreotypes, but I did want to secure you before your card was filled.”
He hurried away, and William resettled her hand on his arm. “This is becoming rather tiresome. I thought I would have to resort to fisticuffs at the Harvest Ball in order to keep my dances with you. But Edward Bonnell assures me it’s the custom of the country.”
“I’m not sure I care for such a custom,” Daisy said. “It borders on the rude. Do they not consider your feelings as they bustle up and propose themselves right in front of you?”
“I’m given to understand it’s my own fault.” The note of laughter so often in William’s voice made its appearance again. “If I would simply secure your promise to marry me, then people would stop running off with you.”
“I see,” was all Daisy could think of to say.
He covered her fingers, resting on his sleeve, with the other hand. “I want to, Daisy,” he said quietly. “I love you. You know I do. I would go down on one knee right in front of all this company right now, but I cannot help but feel ...” His voice trailed away as his gaze held hers.
Daisy’s heart gave a great thump in her chest, and tears of joy sprang to her eyes. “Feel what, William?” she whispered.
“That the time is not right. Not until we find your father, and I obtain his consent properly before I ask you that question.”
One part of her rejoiced at hearing the words at last. But those words must be reciprocated now, immediately, lest someone interrupt them.
“I love you, too, dearest William,” she said softly. “But I am of age, you know. And—as much as I fear to say so aloud, I must. If Papa is not aboard Barbara Carol, we may never find him. If I have learned anything on our adventures, it is that one must never leave the important things to a later day that may never come.” With a sigh, she concluded, “At this rate, you may well be reduced to asking Davey for my hand.”
William gave a great bark of laughter, and then went down upon one knee in the cool grass. “So be it. Daisy Linden, you dear brave girl, will you marry me?”
“I will,” she said shamelessly, despite the fact that people on the terrace were goggling at them. “Oh, do get up, William. You will have grass stains on your only good pair of trousers.”
“It is worth it.” And then he slipped his arms around her and kissed her soundly, to a smattering of applause from the observers on the terrace.
Daisy would have hidden her burning face in the lapels of his jacket if Davey had not popped out of the rhododendrons just then. “Barney, you ent proposed?”
“I have, which you already know if you’ve been eavesdropping,” William said, taking Daisy’s hand. “I hope that’s all right.”
“Topping!” Daisy leaned down to hug him, and Davey gave her a smacking kiss on the cheek. “I wouldn’t have said so in Georgetown, but after Santa Fe I thought I might approve.”
“I’m happy to hear it,” Daisy said with dancing eyes. “I don’t suppose you’ve got a ring about you, Davey? I’m afraid I caught William slightly unprepared.”
“I don’t, but—” He ran away over the grass and in a moment, vanished behind the vast white tent.
Daisy and William looked at each other and lifted a shoulder in bemusement. And then they embarked on the happy task of telling Freddie, who dragged them in to tell Rose, who promptly told her father. The judge instructed the technician to save one of the plates in his machine for an engagement portrait. After that, of course, word spread like wildfire that the number of eligible ladies had been reduced by one, and later, as they crossed the lawn with the bridal party to take their places at dinner, they received congratulations and good wishes with every step.
Daisy could not have asked for a more joyful occasion. Only one thing was missing.
For the hundredth time, she scoured the horizon for the plume of steam that would signal the arrival of the Barbara Carol.
Oh Papa, I wish you could have been here. Please come. Please be on that ship.
Davey returned just as they were seating themselves at a table for eight, having located their four names engraved upon place cards. “I found it!” he said breathlessly.
He opened his hand, and Daisy found herself gawking, speechless, at a gold ring of finely worked filigree that embraced a square-cut ruby the size of her thumbnail. A respectable diamond flanked it on either side.
“Davey Fletcher,” William finally managed. “What is this?”
“It’s from the Royal Kingdom,” the boy said, not quite meeting William’s eyes.
Daisy finally got her mouth working. “From whom in the Royal Kingdom?”
“Er, well, I dunno. Some dead lady, I expect. I’ve hid it in the salt shaker all this time. Salt chases away evil spirits.”
Both of them gazed at him while around them, people chattered and laughed as they settled into their chairs.
“Davey,” William prompted. “I will ask again. From whom?”
The boy turned beseeching eyes upon Daisy. “Remember when we got out to the island of the pelicans and there was that big heap of gold ingots and treasure and whatnot there at the end of the tunnel?”
“Yes,” she said. “Where you got your bombs.”
“Well, I might have pinched one or two other things, too,” he mumbled. He held out the ring to William. “I thought you might be able to use it.”
“A stolen ruby.” William dropped his voice before heads turned. “From the royal treasury.”
“I don’t think Carlos Felipe would mind,” Davey said hopefully. “He seemed chuffed that you and Daisy had an understanding.”
“That is not the point,” Daisy said rather helplessly. Clearly some lessons in ethics must be added to this young man’s curriculum.
“His Serene Highness did agree that we should have the ingot, though,” William said thoughtfully. “As for this, it would be rather difficult to return at such a late date.”
“William Barnicott!” Daisy protested, half shocked, half amused. “You are not thinking of—”
A gentleman appeared next to Daisy from between the tables. “Excuse me, Miss Linden. We met at the ball on Tuesday and I confess I was hoping to see you here. I cannot hope for the first or second, but would you be so kind as to reserve the third polka for me?”
For heaven’s sake! Was there no end to this?
William took the ring from Davey’s sweaty palm. “I am afraid that all my fiancée’s dances are now reserved,” he said pleasantly, and slid the ruby on to Daisy’s finger with the air of a man having the final word on the subject.





CHAPTER 5
SATURDAY, OCTOBER 5, 1895
9:10 a.m.
The morning of Daisy’s first full day as an engaged woman dawned bright and sunny ... or rather, it seemed to have done so some time before. Daisy pulled back the drapes and the light burst in like a trumpet fanfare, causing Elizabeth to groan and pull the covers over her head, and Freddie to blink awake and slip from bed to join her sister at the window.
“There she is,” Daisy said unnecessarily, for the ironclad steamer lay at anchor at the end of the city pier, in the space that had been empty yesterday. From the bustle of crates and luggage and goods coming off, it appeared to have docked within the last hour.
Freddie drew a quick breath. “We have no time to lose. Come.”
Though neither of them had had more than a few hours of sleep, hope flooded Daisy’s soul and galvanized her into action. They were dressed in ten minutes, and ten minutes more saw them aboard the carriage of the steam funicular that separated uptown from downtown. After an interminable descent during which Daisy could swear she counted every clank of its gears, they disembarked and dashed along the pier toward the steamer. The tide was out, hence its moorage at the very end rather than along the sides.
A sailor was standing at the base of the gangplank, and looked rather taken aback at the sight of two breathless young ladies.
“Please, sir, have the passengers disembarked?” Daisy gasped, holding her side.
“Why, yes, miss. Some time ago,” he said.
“How long ago?” Freddie asked, touching her hat as though ascertaining it was still there.
“Half an hour, p’raps. Looking for someone?”
“Yes, our father. Professor Rudolf Linden. About your height, substantial in build, wearing a—”
“Prussian blue military greatcoat, miss. Aye, he was here.”
Daisy and Freddie shrieked with joy and clutched at each other. “Oh, thank the heavens!” Daisy choked, tears welling up. “Oh, Freddie, I cannot believe it!”
“Sir,” Freddie said in a trembling voice, “did you see which way he went? We have been looking for him for ever so long, and would have been here except that—”
Except that they had been sound asleep. Except that they had been dancing and enjoying themselves and had fallen into bed at two in the morning, and Daisy had lain awake, feeling the weight of the ring on her finger, for at least another hour.
Oh, please do not let us come so close and lose him again. The heavens could not be that cruel.
“I b’lieve he said he was going for a walk along the shore, miss,” the sailor said, edging away from what were clearly two hysterical females. “Suffered terrible from mal-de-mer, he did, poor sod. He can’t have got far.”
Marine vessels, whether sail or steam, were not a common way to travel in these modern times. Poor Papa, to discover such an affliction so late in life.
“But which way?” Freddie begged.
The sailor pointed southerly, and they gasped out their thanks and began to run to the shoreward end of the pier.
“Thank goodness the tide is out,” Freddie panted as they dodged between a chandler’s and a rope maker’s and emerged on the gravel shore. Ribbons of seaweed showed the withdrawal of the tide, and crabs scuttled to and fro between them. “It is too early for merrymakers, and too cold for children and nursemaids.”
“They would not be here in any case,” Daisy pointed out. “The saloons and flower houses are within earshot, and these businesses above us serve the seafaring trade. Look—there is a man under the next pier. Let us ask him if he has seen Papa.”
A pair of disgraceful boots lay at the water’s edge. The man was up to his knees in the water, dragging in something that rolled up and down with the waves. He was a bulky gentleman, but the light bouncing off the water cast him in silhouette, so she could see none of his features. With a final heave, he got what must be a heavy bundle out of the water and on to the sand, and appeared to be searching it for something of value. Was he a vagrant? Or a—
Freddie gasped.
“Papa!” Daisy shrieked.
The man gave no evidence of having heard. Instead, he grasped the bundle once more and dragged it farther up the gentle slope of the beach, out of the reach of the water and directly under the pilings of a warehouse. He knelt in the dry sand beside it in an attitude of a man who has given up hope, clasping his wet hands together and bowing his head.
“Papa!”
Daisy staggered to a halt near him and comprehended two dreadful things simultaneously. In the first, her father looked up to see whose shadow had fallen across him, and a tear trickled down his cheek as he gazed at her with no recognition at all.
And beside him, Judge Wilson Bonnell lay in the sand, the boutonniere he had worn at his daughter’s wedding still pinned to his lapel, his lifeless eyes fixed upon something no mortal would now ever see.
9:50 a.m.
William woke when Davey clambered over him to get dressed. Groggily, he opened a porthole in the conveyance’s sleeping cabinet and squinted at the angle of the light.
“Good heavens.” He threw back the quilt and joined Davey in pulling on his clothes. “Aren’t we supposed to attend some kind of post-wedding breakfast at the hotel? What time was it to be?”
“I dunno,” Davey said, lacing his boots. “I’m only a kid. I wasn’t invited.”
“I promise to bring you something particularly fine.” William pulled on his own boots and stood to address the matter of a cravat. “Blast, where is the wretched thing? Where is Daisy when I need her?”
“Probably at the breakfast.” Davey ran outside and came back a moment later with two apples.
William took one and found his cravat in with his socks. He must have put it there; Daisy was far too orderly. Tying it hastily, he said, “Come with me. Cook will see that you have something to eat, even if it must be halfway to lunch time.”
When they reached the house and Davey was settled at the kitchen table finishing up his apple while Cook bustled about scrambling eggs, William went out into the foyer to see where his fiancée might be.
His fiancée. He marveled at his new status as an engaged man. Wedding fever really was an actual phenomenon. He would never have been so precipitate had not there been flowers and music and a radiant bride and a groom so besotted he hardly knew his own name when it came time to say his vows. William had to admit he would probably be no better, though the circumstances of their wedding would not likely be quite so lavish.
In fact, he could not imagine the circumstances at all. A clapboard chapel? The judge’s chambers? A windy mesa and Alaia singing the haunting Navapai wedding song? It was said that the sacred music performed a magic that transformed two people into one family. William imagined that it did, if spoken vows could do the same. But for now, it was enough to have declared himself once and for all to Daisy, and to be assured that she loved him in return. If nothing else in this wide and surprising world, he would hold to that, and be worthy of her love.
He spotted Lily the maid in the drawing room, picking up sticky wine glasses and crumpled napkins and putting them on a tray. She looked up as he stood in the doorway.
“May I help you, sir?” In the morning light, her face looked drawn and colorless, as though the poor girl had been up as late as the latest of the wedding party, and still had to get up to begin her duties at the crack of dawn.
“Are the young ladies down yet?” he asked. “I am supposed to escort them to the breakfast at the hotel, but I do not know the time.”
“It is nearly ten,” she said, nodding toward the grandfather clock beside the door. “Miss Selkirk, Mr. Edward, and Mr. Stephen are not yet down. The young ladies have gone out. I have not yet seen the judge this morning.”
“Good heavens,” William said. “We are rather in disarray, aren’t we?”
“The breakfast is not until noon, sir,” the maid said.
“A good thing, it seems. Where did the young ladies go?”
“I do not know, sir. They left in a hurry and did not tell me.”
“In a hurry?” And suddenly he knew. The Barbara Carol had made port, and they had rushed down to meet her in such a whirl they had not even thought to come and wake him. He didn’t know whether to feel sympathetic or left out. “Never mind, Lily. I remember now where they’ve gone. Can you let Mr. Edward know that we will see him and the rest of the family at the hotel?”
“Yes, sir.” She resumed picking up the drawing room, the curve of her back somehow suggesting it carried a burden. Exhaustion could have that effect on a person. He hoped she would be able to get some rest now that the wedding was over.
“Davey!” he called as he swung back into the kitchen. “The steamer is in. Daisy and Freddie are already down at the pier. Let us go at once and see if the professor is aboard.”
10:05 a.m.
“Oh, no,” Daisy choked, and fell to her knees in the sand beside Papa. “Oh, no. Not the judge. Oh, please no.”
“I just danced with him a few hours ago.” Freddie dropped down next to her, her face drained of its color. “How is this possible? What could have happened?”
“Margrethe?” Daisy turned to see her father staring at them, his eyes wide and still wet with the tears he had shed for a stranger. “Frederica?”
“Oh, Papa!” She burst into tears—of joy, of grief, she hardly knew—and flung her arms around his neck. Freddie began to cry, too, and their father gathered her in as though she were six years old, and had fallen out of a tree again.
“My girls—my girls—” he murmured brokenly. “What magic is this? How have you come here? Is your mother with you?”
But they could only weep, as though every tear they had shed in the two years since they had lost him had returned to be shed a second time in finding him. For oh, how could they tell him about Mama?
At last Daisy lifted her head from his damp woolen shoulder, and fumbled in her sleeve for a handkerchief. Freddie had come away without one, so she shared it with her, and wiped her father’s face with the sleeve of her coat.
“Dear, dear Papa,” she whispered. “It will take a year to answer those questions.”
“But we cannot just yet,” Freddie said. “We must fetch the constables. We cannot leave the judge just lying here. And—oh no—” She stopped. Gulped. “Someone must tell the Bonnells. And send a pigeon to poor Rose, begging their ship to turn about.”
“You know this man, my beloved?” their father asked, bewildered.
“Yes.” Daisy sniffled. “We are guests in his home. It is—was—Judge Wilson Bonnell. We were at his daughter’s wedding just last night. I cannot imagine what catastrophe has brought him to this.”
“A catastrophe indeed.” Papa touched the judge’s hair, wet and slicked to his skull, and gently turned the gray face away. His skull was no longer shaped as a skull should be.
Daisy made a muffled sound, and pulled back her father’s hand. Once again the judge gazed up at the sky. “His head. He has been struck.” Though it was rimed with sand, the deep fracture in the back of the judge’s skull had been clearly visible.
“I found only this.” From the pocket of his greatcoat, Papa pulled an engraved gold pocket watch, and handed it to Daisy. “I thought he had been robbed at the docks, and put into the water, but a robber would have taken it.”
Daisy opened it, and a runnel of seawater trickled out of the broken face. “It stopped at three twenty. There is no saving it for poor Edward, I fear.” The dangling ornament on the chain, no bigger than a blouse button, caught the light.
“Three twenty,” Freddie said. “We went up at two, and there were still people taking their leave at three. How could no one have seen or heard this tragedy?”
But there was no answering that.
Not yet.
Papa wrapped his arms around both of them and together, they bowed their heads in silent grief at such a dreadful passing.
“Hey! You there!”
Daisy looked up to see two constables scrambling down the rocks. “Unhand those young ladies at once!”
Her father’s arms fell away. Somehow that tiny loss turned Daisy’s grief to anger. She got to her feet, smacking sand off the front of her dress. “Do not speak to him in that tone of voice, sir. We were just coming to—”
“Step away, miss. We are in charge here.”
“Well, yes, we expected you would be.”
“Ladies, I must insist, for your own safety.”
“We are perfectly safe,” Freddie retorted. “Our father is no danger to us.”
“Father? A likely story. Sir, you are under arrest for—” He stopped and gawked at the sight that met his eyes. “Great Caesar’s ghost. You’ve never gone and murdered Judge Bonnell!”





CHAPTER 6
SATURDAY, 10:45 A.M.
Even Daisy’s arms about her could not stop Freddie from shivering. From farther down the beach, Freddie watched helplessly as two more constables arrived, carrying a canvas stretcher, led by a more senior officer. For the first time, she would have welcomed the sight of Corporal Kent. Despite her shabby treatment of him, as a gentleman he might have put that aside and at least listened. These men had to have been the dregs of the available recruits, for they leaped to an assumption that even a child could have seen was faulty.
Oh, Papa! And the poor judge. If only ...
But there was no use in torturing herself with if only, in picturing a happy reunion in the judge’s home. In imagining telling the tale of their search for Papa on one of the sunny verandahs over hot cups of tea. Because of a vile criminal and the bungling of inexperienced men, she and Daisy and their father could not enjoy those sweet times together. How cruel it was that they’d had barely ten minutes with Papa before he’d had to put on his sorry boots and be marched away, his despairing, confused gaze upon them over his shoulder as though fixing them in his fractured memory one last time.
William jogged along the sand to rejoin her, Daisy, and Davey.
“Well?” Daisy asked breathlessly. “What did they say?”
“This is a complete debacle,” William said in disgust. “Apparently two longshoremen in the warehouse above, there, say they saw the professor drowning a man under the pier, and once he was dead, searching his body for valuables.”
“What?” Freddie exclaimed. “We saw him with our own eyes, trying to bring the judge’s body in to shore. What did they expect a compassionate man to do, leave him out there to feed the fish?”
“It defies belief,” William said.
“It is obvious the poor man did not die an hour ago on the beach,” Daisy said. “Why, his watch stopped at three twenty this morning—undoubtedly when he went into the water.”
“What watch?” William said sharply.
Daisy pulled it out of the pocket of her walking skirt and snapped it open to show him.
“Where did you find this?”
“Papa found it on the poor judge’s person,” Freddie said. “In his waistcoat pocket, likely, since that is where the judge kept it.”
William sighed. “Now we are in a pickle. For as I said, one of the accusations against Professor Linden is—I am sorry to be so blunt—robbing a corpse. If you all had left the watch where it was, at least he would have been proved innocent of that.”
“Oh dear,” Daisy whispered.
Freddie gulped. “We only thought ... that perhaps Edward would like it returned.” Her voice sounded faint to her own ears. For in her own mind, she was glad they had possession of it. As evidence.
“I’m sure he would have—after the authorities had concluded their inquiries.” William looked thoughtfully out to sea, as though more evidence might be floating there. “We must decide what to do.”
“Keep the watch,” Davey suggested. “It’s gold, innit? What’s this?” He touched the ornament hanging from the watch chain.
“Those are the scales of justice, Davey,” Daisy told him, her voice trembling. “Oh dear, oh dear. How could we have been so foolish, with all our experience?”
“Where’s the other little dingle-dangle?” the boy asked, watching the gold ornament swing, glinting in the sunlight.
“What other one?” Freddie asked.
“There were two. The other is a little key.”
Freddie stared at him. “How on earth did you remark such a thing? Daisy, do you remember it?”
Daisy shook her head, gazing at the watch in her palm as though it had betrayed her.
“It’s gold, innit,” Davey said. “I notice gold.”
Daisy moved her other hand so that both cradled the watch ... and concealed the royal ruby. “It likely came off during the hours in the ocean,” she said. “What are we going to do?”
“We must turn the watch in,” Freddie said. “It is proof.”
“Proof that indeed your father took it from the judge’s person,” William said glumly. “That will not help him.”
“Even so, we must,” Daisy said. “The time it stopped will prove Papa is innocent. That outweighs anything else.”
Freddie agreed, and so, eventually, did William. Davey alone objected, but he was overruled.
Down the beach, the constables lifted the judge’s body on to the stretcher and hefted it between them. William took the watch from Daisy and jogged back down the beach, to confer once more with the senior officer. Freddie saw the latter take the watch, fling out an arm in an accusing fashion toward the two of them, and finally, cross his arms as he listened to William. Then he put the watch in the pocket of his khaki coat and marched away after his men, his back straight.
William came back much more slowly, as though reluctant to give them the script to this tableau.
“Does he believe us?” Daisy asked anxiously.
“He says that the watch could have stopped long before the judge’s body drifted in, simply from not being wound. He says it proves nothing, but thanks us for obeying the dictates of our conscience in this matter.”
“I care nothing for his thanks,” Freddie snapped. “How very patronizing of him.”
“He also said he would forego charges of concealing evidence.”
Freddie mastered her temper for her sister’s sake.
“What are we going to do?” Daisy moaned, seeking refuge against William’s chest. His hand moved up and down her back, offering comfort. “I cannot bear it. To see Papa—to know that he recognized us—oh, to hear his dear voice again—” She choked and began to cry.
Freddie’s anger melted into sorrow and regret. The one for Papa, and the other for her own abominable pride, which she had allowed to get the upper hand. She could see that she must now eat a great big helping of humble pie. But if it meant Papa’s freedom, she would do it, and gladly.
“We have one option left,” she said. “I will pay a call upon Corporal Kent and ask him to intervene.”
11:10 a.m.
This was Freddie’s third visit to the fort, and without doubt the most frightening. She had insisted on going alone, and Daisy had likewise insisted that if she and William could not accompany her, then Davey must. Freddie was secretly glad for the compromise. If worse came to worst, Davey could run for help to get her out of gaol.
The barracks, mess hall, and commander’s quarters were a pleasing array of two-storey white clapboard buildings, each with a verandah on the second floor, arranged in a quadrangle around the parade field. On the far side was the airfield, where the off-duty RCAP ships with their distinctive blue and gold insignias were moored. Adjacent to this was the public field, where they had originally moored the conveyance. To her right as she made her way down the walk were the administrative buildings, where a helpful passer-by had assured her the duty watch could be found.
Davey’s usual assurance about the ways of the world had abandoned him in the face of such a massive display of the weight of the law. He had gone so far as to take her hand.
“Your fingers are cold,” he said.
“So are yours.”
“Is this really a good idea?”
“I do not know,” she said honestly. “But it is the only one we have at present.”
She squeezed his hand and released it to pick up the skirts of her walking costume as she climbed the steps. She had taken great care with her appearance. The windblown, tearstained girl from the beach might elicit sympathy, but she was not certain Corporal Kent possessed any. Better to approach him as the belle of his own social circle, complete with beribboned hat, reticule, and gloves. Pinned to the lapel of her embroidered jacket was the last surviving rosebud from the posy he had sent earlier in the week. It would not last the day, but then, she did not require it to. If it managed not to droop within the next hour, its task would have been completed.
She gave her errand at the duty desk and was shown down a paneled corridor hung with oil paintings of airships and their past commanders. Corporal Kent stood as she was ushered inside, controlling his astonishment with some difficulty.
“Thank you, constable,” he said. “Would you be so kind as to bring tea?”
“Aye, Corporal.” The constable bowed himself out.
“Do sit down,” Kent said for want of anything else, it seemed.
His office was not large, but it was well appointed, with a Turkey carpet and an oak desk that looked as solid as a battleship. Bookshelves on one wall faced another wall constructed entirely of panes of glass, through which one could see uniformed constables working on papers at desks, plaiting rope, and polishing safety harness. Two chairs faced the oak desk, so Freddie sank into one, keeping her spine gracefully straight and the requisite inch away from its ladder back. Davey wriggled into the other.
“To what do I owe this unexpected honor?” Kent asked, settling into his own chair. His gaze took in her hat, her hair, her face, and stopped at the rosebud before rising once more to meet her own.
“I wanted first to apologize,” she said, feeling a blush rise and wishing she could stop it. “I treated you abominably at the Harvest Ball, and I am sorry for it.”
Whatever he had been expecting, it was not this. His brows rose just a fraction, and he clasped his hands on the reports he had been reading. “Then I must apologize, too. I am an aeronaut. I am afraid that direct action and pursuit is more familiar to me than the gentler persuasions I am sure you are used to.”
Which was far more generous than she deserved.
“I am afraid that I resented your arresting us despite our protestations of innocence. It was only later that the judge himself told us of the difficulties you all face in maintaining order here.” She drew a quick breath. “Have you heard—”
He nodded, and lifted a sheaf of papers. “I am horrified by such a tragedy. Does Miss— er, does Mrs. Walter Linwood know?”
“Mr. Bonnell sent a pigeon. We expect their airship to turn about and they will likely be here by tomorrow. I do not know when funeral arrangements will be made.”
“Fairly soon, I should think.” He moved one report to the top. “It seems they have arrested a suspect.”
Goodness, the RCAP were efficient. The Texican Rangers could learn a lesson or two from them.
She swallowed. “Which brings me to the second reason for my visit.”
He tilted the paper toward her, and she saw her father’s name written at the top in a neat hand. “I suspected as much, considering the report I just received. Though I do appreciate your leading with the apology.”
“I meant it, Corporal.”
“As did I. What has happened here, Miss Frederica?”
She told him. About the Barbara Carol, about Papa struggling to bring the judge’s body ashore, about the pocket watch and Papa’s only wishing to ascertain if there had been a robbery. And lastly, about Papa’s recognizing them both just moments before the constables arrived and leaped to the wrong conclusion.
“We feel nearly certain that the judge was murdered,” she concluded, her voice husky. She must not weep. She must be as calm as he was himself. “How he ended up in the sea is anybody’s guess, but his watch stopped at three twenty, so at least we know when it occurred.”
“That is one deduction one might make,” Kent said.
Her lashes flicked up. “Was the judge the sort of man to forget to wind his own watch?”
“I did not know him as well as all that.”
“Neither did I, but I think it fairly certain he was not. He was a man of orderly habits.”
“And the dingle-dangle is missing,” Davey whispered.
With a nod, she said, “That is quite true. The judge wore two fob charms—the scales of justice and a tiny key. The key is missing.”
“Aren’t you the observant pair.”
The constable came in with the tea tray, deposited it on the corner of Kent’s desk, and departed.
“Milk and sugar?”
“Both, thank you,” Freddie said. She had to place the cup and saucer on her knee lest the rattle of the one upon the other betray her nerves.
“Like the time on the face of a watch, however, a missing fob charm can mean anything—or nothing. But since you are not solving this case, Miss Frederica, perhaps we might simply enjoy this cup of tea together?”
“On the contrary, sir, my sister and I have already made some progress,” she said, after several restorative sips of tea. “My father was up to his knees in the ocean attempting to keep the judge’s body from being abused further by the waves. He was not murdering him. The poor man had been dead for six hours, not six minutes as your witnesses in the warehouse would have you believe. I am here to respectfully request that our father be released into our care so that you may get on with the business of finding the real culprit.”
He gazed at her, and in the silence, the clink of her teacup being set in its saucer was loud indeed. When Davey slurped the last of his tea to get all the sugar at the bottom, Freddie jumped.
“Your devotion to your father does you credit,” he said at last. “And you have been searching for him for some time, I understand?”
“He has been missing for two years,” she said. “After putting our mother’s affairs in order after her death, we set out from Bath in July to find him. Imagine our distress when, the moment we do, he is quite literally snatched from our arms and taken away on charges a child could see are nonsense.”
Davey nodded.
“But what of my point of view?” Kent inquired, examining the report and then looking up. “If this indeed proves to be a murder and not simply a terrible accident, it is the most serious crime to occur in Port Townsend in a decade.”
“It is my understanding that similar crimes occur daily,” Freddie pointed out. “This place has as bad a reputation as Bodie, or the Barbary Coast.”
He did not appear to like her poor opinion of his post, but at least he did not take offense. “They may occur daily downtown, where an entire division of our detachment is employed full time in solving the murders of longshoremen, sailors, opium addicts, rum runners, and the occupants of far too many flower houses. But they do not occur uptown, and certainly not to members of society enjoying such elevated standing. The eyes of the Queen’s representative in Victoria will certainly be fixed upon us as soon as Superintendent Sir Aloysius Dalton informs him that his appointee has been done in by the very persons whom he was brought here to prosecute.”
“Of whom my father is not one,” she said firmly.
“But you see my position.” When he dropped the report, she realized that his eyes were troubled. “If we were to release him, Superintendent Dalton would have my head. His greatest concern is that the people uptown feel safe in their beds, and with the judge dead, they will most assuredly not feel that way. If we can say there has been an arrest, we may allay their fears and retain their confidence.”
“You’d rather pacify a bunch of scaredy cats than find who really done it?” Davey asked, his face scrunched up in disdain. “You’re as bad as them Rangers in Georgetown.”
“Davey,” Freddie said, and put a hand upon his. He turned his palm over and clutched her fingers.
Corporal Kent had straightened at the affront, but relaxed his shoulders with an effort. “I hope that neither of those two statements is true,” he said stiffly. “I must carry out my duty.”
“I see that,” she said, most unwillingly. “Tell me, how long will he be kept in gaol?”
“I suppose now we must wait for the circuit judge to come from Victoria. Depending on where the message reaches him, it could be as long as a week.”
A week! Poor Papa. “And in the meantime?”
“I beg your pardon?”
“In the meantime, you will investigate?”
“That would look rather odd, if we have our man.”
Freddie drew a breath, anger igniting in her chest like the fuse of a bomb. “But you haven’t got him. Someone has to find who really did kill the judge, so that Papa may go free. What if your circuit judge believes the longshoremen, and my father hangs for a crime he did not commit?”
Corporal Kent was silent, and Freddie’s blood felt as though a chill ran through it, a freezing shower of fear that doused the sparks of rage. No. No, she would not allow it. Another innocent man would not go to the gallows because the authorities were too complacent or stupid to do their jobs. Papa deserved better. Their brave, bedraggled family deserved better!
“I have heard certain things about you Lindens,” Kent said at last.
Freddie could barely breathe from silent, frozen panic. “What ... have you heard?”
“About Georgetown. And Bodie. What happened there.”
“From Elizabeth Selkirk?”
“As it happens, yes.” Freddie didn’t know whether to be grateful, or even more afraid. “I believe there is a solution to this impasse.”
“Is there?” Even her lips felt chilled.
A wisp of cold light passed through the wall from outside, and through the glass to the outer room, for all the world like a man intent on an errand. Freddie dragged her gaze away.
Corporal Kent shrugged his khaki jacket into place with a twist of his shoulders, as though he had felt the chill, and flattened his hands upon the pile of reports. “I will keep your father in as much comfort as is possible for a week, even allowing you and your sister to visit. We will release to the newspapers the story that we have captured a suspect and thereby calm the populace.”
Speechless, she nodded.
“In that time, I will not hinder you if you should decide to make a few inquiries of your own. Quiet inquiries,” he said. “I will do the same. And if in that time evidence turns up to corroborate your version of events, then I will release him whether or not the judge has arrived.”
“And if we cannot?” Freddie whispered.
He lowered his voice. “My hands may be tied, but yours are not,” he said. “You may move about freely in society, where I cannot. Keep me informed of your progress, and I will do my best to retard the forward movement of your father’s case.” He slipped the report bearing Papa’s name into the bottom of his pile. “Are we agreed?”
She forced herself to speak calmly, and not to launch herself across the desk to—to do what, she was not sure. Beat him about the head and shoulders? Hug him? Cry upon his starched collar? “We are agreed. But—but why should you make such a concession for us?”
“Because I can see both sides of the case,” he said simply. “In law enforcement, such an ability is often a benefit. But sometimes, when there are forces at work like the Lieutenant-Governor and a society that demands a quick solution rather than a thorough one, it can be a curse.” He paused. “And I find it difficult to believe that a man who brought up two such daughters could disembark from a ship and promptly murder the first person he sees.”
There was that, at least, to be thankful for. She rose, took Davey’s teacup, and put both their cups on the tray. “Thank you for your time, Corporal. We will do our best to be both quick and thorough.”
“I have every confidence in you.” He rose to shake hands, his grip warm and steady. “Good luck.”
She pulled her hand away, dipped a curtsey, and ushered Davey out the door. They were halfway back to town before she realized he had not said good day, but good luck.
She was not sure whether she ought to be comforted, or not.





CHAPTER 7
SATURDAY, 2:15 P.M.
It is very like him,” William said, watching Daisy put the finishing touches on a portrait of Judge Bonnell in her sketchbook. “Except for the—you know.”
It was not the kind of portrait one would give to the grieving relatives, that was certain. She had painted from memory, with as much detail as she could, the view Papa had given her of the poor man’s head and its wound as he lay on the beach.
“You do not think me ghoulish?” She rinsed her brushes in the tooth glass of water next to her on the grass.
“I should be the last person to think so,” William said. “I think you are wise to fix the details on paper. Look how much assistance you were able to give in Georgetown, remarking the similarities among the injuries of those girls.”
“And dear Mrs. Moss,” she murmured. “How dreadful that the man who wanted to marry her is now united in death with her in much the same manner.”
“Now, that is simply macabre,” William said. He took her water glasses and poured the contents into a flowerbed. Then he raised his head. “Is that the landau?”
They had been watching for Edward and Stephen Bonnell’s return from the RCAP outpost downtown, where their father’s body had been taken for the medical examiner’s attention. The steam landau puttered into the circular drive and stopped at the front door. From the garden, she and William could not see them, but when she left William with a squeeze of the hand and went into the house, she heard one of them go into his father’s study on the first floor.
And then silence.
This was dreadful. Her whole being shrank from interrupting the poor young man after his ordeal. Perhaps she ought to fetch a tray and some glasses from the sideboard in the drawing room.
But then she heard the clink of crystal behind the door and realized that of course a gentleman’s study would be supplied with all that was necessary.
She knocked, and was bidden to enter.
“Oh, it’s you, Miss Linden.” Edward waved her into a chair opposite him in the bay window, where he was sitting. The view was the same as she and Freddie enjoyed, which meant it was directly under their room.
“I apologize for disturbing your solitude,” she said softly.
“Do not apologize—I am glad not to be alone with the sight of Dad—” He choked.
“William and my sister and I are so dreadfully sorry for your loss,” she said. “We were so enjoying his kindness and his hospitality. I cannot imagine the magnitude of your grief, and that of your sister and brother.”
He looked around, as though one of them might walk in. “Stephen’s not here? He said he would walk home from the RCAP.”
“No.”
He slumped in the chair, the glass containing a finger of whiskey held loosely. “He’s likely gone downtown to one of the saloons, then. But I can’t find it in myself to be outraged or even surprised.”
Now came the part she dreaded.
“It distresses me to have to ask this, Mr. Bonnell, but I must. Did the medical examiner have anything to say to you about what may have caused—” She could not choose between his wound and this calamity.
But in the end, it did not matter. Edward regarded her curiously. “That’s an odd question. Did you mean to say ‘what caused his death’?”
Daisy nodded.
He took a sip of whiskey and grimaced at its potency. “I should think you most unladylike except that Elizabeth Selkirk has told us of the two justice-minded sisters she knew in Bodie. I see that she did not exaggerate.”
Oh, dear. This was taking bluntness too far. But Daisy supposed he was giving as good as he got, and the whiskey had probably had a hand in it.
“The medical examiner told us what he could,” Edward said at last. “Which wasn’t much. Poor chap, he is used to straightforward gunshot wounds and stabbings, I’m afraid. Dad had a pretty awful head wound and some bruises on his back that I hope I will one day erase from my memory. But the doctor could not tell me if he had been struck, or if he sustained the wound on his way into the sea.”
“I suppose if one fell in from a great distance, one would be bruised in that way?” Daisy asked hesitantly.
“I suppose.” He sighed and rubbed his face with one hand. “This house sits atop a cliff. The medical man hinted that perhaps he lost his footing, fell, and struck his head on the way down. But Dad was a gardener. Since we’ve come here he’s been over every foot of the garden, weeding and planting and measuring. I can see him now in that dreadful old straw hat of his, pottering about with hydrangeas and lilies, as happy as a man can be as he brought the neglected garden back to life for Rose’s wedding.” His face crumpled, and he controlled himself with an effort. “Suffice to say that I told the doctor that while it was certainly possible he had missed his footing, it wasn’t likely.”
Daisy took a deep breath. “I suppose you’ve heard they have a man in custody?”
He nodded. “Some sailor, out on a binge, I understand. I shall hate him, I suppose, once the shock wears off.”
“Indeed, I hope not. The man in gaol is our father, Mr. Bonnell. Papa disembarked from the Barbara Carol shortly after nine o’clock and took a walk along the beach. He suffers terribly from mal-de-mer. He saw your poor father in the waves and attempted to bring him up on the sand. At which point the constables arrived. A witness said that he had killed the judge. But of course it was not true. Freddie and I saw him attempting to bring the judge’s body to shore ourselves.”
Edward stared at her. “Your father? Your father is the man they have? The one you’ve been searching for all this time?”
“The very one.” Her throat closed, and she cleared it. “I am afraid for him, Mr. Bonnell. Very much afraid.”
“But why should he be in gaol if he just got off the steamer this morning? Surely the RCAP will see it’s all nonsense. Good heavens.”
But after the scene on the beach, Daisy could not say so with any confidence. “There is one other detail. His watch.”
“Whose watch?”
“The judge’s,” Daisy said. “It stopped at three twenty. Papa showed us, then and there. He had removed it from your father’s waistcoat.”
Edward frowned. “Why should he do that?”
“I do not know, but it has caused no end of trouble. I expect he was merely establishing whether or not your father had been set upon and robbed. But to the authorities, it looked as though he was the robber.”
“Yes, I can see that. What happened to Dad’s watch? It was his grandfather’s, you know. An ancient old thing, but he loved it, and it kept good time.”
“The RCAP have it. Papa turned it over, of course. I expect it will make its way to you eventually. Though it will not likely run again. Six hours in the sea is too much for anything with gears and cogs.”
“If it was in the sea for six hours, then what is this nonsense about your father murdering mine on the beach?”
But Daisy had no reply, for it made so little sense she could not comprehend it herself. Instead, she said, “Now you know as much as we, and that is precious little.”
He emptied the glass, set it on the table between them, and lowered his head into his hands. “Oh, Dad,” he sighed. “We always thought you’d be murdered by some madman you’d sentenced in a courtroom. But we never thought it would actually happen.”
Someone he had met in an official capacity? Did that mean there might be a suspect—and a way to convince the RCAP they had the wrong man? Daisy tried to tamp down the flare of hope. “Have there been so many?”
“Oh, yes,” he said to the Turkey carpet. “More in Reno, of course. But even here, there has been arm waving and threats.” He lifted his head. “Once even the irate mama of a young man who stabbed a desert flower in a fit of jealousy.”
“Good heavens. No one from uptown, I hope.”
He huffed the ghost of a laugh. “That appalling Mrs. Willamette. She of the brood of five. It was her only son and Dad found him guilty.”
Daisy sat up straight. “And yet she was invited to your sister’s wedding?”
“She still has daughters to marry off. And she’s a very wealthy woman. A leader in local society. My sister never took her seriously, but I don’t know, Miss Linden. I didn’t like the look of her eyes. I still don’t, when she aims one of those poor girls at me.”
Daisy could imagine. “What happened to the son?”
“Oh, he did it. There were any number of witnesses. He was hanged, poor idiot. Dad sentenced him.”
Hanging Judge Bonnell, indeed. But at least the poor girl he had killed had received some kind of justice.
“Will you forgive me if I ask one more question?” She clasped her hands in her lap, and when the ruby on her finger attracted his gaze, did her best to relax them.
“Ask away.”
“I am quite certain that with these dreadful events, house guests are the last thing you wish to deal with. Do you happen to know if any of the guests have departed the hotel yet?”
He gazed into the distance with a look of alarm. “Good heavens. We were supposed to be at some shindig at the hotel, weren’t we?”
“It is long over, if we were,” Daisy said. “I had quite forgotten, too. I hope someone informed them.”
He groaned. “I suppose I must go up there and apologize, and tell them we’ve called Rose and Walter back. Is there no end to this torture?”
“Would you like William to go with you for moral support?” Daisy offered.
“You know, I think I would. He’s a decent chap, your William. I’m glad you had your daguerreotype made. Dad was happy he was able to do that for you.”
“Knowing that, it will be doubly precious now.” She rose. “I will fetch William. Perhaps he could arrange rooms for my sister and me while the two of you are there.”
“Rooms? Is that what you meant? Good heavens, no. Please stay here. Dad would have wanted it. He liked you.”
This kindness when the poor young man’s world was falling apart brought tears to Daisy’s eyes. And then tears rose to Edward’s eyes. And before she knew it, he was kneeling on the carpet with his head in her lap while the two of them wept.
For a life that had been cut short.
And a life that might yet be in danger.
4:05 p.m.
William agreed to go along with Edward to apprise Rose’s new in-laws of the disaster that had befallen their family. After the two had gone, the thought of remaining another moment in the house drove Daisy outdoors once more. The sun was falling behind the hill on which the town lay, the shadows lengthening in the golden light of late afternoon. She collected her sketchbook, brushes, and the tooth glasses and returned them to her room, and then proceeded to haunt the shrubbery watching for a sign of Freddie and Davey.
After an interminable wait in which she became convinced the RCAP must have arrested them, at last she saw her sister’s slender figure slip between the hydrangeas that marked the boundary between the judge’s property and that of his neighbor. She hurried across the lawns to meet her.
“I was so worried,” she called. “I was certain you had been arrested.”
Freddie was uncommonly pale for a person who had walked from the fort. “Do not say such things, even in jest. I must have something to drink before I faint.”
She hurried to supply her sister with a refreshing glass of lemonade, a doughnut, and several biscuits from the kitchen, and afterward waited impatiently while she changed out of her walking costume into a more comfortable skirt and blouse.
“Would you rather rest, dearest?” she asked anxiously. “My news, such as it is, can keep.”
“Mine cannot,” Freddie said. “Poor Davey is in the conveyance, barely able to drag his boots up the steps, so we cannot talk there. Perhaps somewhere outdoors?”
“There is a nice bench in the garden overlooking the sea. Shall we bring these biscuits with us?”
“You eat them,” Freddie said. “Let us go.”
Daisy pocketed the biscuits, found her hat, as did Freddie, and they walked out toward the cliff.
“This bench seems to have been newly constructed,” Daisy remarked as they seated themselves. “The judge was apparently an amateur astronomer. I wonder if he sat here to observe the movements of the planets?”
“Perhaps even last night,” Freddie said. “Oh, Daisy, wait until I tell you what Corporal Kent said.”
Daisy listened in silence, nibbling a biscuit, while Freddie shared the entirety of her conversation. Afterward, it took an effort to recover her powers of speech. “Are you telling me the corporal is keeping Papa in gaol for no reason other than to make the people uptown feel safe in their beds?”
“Yes.” Freddie held out her hand, and Daisy gave her the other biscuit. “For no other reason. But, since he does not entirely believe Papa is guilty, he has kindly given permission for us to investigate the matter.”
“With his help ... on those occasions when he feels inclined to give it?”
“I do not see how he can help us,” Freddie said, a despairing edge to her voice. “But if we do not coordinate our efforts, it will begin to look very strange if two parties ask the same people questions.”
“Have you found people to ask questions of?” Daisy said with interest.
“No.” Freddie’s corset would not allow her to slump, but her bowed head gave every indication of defeat.
“Well, I have.” Daisy told her about Mrs. Willamette’s son and the grudge she held against the judge.
“Good heavens. What makes you think she will even receive us, much less answer our questions truthfully?”
“We must come up with some pretext. We do not need a full confession. Only enough doubt about where any suspects were at three o’clock this morning to force the RCAP to admit they must conduct a proper investigation.”
“Was it only this morning?” Freddie sighed. “It feels as though a week has passed. Who else is on your list?”
“No one, yet, though I would not mind asking Mr. Pike, the bailiff, about those who bore ill will toward the judge. He would certainly know, and he seems to be a man who could be set at ease by a pair of young ladies.”
“Who has an eye for the ladies, you mean,” Freddie said. “Goodness, it’s hot here for October. Let us walk a little.”
“I should think you’d had enough of walking today.”
“I am very tired, but restless, too. And another thing ... I have not yet told you about Cynthia Verney.”
“Who?” Taking Freddie’s arm, Daisy strolled in the direction of the cliff edge. “We must not get too close, dearest, in case the cliff is crumbly. It is, after all, possible that the judge could have been looking at the stars and the ground simply gave way beneath his feet. Though Mr. Edward does not think so. He says the medical examiner thought it possible, but his father knew every inch of this garden, literally. He had measured it out for flowers and shrubs that would bloom in time for the wedding.”
“All the same, I have no desire to approach the edge,” Freddie said. “Or to bear out that theory.”
“Now, tell me about this Cynthia Verney,” Daisy said as they walked together ten feet or so from the precipice, where the lawns gave way to hillocks and tangles of wild grasses that would surely have warned anyone even in the dark that the edge was close. “Was this someone you met at the fort?”
“No indeed. She was in our bedroom.”
“One of the maids?”
“Yes, I believe so. She wore the same uniform as Lily does. I expect she met her end in it.”
“Oh.” Daisy felt the knowledge like a thump in her stomach. “A ghost.”
“Yes. She fell off our sun porch to the courtyard below. She warned me not to let him go out. That he would fall, as she did.”
“Good heavens,” Daisy exclaimed. “She meant the judge?”
“I did not know then, but it is a distinct possibility now,” Freddie said. “I do not think she will be very easy to interview, however. I haven’t seen her since Thursday, before the wedding.”
“We may be grateful for that,” Daisy said. “But we might ask someone about the circumstances. Lily might know.”
“But she is only recently come,” Freddie pointed out. “Someone who has been on the staff for some time might know more, or have heard the name from a previous employer in this house.”
“Though what good it will do to know about a girl throwing herself off a roof is rather beyond me,” Daisy said. “And I do not wish to risk anyone knowing why we would ask such questions. In case it should lead them to—”
Freddie nodded, and gave her arm a squeeze. “Thank you. Perhaps you are right. You know, I do believe I would like to lie down, after all.”
“All right.” They turned, and something winked in a tussock off to Daisy’s right. “What’s that?”
“What?”
“Something caught the light. Perhaps someone lost an earring last night.”
Daisy bent over the tussock and saw a tiny gold object caught in the grass. Another moment and the long shadow of the shrubbery would have reached it, and she would never have seen it.
Freddie peered at the object in her palm. “Why, it is a tiny key.” She straightened and met Daisy’s eyes. “You do not think this is—”
It was the right size to be a fob charm. “I think it may be. Davey could likely tell us for certain. But Freddie, this could have fallen here at any time during the week. We saw the judge out here ourselves, pacing the gardens to be certain everything was perfect.”
“That is true, but we both knew him to be an orderly man. If he planned to wear his watch at Rose’s wedding—and why would he not?—and he noticed this was missing, would he not have searched for it? He seems the sort who would instruct the staff to leave no stone unturned, and we did not notice any such ruckus in the household.”
“Ruckus?” Daisy’s eyebrows rose.
“I have been spending too much time with Davey,” Freddie said with a tired smile. “Ruckus—brouhaha—fuss.”
“You are quite right. If one person saw him take out his watch and check the time yesterday, we will have our answer.”
“Lily?”
Daisy shook her head. “She was with us and with Rose much of the time. No, I thought Mr. Edward or Stephen, perhaps.”
“Perhaps. I will leave that up to you. I must lie down or I shall fall over where I stand.”
“Of course, dearest.”
Freddie was still asleep when the gong rang to dress for dinner. But she could not bear to wake her, so Daisy simply asked Lily to bring up a tray, and went down with Elizabeth.
6:45 p.m.
As was appropriate for a household in mourning, they dined en famille, with no other guests. They made a very small party—only Edward, themselves, and William.
“Is Stephen not joining us for dinner?” Elizabeth asked as Edward seated her on his right.
He shook his head. “He has not yet come home. I expect he will reel in during the small hours, howling like a cat, and we will find him in the morning asleep on the staircase.”
Daisy was not certain he was joking.
“Some men handle grief that way,” William said softly. “I do hope he will not be taken advantage of in such a state.”
Edward sighed and passed Elizabeth the creamed potatoes. “Only a day ago I would have said no one would dare. But I guess I can’t say that now, if someone has dared raise their hand to Dad and got away with it.”
“We will find that someone, I promise you,” Daisy said. “Won’t we, Beth?”
Elizabeth handed the potatoes across to Daisy. “I do not possess your skills, but if there is anything I might do to help, I hope you will ask.”
“I need some help,” Edward said. “Someone must write invitations to the funeral service. I do not think I can bear it so soon after writing out an untold number for Rose’s wedding.”
“Surely all of uptown will come?” William said. “Are invitations necessary?”
“All of uptown may attend the graveside, and the house will be full during the tea here afterward, I have no doubt,” Edward replied. “But only the family and a few of his closer acquaintances and business associates will be invited to the funeral service itself. It is the custom here. I spoke to the vicar and he suggested Wednesday.”
Daisy nodded and addressed herself to her pork medallions in apple and blackberry sauce. “Perhaps that would be a good opportunity for me to determine Mrs. Willamette’s whereabouts during the time your father’s watch stopped.”
“You will not cause a scene, will you, Miss Linden?” Edward asked.
“Indeed not,” Elizabeth said loyally. “Daisy is the soul of discretion.”
“I have no doubt of that, but Mrs. Willamette, I’m afraid, is not.”
“Of the three of us young ladies here, I am best suited to the task, since as a recently engaged woman, I pose no threat to her daughters,” Daisy pointed out. “Can you think of anyone else who might have had a reason to harm the judge? We are going to ask his bailiff, Mr. Pike, about anyone he knows of. But leaving criminals aside, what about society here?”
Edward appeared to be eating, but Daisy was not certain the food on his fork was actually reaching his lips. Elizabeth seemed to have noticed the same.
“Edward, dear man, you must eat. You must keep up your strength to get through the next few days.”
Dear man? Had Daisy been wrong about the source of the judge’s affection for her? Could it be that he had regarded Elizabeth Selkirk not as a possible wife, but a possible daughter-in-law? Though the same questions about her career would apply in either case.
Obediently, Edward swallowed the mouthful and took another. “It all tastes like sand,” he confessed.
“Even if it does, you must have the nutrition,” Elizabeth said softly. “We cannot have you both passing out on the stairs, one from inebriation and the other from starvation.”
He grimaced at the picture and began to eat with more purpose. “As to members of society with a grudge against Dad, Miss Linden, I can only think of one other—Royston Greene, an attorney who had hopes of putting on a judge’s robes before Dad was appointed to the post.”
“He was at the wedding, too,” Elizabeth said. “I danced with him.”
“Did he seem angry or resentful?” Daisy asked her.
“No indeed, he’d had one or two drinks and was merry as a grig.”
“That could have been because the road to the judge’s chambers was once more open,” William said.
“It could have,” Elizabeth allowed. “But he said nothing about it. If he did speak at all, it was to scatter meaningless compliments as though I were a bird bound to peck at one of them.”
“Which you did not,” Edward said.
“Of course not. The man is at least a decade older than I.”
“That would not stop any of the Willamette girls,” he said, a smile appearing on his lips for the first time.
“Fortunately, I am not one of that company,” she told him, her dimples flashing. “But Daisy, if you beard Mrs. Willamette, I will do my duty and ask Mr. Greene his whereabouts between three and three-thirty this morning.”
“Thank you, Beth. I appreciate your sacrifice, but I will not involve you,” Daisy told her with a smile. “Turning from that to more personal matters ... Mr. Bonnell, will you think me impertinent if I ask you if you have considered the future now that everything has changed?”
“I do not think you impertinent,” he said. “And you must call me Edward. I am always tempted to look behind me for Dad when someone calls me Mr. Bonnell.”
“Then we shall be William and Daisy,” William said. “I am sure Freddie will agree, as well.”
“Thank you. I feel stronger in the presence of friends,” Edward said, “even if our acquaintance has been deeper than it has been long.”
“Perhaps that is the best kind,” Elizabeth said softly. “But surely you have not had a moment to consider the future when the present is all-consuming?”
“Not really,” he confessed. “Though I suppose I must, and pronto, since I am not a judge and am therefore not entitled to live in this pleasure palace any longer.”
Daisy had not considered this. “Dear me. Will the Lieutenant-Governor ask you to leave under these circumstances? That would be cruel.”
“The bench must have a judge, and a judge must have a home,” Edward said sadly. “Though I have to say it won’t hurt me to leave this one.”
“Will you take other lodgings and stay in Port Townsend, do you think?”
“With all its happy memories?” He shook his head. “My first impulse is to return to Reno, where I have prospects and the house will belong to me. Though I won’t be able to keep up the gardens in the way that Dad—” His face crumpled and he dropped his fork on his plate with a clatter to cover his eyes with one hand.
Elizabeth squeezed his other hand in silent sympathy. He entwined his fingers with hers, gripping them as though they were a lifeline. “I’m sorry,” he choked.
“Do not be,” Elizabeth said. “Our grief honors a fine man. There is nothing in your tears to be ashamed of.”
After a moment, he let go her hand and picked up his napkin to wipe his eyes. “Funny how the thought of gardens brings him to mind so strongly. Perhaps I shall learn about plants so that the ones in Reno will be a fitting testament to him.”
“Gardens,” Daisy said suddenly. She fished in the pocket of her dinner dress and laid the tiny key on the damask tablecloth between herself and Edward. “I found this out at the edge of the garden this afternoon. Near the bench on the cliff.”
He picked it up between forefinger and thumb. “Dad’s watch charm?”
“You are certain it is his?” she said with a leap of hope.
“Look closely.” He held it out to her. You can barely see it, but there is a heart engraved between the two teeth. Dad always said it was because his heart was shared between his two boys.”
“Where did that leave Rose?” William asked, smiling.
“I believe he had it engraved before she was born,” he said. “It’s been on his watch all our lives.” With a glance at Daisy, he said, “So the sea did not get it, after all.”
She shook her head. “One more fact to add to our woefully small heap of facts. But I still cannot explain how it came to be in the grass out by the bench.”
“Neither can I.” Edward slipped it into his own empty watch pocket. “There was no sign of the little ring that held it to the fob?”
Daisy shook her head. “I will look again in the morning, when I have the light coming from the right direction. The shadows were so long when I found it that I nearly walked right past it.”
Lily appeared in the doorway. “Sir, will you have your dessert in the drawing room?”
He looked up, as though he had forgotten he now directed the staff in the absence of both his father and his sister. “No, thank you. That seems too formal for a group of friends. We’ll have it here.”
With the maid at the sideboard to dish up the orange soufflé, talk turned to the funeral service and the hymns one might choose.
“You don’t suppose Miss Freddie might be prevailed upon to sing, do you?” Edward asked Daisy with some hesitation. “I mean, you ladies have your own burdens to bear and I would not add to them by a single note.”
“I can only ask her,” Daisy said. “Do you know, I think I will forego dessert and make it an early night. Will you excuse me?”
“Of course. Enjoy your rest.”
William escorted her to the door of her room. “Are you all right, dearest?” he asked. “What joy it gives me to have the right to say that word.”
She stood on tiptoe and kissed him. “What joy it gives me to hear it. But William, one thing is bothering me. I wonder if it has occurred to you, too?”
“I have been wondering, as it happens, what kind of struggle would tear a gold ornament from a watch fob when it is so securely attached by a ring? For you saw as clearly as I did how the scales of justice were attached to that chain when we found the judge’s body. There was no gap in the link.”
“Exactly,” she said softly. “If we can find that tiny ring, perhaps we might find the answer to one question, at least.”





CHAPTER 8
MONDAY, OCTOBER 7, 1895
8:45 a.m.
The airship that the bridal couple had been given by his parents came in on a long approach over the islands in the channel. Since the tents had been taken down, there was no difficulty with its being moored in the garden. From out on the cliff, Daisy watched its silvery grey fuselage bob above the treetops as it settled on its ropes.
“We have been out here long enough, William,” she said with a sigh. “A ring so small is no doubt too well concealed by grass and soil. It may not have even fallen out here.”
“You’re right.” William straightened and conceded defeat. “Come, let us go greet the bride and groom, and offer our condolences. And then hopefully someone will have thought of breakfast.”
Edward, Elizabeth, and Mr. and Mrs. Linwood the elder were still embracing the couple as Daisy and William approached. The maid Lily waited to one side in case Mrs. Linwood the younger were to need her. Rose, Daisy saw, looked as though she hadn’t had any sleep since Friday. Her face was white and drawn, and a hectic flush played on her cheekbones, as though her emotions lay close under the surface.
As her brother released her, Daisy heard her say, “But where is Stephen? Why is he not here to meet us?”
“I expected him back last night, but he did not come home,” Edward told her.
“Why not? Has something happened to him?”
“Of course not, Rose. He’s a grown man. He’ll hardly thank me for standing in the doorways of saloons yodeling his name.”
“Saloons!”
“Or flower houses.” Edward, Daisy saw, was worn thin himself, and was not watching his words.
“Edward Bonnell! Do not tell me Stephen has been on a bender since—since— And you have done nothing?”
Before poor Edward lost his temper, Daisy stepped forward and, quite without permission, enfolded Rose Linwood in a hug. “I am so glad to see you, Rose,” she murmured. “And so dreadfully sorry for your loss. Please be assured that Freddie and William and I are doing our utmost to help at this sad time.”
But instead of an answering hug and a corresponding grip upon her temper, Rose pushed her away. “What are you doing here?”
For a moment, Daisy was at a loss. Her lips parted in astonishment, she blinked at the young woman who had so recently shared her wedding day with them.
Edward took his sister’s hand. “I invited Daisy and Frederica to stay on. They have been of enormous help to Elizabeth and me. In fact—”
“Stay on?” his sister repeated in a much higher register. “Are you mad? The daughters of the man who killed our father?”
Daisy’s powers of speech returned in a rush. “Our father did not kill yours. Who told you that?”
“The pigeon sent Saturday from the RCAP was quite explicit,” Rose snapped.
“There has been additional information since then that—”
“Biased information,” Rose said, cutting her off with a slashing movement of one hand. “Miss Linden, you and your sister are no longer welcome here.”
“Rose!” Edward cried.
“I am serious, Edward. Think of how it will look if we harbor the Lindens while their father stands accused of killing Dad. Why, what if the gossip should speculate that we have welcomed them because we wanted Dad dead ourselves? That we have engaged in some kind of conspiracy?”
Perhaps the news of her father’s death had unbalanced her mind. The enraged woman standing in the grass could not be the same cheerful, honest girl who had welcomed them into her home only a week ago. Daisy felt sick. Cold.
“I think you are overwrought,” Edward said, his face pale. “You owe Daisy an apology.”
“I owe no such thing. I want them to leave, Edward. I cannot bear to look at them knowing they are related to that man.”
“It is fortunate, then, that this house does not belong to you.” Edward drew himself up. “You cannot order anyone in or out of it. I am responsible for it, and until I am told otherwise, I may offer hospitality to whomever I please.”
“Edward,” Elizabeth said softly, in warning.
“Is that it?” Rose lifted her chin. “You would choose them over me?”
“Of course not. There is no choosing in the case at all. Please, come in and have something to eat, and we will talk everything over.”
“I will not. Not until those girls are out of the house. For heaven’s sake, Edward, even leaving their father out of it, you and Stephen cannot have so many single women in your home unchaperoned! Have you utterly lost your wits?”
Daisy saw a muscle flex in Edward’s jaw as he clamped down on whatever he had been about to say. Before words were spoken that could never be taken back, Daisy touched his arm.
“It is quite all right, Edward. Freddie and I will find other accommodation, as we had planned before your kind offer of hospitality. Our other plans will go forward, and we will be in touch.”
“Thank you, Daisy, but it is quite unnecessary.”
“It is very necessary,” Rose’s mother-in-law said in frigid tones. “My son’s wife is quite correct. It is unseemly in the highest degree that these young ladies should be here at all. Miss Linden, you will kindly vacate the premises within half an hour so that our family may get on with the process of mourning the judge with propriety and dignity.”
Daisy bobbed the curtest curtsey of which she was capable, and departed without another word. Elizabeth followed, though no one seemed to have included her in their condemnation, and William brought up the rear. Behind them, Rose demanded, “What plans did she mean, Edward? Oh, do not tell me you or Stephen has got tangled up with one of those girls.”
Daisy increased her pace so that Elizabeth had to run to catch up.
“Daisy—”
“It is quite all right, Beth,” she said, holding the terrace window open for the other two to enter the house. “Grief has turned her mind. Once this is all behind her, surely she will regret saying such things and we will be friends again.”
“She is plain spoken, but I never knew her to be cruel,” Elizabeth said. “Oh, this is awful.”
“I should like to know if she meant for you to leave, too?” William said to Elizabeth as they climbed the stairs. “You, her chief bridesmaid and oldest friend?”
“I expect that once she calms down, she will realize that she herself may chaperone if she and Walter are staying here. She needs my help with the arrangements, as does Edward, and there is no getting around it. But goodness me, I’ve never seen her like this.”
“Grief can do terrible things,” Daisy remarked, opening the door to their room.
Freddie turned from the mirror, where it was clear she had just finished arranging her hair. “Daisy? Have Rose and Mr. Linwood arrived? Has something happened?”
All this and they had not even had breakfast yet.
“You could say so. Rose does not think it suitable for us to stay here, so we are leaving.”
“What—now?”
“This moment. William will take the traveling closet back to the conveyance as soon as we pack it, won’t you, William?”
“I will,” he said. “I’ll ready the conveyance for lift, and be back by the time you need me.” He jogged down the stairs.
Freddie now wore the same expression Daisy herself must have ten minutes ago. “I don’t understand.”
“I’ll explain everything, I promise. But suffice to say that Rose is in a state, and she has overruled Edward. The sooner we make other arrangements for ourselves, the better.”
If the two of them had learned anything in their adventures together, it was that there was a time for conversation and debate, and a time for action. Freddie, it seemed, could tell without further comment that this was the latter, and joined Daisy in clearing their presence from the room. They were not in the habit of spreading their things out, since one never knew when one would need to make a quick departure. Their dresses were hung in the traveling closet after each use and subsequent airing, and things like gloves and hats put in their places in its drawers rather than being strewn about on dressers and windowsills. Within a few minutes, the room contained only Elizabeth’s possessions, and Daisy slid her sketchbook into her reticule, where it habitually traveled, with an air of finality.
“You will tell us what you learn of Judge Bonnell’s death?” Elizabeth asked anxiously.
“We will indeed. Though I hope we are not reduced to leaving notes for one another tucked into holes in trees,” Daisy said. “What a pity the town does not have a pneumatic tube system for the post.”
“The Lieutenant-Governor says it is coming soon, but never says when,” Elizabeth said. “Perhaps I ought to write an article about it. Right after the one with a front-page headline announcing that your papa has been exonerated.”
“We will look forward to that.” Daisy hugged her. “Thank you for being such a good friend to us, Beth. I hope somehow we may be the same to you.”
“You already are.” She hugged Freddie, and then pulled a tiny object from her pocket. “Oh, I almost forgot.” The gold key charm glinted on her palm. “I convinced Edward while we waited for the ship to moor that this would be more useful to you as a clue than as a memento mori to him, at least for now.”
Daisy did not see how, but she took the little key anyway. “Thank you. I do not know if it actually opens anything physical, or if it is merely a symbol, but perhaps it will open up some knowledge to us. You may assure Edward that we will return it on that happy day Papa is set free.”
And with that, there was nothing more to do than take a final look at their comfortable, congenial room, hand the traveling closet over to William, pick up their valises and their hats, and leave.
10:00 a.m.
Word traveled fast.
At the hotel, no doubt thanks to Mrs. Linwood senior, they found no rooms available to them. And when they returned to the Bonnells’ neighbor’s orchard, famished and eyeing the apples with felonious intent, it was to learn that it was no longer convenient for the conveyance to be moored there, and if they would move it elsewhere without delay, the owner would be most obliged.
“If I were a suspicious man,” William remarked as he and Davey untied the ropes and stashed the mooring irons under the conveyance’s floor, “I’d almost believe we were being given the bum’s rush.”
“Spiteful bunch of old boots,” Davey said with some relish. “And that Rose was so nice, too.” No one remarked upon his bulging pockets. It served the landowner right if a few of his apples were to become their lunch.
Freddie released the next to last rope, so that only one moored them to an apple tree. “The question is, where shall we go? The airfield behind the fort?”
Daisy came around the front, dusting off her hands. “It is so far. I don’t look forward to that walk any number of times a day as we speak with people and confer with one another. We might try the absent friends—I can pin on my zinnia in a moment.”
“Well, let us lift and see what we can see,” William said. “I do not wish to give the Bonnells’ neighbor any further reason to complain. We can make a decision in the air.”
William had already ignited the engine, so within just a few minutes they were rising above the roof of the Bonnell home, while Davey distributed the apples among them.
“I must say, I’m glad to be leaving that house,” Freddie remarked between bites. “Just imagine how many rooms there are, and most unused.”
“It is sad,” Daisy agreed. “It seems as though the judge was a congenial person, and enjoyed company, if the number of the wedding guests was any indication.”
“He could have housed us all,” Davey said from his station at the viewing port, his mouth full. “Why send people off to the hotel?”
“Perhaps he enjoyed his privacy,” William said. “Or was a man who did not care for his new relations. Well, shall we circle the town?”
He banked the conveyance into a turn that took them out over the water. The Barbara Carol, Daisy saw, was still moored at the pier, though this time goods and people were flowing toward it rather than away. Oh, Papa. I hope Corporal Kent is true to his word, making sure you are treated as well as may be.
“As soon as we find moorage, we must visit Papa,” she said aloud. “There must be things he needs, such as an extra blanket, and food, and a trim for his beard.”
“Quite a trim,” Freddie said. “I hardly recognized him, there on the beach.”
“I will look after that,” William said. “In my travels, I have become quite good at trimming hair and beards.”
“I like the beard you have had since Georgetown,” Daisy said fondly. “Though you grew it out of necessity and lack of shaving cream, it seems to suit you.”
William smiled and patted his neat short beard. “A sharp blade is certainly easier to come by than shaving cream,” he agreed. “And a pair of scissors is a luxury.”
Daisy was looking down through the main port in front. “Do you know, I wonder if we might inquire of the first people if we could moor in their field. It is supposed to be abandoned, but it seems to have grown, don’t you think?”
“Those odd silver things were not there before,” William said. “I wonder what they are. They look like the cocoons of extremely large butterflies.”
“The field is extremely large,” Freddie said. “And the lagoon would provide shellfish for our dinner. I must say it is close to downtown—why, you could throw a rock and hit one of the flower houses, saloons, and the chandleries.”
William said to Davey, “Hop in back and damp the boiler a little, please. I’ll bring her in over the village in a turn so they know our intentions are good.”
Captain Boyle had once said that if one exposed the belly of one’s ship in a landing, it was the universal signal of good faith. Only an enemy would come straight at a settlement, for the inhabitants would automatically assume they were about to be fired upon.
The village seemed to swim in and out of a bank of fog. Abandoned or not, a number of wooden longhouses appeared in excellent repair, each able to accommodate two or three families, or at least that many generations of a single family. They appeared to be made of weathered cedar planks, forming a stark contrast to the domiciles that had blossomed among them overnight. These, as Daisy observed after they had moored in a grassy field that gave on to the sand and shingle of the beach and did not seem to be in use, did indeed look like cocoons. Or perhaps tents with an odd ribbed effect. They lay in no particular order, interspersed with the longhouses, some grouped together. They appeared to have covered the deep, overgrown depressions in the soil she had remarked before. Some pits were still exposed, but they, too, lay in no particular order. Had there been explosions here? An attack? Daisy would not be surprised. She would believe anything of this place.
As they approached the village along the hard-packed sand closer to the rippled lines of seaweed, a number of children ran toward them out of the mist, laughing and apparently in the midst of a game. Two girls of about Davey’s age danced up to him and grasped his hands, clearly inviting him to join them.
“Oy!” he exclaimed.
“Go along, Davey,” William said with a smile. “Playmates for you have been few and far between on this journey.”
When Davey did not go, the taller of the girls stopped and let her companions run to the water line without her. She wore a cotton dress, boots, and a jacket made of fine wool, beautifully decorated with small disks of mother-of-pearl around the neck to form a pattern of flowers. “Are you English?” she said.
“Yes,” Daisy said. “I am Daisy. This is my sister Freddie.” She pointed. “And William. This is Davey.”
“Davey.” The girl’s smile was a delight, sweet and dimpled. Her hair hung down her back in a glossy waterfall, neither brown nor black but some color in between. Her eyes were green and her skin smooth as a peach, the cheeks reddened with exercise.
“I am Kirima,” she said. “Where do you come from?”
She could give any number of answers, but she settled for the earliest. “England,” Daisy said.
Her eyes widened. “Oh! Do you know the Mopsies?”
“The who?” Davey asked.
“Or what,” William said.
Daisy was at a loss. Were Mopsies performers in a circus? Or did she mean some strange creature in a zoo?
“Mopsies,” Freddie said on a note of recognition. “Do you mean Lizzie and Maggie?”
The girl clasped her hands and jumped once in delight. “Yes! You know them?”
“I know Maggie,” Freddie told her. “She is my friend. We have met another friend on our travels, too. Do you know Lady Hollys?”
Crestfallen, the girl shook her head. Then she recovered. “Maggie knows my sister Alice.”
“Alice,” Freddie repeated. “Kirima, do you mean Alice, Lady Hollys, formerly Alice Chalmers?”
The girl gasped. Whirled. And, shrieking, pelted toward the village as though they had tried to murder her in broad daylight.
Her sister stopped tugging Davey toward the others and took off after her, screaming in syllables Daisy could not understand.
“Oh, dear,” she said. “I’m sure we did not mean to frighten them. I suppose they are not such good friends of Lady Hollys after all.”
“I hope an exchange of gunfire was not involved,” William said. “These pits could be bomb damage. Perhaps we ought to look elsewhere for moorage.”
“We may have to,” Davey said. “Here come the grownups to run us off.”
Daisy resisted the urge to chivvy them all back to the safety of the conveyance, but it was just far enough away that they could still be pursued and caught.
“Naturally I did not put on my gun harness,” Freddie muttered, as though similar thoughts had occurred to her also. “I will rectify that mistake as soon as we talk ourselves out of this one.”
Approaching them through the clearing mist was a crowd of half a dozen or so—the two little girls, a woman of proud bearing who might be their mother, two young women, and ... a tall man with curly blond hair.
“Hello,” he called. Strapped to his head over one eye socket was an ocular device, as though he had lost the organic eye sometime in the past. It tracked with the other eye, from one face to the next. “Welcome to the Chemakum village.”
“Thank you,” William said after a glance at Daisy. “I’m terribly sorry if we frightened little Kirima. We will be on our way just as soon as may be.”
“Frightened? Goodness me, no,” he said, laughing. “She was so excited she could hardly speak. She tells me that you know my daughter?” He looked at them with unmitigated delight. “Alice Chalmers? I am her father, Frederick Chalmers, and this is my wife, Malina.”





CHAPTER 9
MONDAY, 12:15 P.M.
These have been our wintering grounds for many generations,” Malina explained as she passed plates of food—cooked oysters, vegetables, and delicious little cakes with meat inside. “We fly down from the north—what my stepdaughter calls the diamond fields north of Edmonton—and stay here until spring.”
“What my wife will not say is that she is the headwoman of this village,” Frederick Chalmers said with fond pride. “Village being the term we use for the goddess whales—the ships. The longhouses belong to a band with whom we have an agreement, as does this point of land and the lagoon.”
“And the townspeople?” William asked. “Do they also abide by this agreement?”
Malina’s smile held a glint of mischief. “They do not come here. They are too afraid of the ghosts.”
Freddie drew in a breath through her nose and stiffened in the act of reaching for another cake. She had seen the ghosts the moment they had moored. The Chemakum did not look like the people on Yerba Buena Island off the Barbary Coast, however. The latter went quietly about their business as though they were not aware of the passage of centuries. These were very much in the present. It had taken every ounce of strength she had to put on a brave face and not run like the wind for the safety of the conveyance.
“Do not be afraid,” Malina said to her, handing her the cake. “We have offered you hospitality. The Chemakum who live here will not harm you.”
“So the longhouses are not occupied ... by the living?” Freddie sipped a soothing and delicious cup of tea from a mug made of some creature’s horn.
“No. However, as our guests, the living may stay there. My village keeps them in good repair, and we use them to store food, wood, and supplies for winter.” Malina’s gaze had not left Freddie, who was clasping her mug for warmth. “You see them,” she said gently. “It is a gift they give you. You and I, we are favored by the old ones.”
“Are we?” Freddie whispered. Favored was not how she would have put it.
Jissika, who was about nine, laid a hand on Freddie’s knee. “Mummy and I can see them, too,” she said. “The children play with us. You mustn’t be afraid. The Chemakum are our friends.”
Tears welled in Freddie’s eyes at the child’s innocent kindness. “Perhaps you can teach me not to be afraid. I have seen the others all my life, and have always been terrified.”
Malina nodded in sympathy. “Many need too much, and can be frightening. But you will find no such trouble here. I will warn you, though, that they do take a certain delight in frightening the townspeople. Do not take it personally.”
“Dear me,” Daisy said, clearly undecided whether or not to smile or brace herself. “So that is why the village has not been built over with warehouses and saloons.”
“But you must tell us of Alice, and how you came to be here,” Frederick said. “And you must eat with us at sunset.”
“We would be honored,” William said. “Is it all right if we moor the conveyance where it is?”
“I would bring it in closer,” Chalmers said. “The longhouse next to this ship will accommodate all of you with room to spare.”
“Oh ...” Freddie began. Sleeping all four in any shelter that came to hand was all right when one was in the wilderness, but they were in full view of anyone in the town who cared to stroll to the edge of the cliff above, or look out of a saloon window below.
“Davey and I will sleep aboard,” William said, seeing her dismay.
“We would be grateful to accept your offer,” Daisy told their hosts. “Perhaps we can tell you our story at dinner. Our father languishes in gaol and I am quite anxious to see him.” She lifted her hands helplessly. “I would like to take him food, but we haven’t so much as an apple to our names.”
“Take some of this,” Kirima said, waving at the table. “There’s lots.”
“We will pack a box, and you must finish your lunch,” Malina said, rising. “Why is your father in gaol?”
“He is accused of murdering the judge who presided over the court here,” Daisy said as the two older girls, Amka and Alasie, rose with their mother.
“Not Hanging Judge Bonnell?” The ocular device widened its aperture over Frederick’s eye socket.
Daisy nodded toward the cliff. “The judge either fell or was pushed from the cliff there, where his house is, after his daughter’s wedding Friday. When his body washed up, Papa dragged him from the water. They are saying he killed him, but Freddie and I saw him ourselves, and of course he did not. The judge was killed hours before.”
“It is politics, not justice,” William said. “So that the good people uptown may feel safe that a murderer is in gaol. Meanwhile, the real perpetrator is strolling about free.”
“Which is why we are going to find him,” Freddie said. “We have just been booted from the judge’s home, where we were his guests, so we are very grateful to you for taking us in.” She glanced about the strange vessel. “We are grateful to all of the Chemakum village,” she said in a slightly louder tone that might reach the ghosts who were no doubt listening.
Malina turned from the steam apparatus at the far end, which seemed to combine a boiler, a stove, and an engine all in one. White rafters curved over their heads, covered in the silvery material that formed the fuselage.
“Did you dig the pits in which these vessels rest?” Freddie asked. “How extraordinary.”
“My ancestors did,” Malina said, handing Daisy a neatly packed box about twelve by twelve inches, with a carved lid. “Each of the goddess whales fits into a pit, keeping us warm and snug through the winter. The storms here can be severe—but not as severe as they are in the north.”
“I imagine not,” Daisy said. “But ... goddess whales? I believe Alice—I beg her pardon, Lady Hollys—must have left out quite a lot in our conversations over dinner.”
Mr. Chalmers’s attention was riveted to the sound of his daughter’s name. “I’m sorry—Lady whom?”
“Oh, goodness,” Daisy said. “How remiss we have been! That is her name now. Your daughter married a baronet, Captain Sir Ian Hollys, sometime earlier this year.”
Mr. Chalmers sat back in his chair as though someone had pushed him. “A baronet. Our Alice? You don’t say.”
“He is cousin to Earl Dunsmuir, and captains Alice’s ship, Swan, with her,” Freddie said. “They were just to her mother’s wedding this summer, in Edmonton. We sailed with them as part of that voyage.”
“Wedding!” Here, evidently, was a fresh surprise. “Nellie Benton got married? We will be storytelling until late in the night, I can see. By supper I will have recovered from this news. But for now, you have your errand, which is much more important. Do you know where the gaol is? They built it in town—too many miscreants to march all the way over to the fort.”
“We saw the flag when we passed over,” William told him.
“Give my regards to Corporal Kent if you see him.”
“Corporal Kent,” Freddie repeated, leaving off her fascinated examination of the vessel with a jolt. “Are you acquainted with him?”
“We have had a number of dealings of mutual interest,” Chalmers said. “But that, too, is a tale for another fire.”
Freddie could not help but wonder what dealings Alice’s nomadic father might have with a representative of Her Majesty’s policing force. And whether they might have made a mistake in accepting his friendship so precipitously.
1:30 p.m.
To Daisy’s surprise, they were not only permitted to visit Papa in his cell, they were allowed to take in the box of food after it had been thoroughly inspected.
“This must be Corporal Kent’s doing,” Freddie murmured as they were escorted down a corridor and into the basement of the building.
Daisy would have replied, but she recognized the woman being escorted toward them.
“What are you in for?” Venetia Verney asked cheerfully as she approached. “I’m just on my way out.”
“We’re visiting someone,” Daisy said. “I hope your stay was not long?”
But the girl only laughed. “With the judge dead, there’s no one to pronounce sentence, and they can’t keep me longer. Too-roo.” With a wave, she passed them with such a stride the gaoler escorting her upstairs was hard put to keep up.
“I don’t suppose Papa will be so lucky,” Daisy had time to say before their escort stopped outside a cell.
Papa got to his feet as the door was unlocked.
“Girls only,” the gaoler said to William, as she and Freddie ran into their father’s arms.
“Oh, Papa,” Freddie said, and burst into tears. He hugged both of them close, and it was a lucky thing Daisy had thought to put another handkerchief in her reticule, for Papa still had none. At least he had been permitted to keep his greatcoat, which was on the cot doing double duty as a blanket.
Papa mopped his face and gestured for them to sit. “Not before I tell you our news, Papa.” Daisy crossed to the bars against which William was pressed, and took his hand. “You remember William Barnicott, from the beach?”
“I do,” her father said. “Is this your young man, Daisy?”
“Her fiancé,” William said, shaking the older man’s hand through the bars. The gaoler, leaning against the wall, came to attention, but when nothing appeared to have been passed between them, he relaxed into boredom once more.
“I hope that is acceptable to you, sir?” William went on. “I love your daughter dearly, and we have been through many a storm together. I would have asked your permission first, but—”
“But I shamelessly forced his hand,” Daisy said fondly.
“This makes me so happy.” Papa took both their hands in his. “I trust my daughter’s choice. I will waste no time in giving you both my blessing, and in wishing you every happiness.”
“And when we get you out of here,” Daisy said, “you will walk me down the first aisle that comes to hand.”
Papa nodded. “I will hold to the one, and you to the other. But how? Nothing I say to these people has any effect.”
“Leave that to us, Papa,” Freddie said. “We are appealing to the powers that be, and making our own inquiries, which we hope will soon bear fruit.”
Daisy glanced at the gaoler, but he was examining his filthy nails. “Papa, we have brought food for you. Are they treating you well?” She handed the box to him.
He waved them to his bunk, and out of respect for his wishes, Daisy pulled Freddie down beside her, though all she wanted to do was pace back and forth.
“Yes, they treat me better than the Californios did in the water meadows, at least. What dark days those were. And I have heard nothing of the friends I met there. They could all be dead, for all I know.”
Here at least Daisy could set his mind at rest—about Barnaby Hayes, and Evan Douglas, and the Viceroy’s half-sister. “If it hadn’t been for Sir Ian and Lady Hollys,” she said at the end of her tale, “we would never have known what direction to take to begin our search for you. And do you know, just this afternoon we met Alice’s father.”
Freddie laid a hand on Daisy’s, and she stopped abruptly at her sister’s shake of the head. Clearly Freddie knew something she did not.
“But you must tell us of your journey, Papa,” she said instead.
“Forgive me, dearest child, but it has not been a pleasant one. I have been hungry, and lost, and hopeless, and those things do not a tale of adventure make.”
“But you are remembering more and more,” Freddie said. “You remembered our names, there on the beach. That was more than we had ever hoped for.”
He nodded. “They came back to me in Santa Fe, when I found your friend Anneliese.”
“She was such a great help to us,” Daisy said. “She is married now, very happily indeed.”
“Is she?” A smile flickered on his face. “So she will not be returning with us to Edinburgh, then.”
“Edinburgh,” Daisy repeated blankly.
“Yes, I assume your mother must still be there, in our house? Are you in regular correspondence with her?”
Oh, heaven help us. She exchanged an agonized glance with Freddie, and they both rose. The moment could not be put off any longer.
“Papa,” Daisy said, “I am very sorry to tell you that after the ambush when you were beaten and lost your memory, and were kidnapped by the Californios, Mama returned with us to England.”
“England? Not our home?”
“No. After months fruitlessly searching, she was so reduced in circumstances that we made our home with Aunt Jane and Uncle Edward.”
“She became ill that winter,” Freddie said, “and passed away just after Christmas.”
He stared at them, like a soldier who has been stricken a mortal blow.
“Oh, Papa, we are so sorry to have to add this burden to the ones you already carry,” Daisy said, tears welling again in her eyes. They had had time to come to terms with their mother’s death, but still, to speak of it to him for the first time was like hearing the dreadful news over again. Except she could only hope that their delivery of it was kinder than Aunt Jane’s had been that grim morning.
He stood motionless. “My Justine—she is dead?”
Mutely, Daisy nodded.
“Oh, why could I not have died, too?” he demanded of the low ceiling in the hollow tones of grief. And then he folded onto his cot, his face in his hands, and wept. They seated themselves one on either side and wept with him—for all they had lost, and the desperate journeys that had brought them together.
At least they had that.
“We are together, Papa,” Daisy whispered. “We are a family, and William and Davey will be part of our family, too. There is hope. You must not lose sight of that.”
His head was bowed, but she thought she saw him nod. He gripped their hands as though he was afraid that if he let go, he would lose them, too. “Promise me,” he said hoarsely. “Promise me that this will be so.”
“I promise,” she and Freddie said together.
“I promise,” came William’s soft tenor voice from outside the bars.
And then the gaoler seemed to realize they had been in there long enough, and they were escorted out of the cell. The clang of the bars and clash of his keys seemed to ring in Daisy’s head all the way back down the corridor and up the stairs into the daylight.
“I cannot bear it,” Freddie said hoarsely once they were outside, and leaning against the sturdy brick wall of the detachment building. The Union Jack snapped and waved on the flagpole, and seagulls lined the false front of one of the saloons across the dirt street, gazing down at them like patrons in the gallery at the opera, without sympathy for their performance.
“Nor can I.” Daisy leaned on the warm wall next to her, grateful for the strength in William’s shoulder and his unsmiling presence that warned away unwelcome intrusion from the sailors and desert flowers reeling and parading down the boardwalks. “But I fear we must bear it, for Papa’s sake.”
“Let us go back to the village,” William suggested. “We have borne enough for one day.”
“Not quite enough,” Freddie said.
“No,” Daisy agreed wearily. “I must call upon Mrs. Willamette yet.”
“There is an unwelcome prospect,” Freddie said. “Must it be today?”
“I would say no, except that word travels so quickly here,” Daisy explained. “I still have the smallest hope that she might not have heard of our departure from the Bonnell home. If she has not, she will receive me and I can bring our conversation around to when she and her family departed the wedding celebrations. Then at least we may cross one person off our very short list of possible murderers.”
Freddie gave a sympathetic sigh and straightened. “For my part, I shall send Davey up to have a conversation with the Bonnell cook. I would still like to know the circumstances of Cynthia Verney’s death. She must be related to Venetia—two such fanciful names must have come from the same mother. I wish we had been able to ask her.”
Privately, Daisy wondered at her tenacity, since to her mind, the death of a maid sometime in the past had no connection with the present calamity. But if it would take Freddie’s mind off Papa and what they had just endured, she would encourage it.
“An excellent plan,” she said. “And at least he may be certain to get something to eat out of it.”
They parted at the clockwork funicular, Daisy and Freddie boarding the carriage and William returning to the village to send Davey up to the Bonnell house.
Thank heavens for William, she thought as the carriage clanked and puffed its way up the side of the cliff that divided the unacceptable from the acceptable. Whatever would they have done if he had not been attempting to sell his cures to the doctor that day in Georgetown?
It was quite likely that they both would have been dead by now.





CHAPTER 10
MONDAY, 3:10 P.M.
Davey’s errand, alas, was doomed to disappointment—or at least, doomed by loyalty to the Bonnell family.
“Cook didn’t even offer me so much as a biscuit,” Davey complained when he returned to the meeting point at the top of the funicular. “She said that if Mrs. Linwood said we weren’t to be received, then that meant me, too.”
How could anyone be so cruel to a child? Freddie wondered. “Did you even get a chance to ask about the maid?”
“I tried,” Davey said. He was usually so successful in his skulking about stage doors and servants’ entrances on their behalf, gathering information and gossip, that it clearly offended him to come back empty-handed. “I asked her, but she just cinched up her mouth like it had a bad taste in it, and shut the door in my face.”
Freddie gave him a squeeze as they boarded the carriage together. “Never mind, Davey. We shall simply have to think of another way to find out that doesn’t include hunting down the young lady’s sister.”
“Why not?” Davey stood at the broad viewing port at the back, which at the moment hung out into space as the carriage clanked its way down. “Seems the most sensible person to talk to, innit?”
“It does, but going into saloons and flower houses to find her could be a bit hazardous.”
“Not to me.” He gazed at her. “I’d get a better reception at a flower house than up there, I bet.” He jerked his chin in the direction from which they’d just come.
Freddie considered him, this resourceful young man. Who, she noticed suddenly, seemed to be growing out of his britches at a rapid rate. They must do something about that before they left town, at least. “I feel terrible, sending you to scout flower houses when any other boy your age ought to be in school.”
“I tried school,” he said with a shrug. “It were interesting and all, but I like helping you and Daisy and learning about herbs and cures from Will.”
Clearly her guilty conscience was wasted upon the lad. She turned to consider the view. “All right, then, let us put aside our scruples and turn our minds to this present problem. We must find Venetia Verney. What is the most efficient way to do that?”
“Simple,” said the former errand boy, who had once slept beside the steam boiler under a grand hotel which lay next to an even grander opera house in Georgetown. “The lady was wearing a cancan skirt when we saw her in the courthouse. Odds are she’s a dancer, and how many of the saloons and honkytonks are fancy enough for a Paree revoo?”
“Not many?” Freddie hazarded, attempting to translate this bit of hyperbole. Paris revue?
“Prob’ly not. Won’t take me long to find out. You wait here at the bottom like you’re expecting an escort. Too dangerous there by the fountain, I think.”
As usual, he was perfectly right. Freddie took up a position close to the turnstile and pretended to gaze about her as though her young man might turn up at any moment. She was looking up at the series of gears and wondering whether an impatient expression might be too much when someone called her name from below.
She turned in time to see Stephen Bonnell taking the steps two at a time until he drew even with her. “Hullo,” he said. “This is an unexpected pleasure. What a treat you look.”
How frivolous he sounded, after all that had happened. “I have been to visit my father in gaol,” she said coolly, twitching her slate-blue skirts out of his way. The matching jacket boasted cream velvet trim and the blouse frothed at the throat in a way that she had thought most becoming when she’d bought it. “I thought this suitable since black would be tempting fate.”
The friendly smile slid from his face. “I heard. I’m dreadfully sorry about all this, Freddie.”
“Miss Linden, if you please.”
“Don’t be like that.” He tried to take her hand, but she turned to the iron railing and placed both upon it, one on top of the other. Instead of understanding that he had just received the cut direct, he moved to the step below and leaned on the railing, too, his hands dangling. Unfortunately, this now brought their eyes almost to the same level.
He turned to face her. “My sister is hysterical with grief. She was Dad’s favorite, you know, and she cannot bring herself to believe he is actually gone. I shudder to think what a spectacle she will make of herself at the funeral on Wednesday. I have visions of her throwing herself upon the casket. The horror of it sickens me.”
“Indeed. Imagine our feelings, then, to have our father tossed in gaol for the crime,” she said with frigid calm. “Especially when it is clear to a goose that he was killed at twenty past three by a party unknown or by sheer mischance, not on the beach by a man who had just stepped off the steamer and had never seen him in his life before.”
“I have imagined your feelings,” he said. “It keeps me awake at night.”
“How sorry I am that our misfortunes are disturbing your rest.”
“Freddie, please.” Honest pain tinged his words, and it flicked Freddie where she hurt the most.
“Please what?” she snapped, rounding on him. “Your sister threw us out when all we want to do is find the one who really did kill your father.”
“Perhaps no one did. Why does no one consider that he may simply have fallen?”
“We have considered it. The man who worked in that garden knew every inch of it. He would no more fall off that cliff in the dark than put my father in gaol. He had more intelligence than that.”
She would not cry. Not in front of a boy who had spent the entire time dead drunk in a saloon, useless to anyone. “When did you finally go home?” she inquired once she had mastered herself. “How clever of you to miss the whole thing. Less to keep you up at night.”
He flinched. “You are determined to despise me, aren’t you? Well, join the club. Edward, when he has two seconds to spare me a thought, just shakes his head as though I’m a recalcitrant child. And Rose ...” But apparently Rose was beyond discussion. “I’m glad she has Walter,” he said at last. “He’ll prevail in the end, but in the meanwhile, I’d rather be downtown, where people can still laugh and where no one offers me bloody condolences.” He seemed to take a grip on his own emotions. “In answer to your question, I came back—sober, I might add—after you and Miss Linden had left. If it makes any difference, it was quite against Edward’s will that you were made to go.”
“He might have spoken up,” she said. “He is, after all, the head of the family now.”
“He is, poor sod. May I ask where you are staying? At the hotel? May I escort you back?”
“You may not. Our reputation preceded us. The hotel declined to give us a room, and your neighbor asked us to leave.”
“Then where—”
“We are staying with friends of friends,” she said, lifting her chin. “And are quite comfortable, so you need have no more worries on our account.”
He gazed at her. “You are never going to forgive us, are you?”
“Once Papa is freed, it is not likely we will ever meet again, so my forgiveness is neither here nor there.”
“It is to me. Freddie, you must know how I feel about—”
“Stephen,” called a feminine voice from below. “Trust you to try and make me jealous with the prettiest young lady in town.”
Freddie turned, expecting one of the Willamette sisters, and found Davey climbing the steps with Venetia Verney. Her ruffled skirts made a cheerful melee about her flawless legs, and her corset today was a brown so rich it was almost burgundy, and lined in gold braid. One of Davey’s hands clasped hers as though they were the best of friends, while in the other he held a cone of some kind, and was consuming a chocolate ice nestled within it with the greatest pleasure.
“Hullo, Venetia,” Stephen said, apparently completely unembarrassed by being accosted by an opera dancer in full view of the entire town. “Found the way to a man’s heart with your usual unerring accuracy, I see.”
“The poor child was ravenous and I had a coin or two about me. Hullo,” she said to Freddie. “Didn’t I just see you in the clink? We must stop meeting like this.”
Freddie smiled and held out one gloved hand. “Frederica Linden. And you are Venetia Verney.”
Venetia shook it, taking in Freddie’s walking costume with pleasure. “That blue suits you exactly. Well done.” She pushed up the bit of gold braid that formed the strap of her corset, which insisted on falling down, leaving one creamy shoulder bare. “Our young friend here tells me you wish to speak to me. Or is it you, Stephen, employing these devious means to get my attention?”
“Me and a hundred others.” He lifted her hand and kissed it, grinning as though they were the best of friends. “I’m just here by chance, trying to apologize to Miss Linden for my appalling family.”
“You do enough of that,” she told him. “Even when no one asks you to.”
Davey gulped the last of the chocolate ice and crunched into the cone, which appeared to be made of something similar to a vanilla wafer. “I told her you’d pay her back for the ice, Freddie. And that there might be something in it for her if she’d come with me.”
“That was rash,” Stephen observed.
“No one is asking for your editorial remarks,” Venetia told him. She eyed Freddie. “Davey tells me you’re interested in my sister. But I can’t for the life of me figure out why.”
Freddie glanced about. People pushed past them to board the funicular, which was building up the head of steam necessary for its next departure. “Is there somewhere less public where we might go?”
Venetia raised a perfectly shaped eyebrow. “Ashamed to be seen with the likes of me after summoning me away from rehearsal?”
Freddie shook her head. “I have no reputation left to lose, being the daughter of an accused murderer and no longer received by anyone uptown.”
“I like you better and better,” Venetia said. “Well, there’s a tea shop just at the base of the stairs here, where the less than perfect can have a bit of tea and cake in peace. Stephen will buy us whatever we like, won’t you, darling?”
Freddie protested, “Oh, no, I think Mr. Bonnell would—”
“—love to buy you anything on the menu. After you, ladies.”
Five minutes later, they were seated in the tea shop with a large pot of tea, anticipating the arrival of a selection of delectable looking cakes and pastries.
“Now then.” Venetia cradled her china cup and gazed at Freddie. “What’s your interest in Cynthia?”
“I’m not sure I have an interest,” Freddie confessed. “It’s more a feeling. An intuition.”
“I’m no stranger to those myself. Saved my own life once. Didn’t like a patron’s eyes and didn’t go with him.” She looked away. “Someone else did.”
Freddie swallowed a gulp of tea. “Did your mother name the two of you?”
Venetia looked a little surprised at the change in topic. “How did you guess? My family is originally from uptown, you see.”
“You never told me that,” Stephen said in surprise.
“You never asked, you great selfish galoot,” she said. “When my father died a few years back, my mother found out he’d mortgaged the house and property to buy stock in what they called the Arabian Bubble.”
“Oh, no,” Freddie breathed. “How could he be so foolish?”
“Many were, believing the combustion engine would eclipse steam and they’d make their fortunes,” Stephen said. “Most people lost their shirts. It was a terrible scandal. People killed themselves in the House of Lords.”
“Dad lost his shirt,” Venetia said sadly. “He and Mum died that winter, supposedly of influenza, but I think it was loss of hope. They’d been cast out of all good society. No one was very surprised when Cynthia had to go into service and I took the skills I’d learned at Miss Hopeton’s School of Fine Arts and became a singer and dancer.”
“The best Port Townsend may boast,” Stephen put in.
“Flatterer. You still have to pay for tea.”
“So Cynthia was in service at the Bonnell house?” Freddie said, bringing them back to the subject before they actually began flirting in earnest, right in front of her.
“It wasn’t the Bonnell house then, of course,” Venetia said. “The family was Smythe, some government chap I think, and when they departed for fairer prospects in Victoria, the house stood empty for a month or two. Cynthia and the groundskeepers stayed on to keep it swept and aired, and ready for the next family the Lieutenant-Governor saw fit to offer it to.”
“When was this?”
Venetia counted back in her head. “August?”
“Of this year?” Freddie said in surprise. “Your sister died only two months ago?”
“Yes.” The cakes came, and Venetia chose one. Freddie was so astonished that Davey had downed a cream-filled pastry and taken a second before she even noticed.
“Yes, a few weeks before you lot moved in.” She nodded at Stephen and offered the plate to Freddie.
She took a cream puff and ate it, but her mind was in such a whirl that she barely tasted it. “How did she die?”
“Blunt, aren’t you?” Venetia closed her eyes in appreciation of the first in a collection of chocolate petits fours.
“I beg your pardon, but I didn’t realize it was so recently. Oh dear, I feel dreadful. Please accept my condolences for your loss.”
“Accepted,” Venetia said. “How could you have known? But to answer your question, she lost her footing cleaning the windows on that monstrosity, and fell three floors. To a brick courtyard. The groundskeeper who found her some time later said that even if he’d got there immediately, there was no saving her.” Venetia pushed away the last petit four and swiped at her wet cheek with the blade of her hand. “Sorry. Sometimes it just hits, you know? That I’m the last one left of my family, and yet, a year ago Christmas we were all together.”
Davey covered her hand with his sticky one. “Me too,” he said. “Mum died year before last, and now it’s just me. Lucky for me I have Will and Daisy and Freddie and Lin and lots of other friends. I ent alone, and you ent either, if you’ve got friends.”
She tilted her head and considered him. “For someone so young, you are a very smart man, Davey Fletcher.”
He beamed at her, then withdrew his hand. “Can I have that?” he said, eyeing the last petit four.
Venetia put it on his plate and returned her attention to Freddie. “How does your intuition feel now?”
“Winded,” Freddie said, frowning into her teacup, which caused Stephen to rouse himself to pour her a fresh cup. “I can’t make it out. What connection your sister would have had with the judge.”
“None that I know of, other than she would have worked for him had she lived. As the only upstairs maid, she was looking forward to having a young lady to look after, though she never got the chance.” Venetia sighed. “I only hope that she’s somewhere out there, counting the stars in all the constellations.”
“Stars?” Freddie repeated. “Did she enjoy astronomy?”
“Oh, yes. She used to ditch her arithmetic to read star maps.”
“Dad did, too,” Stephen said, gazing at something in his memory. “Not ditch arithmetic, but pore over star maps. In Reno, the house has a widow’s walk. Why, I don’t know, since the ocean is hundreds of miles away, but he installed a telescope up there for us boys. Said the dry air would bring the stars so close we could practically touch them.”
“That’s what Cynthia would say on a clear night,” Venetia said softly. “She would climb up on the roof from our room at home and sit up there next to the warm chimney, picking out the constellations and marking them in a notebook. When I heard she’d fallen from a roof, cleaning, it just seemed so like her.”
“I’m so very sorry you’ve lost her,” Freddie said. “One of my greatest fears is that I might lose my sister. She is my best friend.”
“When it happens, there is nothing you can do to stop it,” Venetia said sadly. “I learned too late that I should have treated my sister as though each day were the last I’d have with her. I took her for granted, and now I can never tell her how much I loved her. I thought of her as my best friend, too.”
Freddie gazed at her with sympathy. “I’m sure she knows. Somewhere out there, as you say, she knows.”
And if there was one thing she would do before she left Port Townsend with her family, it would be to get into that monstrosity of a house, make her way up to the room facing the sea, and make certain that the ghost of Cynthia Verney truly did know.





CHAPTER 11
MONDAY, 2:35 P.M.
A s she was ushered into a front parlor with a fine view of everything passing on the street, Daisy had a moment to be thankful she had dressed soberly to see Papa, yet with a certain richness in matters of lace and fabric. Mrs. Willamette, receiving in black silk with her three eldest daughters, eyed her up and down and evidently found satisfaction in the fact that her own girls were dressed to the teeth in the latest fashions despite the fact that they had to be the grey and lavender of mourning. However, this was mitigated somewhat by the ruby on Daisy’s finger, which elevated her status in a way her girls could not hope to reach.
On a spindle-legged table in solitary splendor was a daguerreotype of a young man in a silver frame. A black scarf draped it. The only son, who had killed a desert flower and thus prevented his sisters from dressing in the colors to which they were no doubt accustomed.
“Miss Linden,” their mother said graciously, pulling the bell rope for tea, “may we offer you our felicitations on your engagement. I hope you and your young man will be very happy.”
“You are too kind,” Daisy said, seating herself opposite the sofa, which she observed was becoming a little worn on the corners. A square or two on the wallpaper told her that the lady’s desire to see her daughters suitably married was not simply pride, but possibly held a touch of desperation. Their home was pleasant but thankfully not as opulent as the Bonnell home, and contained only a fraction of the ferns, pictures, and curiosities of the latter. One could, at least, breathe in this house.
The eldest shared with her what was euphemistically called a love seat. “May I see your ring, Miss Linden?” she asked shyly. Daisy offered her hand, and the other girls leaned over the back of the seat to coo with appreciation. “When is the happy day?”
As soon as may be after Papa is released from gaol.
They clearly had not heard the news yet, either of the judge’s death or of her father’s incarceration, and Daisy must complete her business here before they did. “We have not yet decided,” she said at last. “Mr. Barnicott’s family is in Boston, so there is also the location to be thought of. But all in good time.”
Tea came, and Daisy was grateful for it after the rigors of the day. Could it be only this morning she had awakened in the large guest room with Freddie and Elizabeth, innocent of the horrors yet to come?
Mrs. Willamette gestured for the eldest girl, Maylene, to pour. After several sips from her delicate porcelain cup, Daisy was ready to dispense with discussions of whether it might rain.
“I am so glad the Bonnells had fine weather for Rose’s wedding,” she said. “I understand that here one may not count on its being fine from one day to the next.”
“That is so,” Maylene said after a glance at her mother. She rested her cup and saucer on a knee swathed in pink silk. “Mr. and Mrs. Linwood were very lucky. Our gardener says we will have rain before sunrise tomorrow.”
Mrs. Willamette cleared her throat. “I am sure Miss Linden is not interested in the prognostications of our gardener, dear.”
“On the contrary,” Daisy smiled at the girl, whose blush rivaled the color of her dress. “I now know that I must carry an umbrella with me tomorrow when I go out. Did you enjoy the reception ball, Miss Willamette?”
“I did.” The girl lifted her head at Daisy’s interest. “My two sisters and I were asked to dance. The younger, of course, did not attend.”
“Did you find the gentlemen amiable?” She allowed the girls to chatter about their partners, and was delighted when Stephen Bonnell’s name came up. “He is quite the musician, is Mr. Stephen.”
“I hear your sister sang beautifully,” one of the younger girls sighed. “How I would have loved to hear them together.”
“Did you not hear them in the drawing room?” Daisy said, making it up on the spot. “Around one o’clock? Or was it two? Goodness, it might even have been three. I am afraid I quite lost track of the time.” She laughed at her own fictional foolishness and hoped it sounded sincere.
“At two o’clock in the morning?” Mrs. Willamette’s eyebrows rose nearly into her curled fringe. “Certainly not. My girls were home and in their beds by one, like respectable young ladies.” She paused. “Yourself and your sister excluded, of course. I suppose that the Viceroy of the Royal Kingdom of Spain and the Californias, to say nothing of Lord and Lady Dunsmuir, keep very cosmopolitan hours.”
“Indeed they do,” Daisy said, on firmer ground. “In the Royal Kingdom, balls tend to go on all night. A supper is served at dawn that seems to reinvigorate everyone, the musicians give way to others, and the dancing begins all over again.”
The younger girls exchanged glances of sheer delight while their mother rolled her eyes. “Shocking.”
“So,” Daisy said, just to make certain, “you would not have been still in the company by three or so this morning, ma’am?”
“I have already said so,” Mrs. Willamette huffed.
“I would have stayed later, had I been permitted,” Maylene said softly. “I should love to have heard Mr. Stephen accompanying Miss Frederica. He is such a fine talent.”
“Sometimes he plays in church,” one of the other girls offered.
Daisy blinked at her. “Stephen Bonnell? Plays the piano in church?”
“No, the organ.”
“Are we speaking of the same Stephen Bonnell?” She could hardly believe it.
“It was only the once, Angela,” her mother said. “When the bishop came to visit and our regular organist was ill. And yes, it was the same Stephen Bonnell. Evidently he does not spend all his time in—” She cut herself off.
But Daisy had achieved her objective and did not want to stay for whatever gossip the lady would permit herself to share in front of her children. However, there was one more piece of information she might glean.
“Are you acquainted with Mr. Royston Greene, ma’am?” she asked with an air of assisting her hostess with a change of subject. “I believe he was at the reception ball also.”
“Are we acquainted?” Mrs. Willamette said, straightening and offering Daisy a plate of cake. Daisy had the distinct feeling she was being rewarded for bringing up such a happy idea. “Indeed yes. Our Maylene has quite captured the gentleman’s eye.”
Maylene and Elizabeth and who else? The man had cut a swath through the available partners, from all accounts.
“I did not capture his eye, Mama,” poor Maylene said, blushing an even deeper shade. “It was only one dance, and that a country dance. One can never talk quite as readily unless the figures conspire to allow it.”
“Too true,” Daisy agreed. “Is he an agreeable man?”
Into Maylene’s hesitation her mother charged. “Of course. He is well established here in Port Townsend and has a healthy law practice. I suspect that he will go far. All he needs is a wife who will make a fine hostess for that lovely house up the hill, and who knows how to support a man in his ambitions. Is that not true, dear?”
“Yes, Mama,” Maylene whispered. “Mr. Stephen Bonnell was also kind enough to partner me in—”
“I will hear no more of that frivolous razzle,” her mother said crushingly. “Not when a gentleman like Royston Greene has noticed you.”
“Do you know, I had thought of calling upon Mr. Greene this very afternoon,” said Daisy, taking pity on the girl and distracting her mother with a smile. She placed her empty cup and saucer on the side table and rose with every appearance of regret. “In his professional capacity, of course. Would you be so kind as to direct me to his offices?”
“I shall do better than that,” her hostess said briskly. “Maylene, fetch your hat. The one with the roses on it. You will walk Miss Linden down to Mr. Greene’s offices and make her known to him as a particular friend of yours.”
“But Mama—”
“The hat with the roses, girl. Quickly now. Miss Linden does not have all day to wait on you.”
Daisy marveled at the ease of her departure. It was positively exhilarating, the speed with which she was whisked from the house and set on her way to the barrister’s offices.
“Miss Linden, I do apologize for my mother’s thrusting me upon you in this manner,” Maylene said miserably once they were out on the boardwalk.
“There is no need to apologize.” Daisy took her arm companionably, as though they had been friends for years. “I am delighted with my company. Tell me, if you were not being aimed like a pigeon at this gentleman, what would you do with your life?”
She could feel the girl’s body stiffen with the affront she thought she ought to feel. Then the relief of speaking the truth overcame her mother’s upbringing. “How very blunt you are. It is almost like talking to Rose Bonnell. Linwood, I mean.”
Goodness, I hope not. “If you really care for Royston Greene, I will apologize at once.”
“And be Maylene Greene for the rest of my life?” she asked with a rhetorical sigh. “Mama cares that I should care. But he is ancient and all he cares about is getting ahead. In that he and Mama share a similar interest. No, it is—”
“Stephen Bonnell, of course,” Daisy said. “You really ought to hide it better.”
“I am attempting to do so,” Maylene said. “Heroically attempting it, in fact.”
Daisy took pity on her and reverted to the previous subject. “When you say all that Mr. Greene cares about is getting ahead, what do you mean? Does he take advantage of people?”
Maylene shook her head, the feathers erupting out of the rose-encrusted pinwheel hat bobbing gently with the motion. “He is never cruel, or even unkind. Mama would deny it to her last breath, but I read the newspapers. I see that people die having entrusted their property to him, and somehow he always comes to own at least a share of it. He is a very wealthy man. Mama is determined to have him for a son-in-law, some way or another.”
“I understand he was passed over for the position of judge when Wilson Bonnell was appointed,” Daisy mused, as though the recollection had just come to mind.
“I am glad he was,” Maylene said. “I would never say he was dishonest, because he is an upstanding member of the church. He practically financed the new stained-glass window singlehanded. But from what I have observed, that position would offer far too much temptation for a man such as he. I am very glad Judge Bonnell sits on the bench here. He is like a rock. Nothing gets past him, if what the papers say is true.”
Daisy could only imagine her feelings when the news finally reached them. “You have not answered my question, my dear.”
“What I should do if I were not Maylene Willamette?”
“What you might do because you are.”
“I suppose I must be brief. Our destination is that gray building on the corner.” Maylene tipped her head back to take in the breadth of the sky. As the gardener had predicted, a small pile of clouds had appeared on the horizon. “If I were not meant to marry well and save the family fortunes, I would ... oh, bother. There is no point in confessing it. It will never happen.”
“What?” Daisy asked.
“I would start a magazine, or a paper, just for women. Women who think, and travel, and need recipes for something to—to stop dysentery instead of to make tea cakes.”
Daisy stopped in the middle of the boardwalk. “Would you really? How marvelous.”
Maylene nodded, blushing again. “You do not think me foolish?”
“Why should I? You seem much better informed than anyone I have spoken to here, Rose Bonnell included. Have you spoken to Elizabeth Selkirk?”
Fair eyebrows drew together in a frown. “I know who she is, but we have not spoken other than to say good day at church.”
“She writes for the papers. The Bodie Barker, the Port Townsend Leader, and I don’t know how many others. For all I know, she could write those lurid and fascinating Tales of a Medicine Man. If she knew of your interest, I am certain she would at least be able to advise you, if this is truly your ambition.”
“But why would she care?” The corners of her lips turned down, trembling. “If she is like the other young ladies uptown, she secretly despises me for allowing myself to be treated like ... what you said. Aimed like a pigeon, regardless of my feelings.”
“Nonsense,” Daisy said. “Elizabeth is a sensible, resourceful person who has had her own trials evading unwelcome matrimony. I urge you to call upon her. The two of you might surprise yourselves. I know you have surprised me in the very best of ways.”
“How kind you are.” Maylene’s face now held the possibility of hope, and her shoulders had straightened. “But now we must turn to your errand. Come, I will introduce you and then make my escape. Perhaps I will even call upon Miss Selkirk and allow Mama to believe I have been with you the whole time.”
3:20 p.m.
Daisy and Maylene mounted the steps and found themselves in an airy anteroom with polished floors and a huge potted fern near the window. Mr. Greene was shaking hands with a very well-dressed gentleman, who turned as they came in.
Maylene drew in a breath and dipped a respectful curtsey. Daisy did likewise. “Sir Aloysius,” she said. “Good afternoon.”
“Good day, ladies,” the gentleman said cheerfully, tipping his glossy top hat, and departed.
Daisy wondered what business the superintendent of the RCAP could have with the barrister. Precedence demanded that the latter should call upon him, not the other way round. How very odd.
“Why, Miss Willamette,” Greene said with a smile. “You are fortunate to find me just back from lunch with my respected colleague. What brings you here today with your lovely companion?”
Daisy disliked fulsome compliments. The only people who considered her lovely were her family, William, and possibly—on a good day—Davey.
“Mr. Greene, may I present my friend, Miss Daisy Linden. Miss Linden, Mr. Royston Greene, whom you may have seen at the Bonnell wedding.”
He inclined his head. “Miss Linden gave me the honor of a dance upon that occasion. What may I do for you young ladies today? My next appointment is fortunately not for fifteen minutes.”
“I am afraid I have another call to make,” Maylene said, curtseying once more. “Miss Linden, I hope we see you at home again soon.”
“I look forward to it.” She offered her hand and gave the other girl’s an encouraging squeeze.
When Maylene had departed, Greene showed her into his office, which boasted a stunning view of the docks, the harbor, and the islands in the channel beyond.
“She is a dear girl,” Daisy said, seating herself and folding her hands upon her reticule with the ruby uppermost.
“I am glad you agree with my estimation,” Greene said. “So unfortunate about her family.”
“Oh?”
He busied himself clearing papers to one side of the desk. “So many girls. On the one hand, Port Townsend is overrun with young men here to make their fortunes. On the other, most of them want a bride of impeccable breeding once they amass said fortune. And young ladies of good breeding do not make themselves quite that ... approachable.”
How awful it would be if Maylene actually did involve herself with a ladies’ magazine, and her unavailability subsequently became attractive to him. “And you?” Daisy said. “Are you one of those gentlemen?”
He smiled. “Sadly, it seems I have missed my opportunity.” He glanced pointedly at her ring, by which she understood that upon the basis of one dance, he felt free to flirt with her.
Once again, she had left her Colt behind. An unfortunate oversight.
“But I am sure you did not walk here on this pleasant day to discuss my marital prospects,” he said. “What may I do for you? A marriage contract? But that would require the signature of a parent.”
Was he making a backhanded compliment? “I am of age, sir.”
“That was not what I meant, my dear. I simply made an observation—that your father is in gaol and thus unable to help you in that capacity—or any other.”
A huge gap seemed to yawn between the individual ticks of the grandfather clock in the corner. And then time resumed its normal progress.
In the interval, her mouth had gone dry. “You are well informed.”
“Only just. Sir Aloysius briefed me over lunch.”
Freddie had said that Corporal Kent had promised to delay Papa’s case as long as possible. If this were long, what did proceed
with dispatch look like? “Why should he do that? Are you to defend my father’s innocence?”
He smiled, as though she were joking and not in deadly earnest. “The superintendent and I often debate the innocence or guilt of those who come to his attention. It keeps our minds honed, like fine knives. No, my dear, it seems that I will be prosecuting, not defending, your father.”
Daisy had the distinct sensation of falling. She moved one hand to the arm of the chair, just to be sure she was not. “I don’t understand. Would the RCAP not prosecute its own cases under the Crown?”
“Oh, my, no. I appear on behalf of the Bonnell family. More properly, the judge, I suppose. I represent the victim on the Crown’s behalf.”
She did her best to absorb this without giving him the satisfaction of seeing her stagger under the blow. “But Judge Bonnell was not killed by my father, sir. According to the time on his pocket watch, his death took place about three-twenty this morning.”
“The pocket watch surrendered by your father.”
“Yes.”
“Which could have come from anyone. He might have found it in a junk shop on Marine Street.”
She looked him in the eye. “He removed it from the judge’s waistcoat when he was trying to ascertain if he had been robbed. Two longshoremen witnessed it.”
“Ah yes, robbing the corpse. Well, either way, your father does not come off the winner, does he?”
How dared he be so cavalier!
“Some might say that you yourself had a motive for pushing Judge Bonnell off the cliff behind his home at three-twenty this morning,” she said, drawing her metaphorical blade.
“I?” He touched his chest with his fingertips. “Do enlighten me, Miss Linden.”
“I am sure you’ve heard the gossip. It did not take long to reach my ears that you had been in line for the bench before Judge Bonnell was appointed to the position. And I am merely a visitor here. Imagine how common this belief must be.”
He laughed, and her fingers curled into the velvet of her reticule, where even now her sketchbook reposed with its painting of the judge’s injuries.
“It’s quite true. I was, as you say, in line. I may yet be. But you are mistaken if you think I was skulking about behind the rhododendrons, lying in wait for a man I had faced across the courtroom too many times to count. Had drinks with. Had dinner with, and in his daughter’s company, too. No, Miss Linden, you will have to look elsewhere for your villain.”
“I shall indeed, if there is someone to vouch for your whereabouts at three-twenty this morning.” She felt no qualms about beating the time into his head. It was the one fact they had been able to lay hands on. “My father, on the other hand, has any number of sailors to vouch for the fact that he was asleep in his bunk, somewhere in the straits to the north of here, at that time.”
“Has he?” He lifted the corner of a paper on his desk. “Would that be the sailors aboard the Barbara Carol?”
Did he know the whole of the scene this morning? “Yes,” she said.
“The steamer that has sailed?”
“What?” Daisy leaped to her feet and walked to the window, with its sweeping view of the harbor. With its docks and longshoremen and the empty space at the end of the longest pier, which she should have observed the moment she entered the room. “Where has it gone?”
“I’ve no idea,” he said.
“Then the harbormaster must send a pigeon and call it back,” she said, her heart thumping against her corset. “A man’s life might depend on it.”
“Perhaps. I invite you to make the request of the harbormaster, by all means. I shall be deeply interested in his reply.”
Daisy schooled herself to remain motionless. To breathe. To wait for the rush of blood in her veins to slow. “You have not answered my question, sir.”
“About my alibi? My dear girl, no young lady of good character would dream of asking a man about his whereabouts at that time of night. I fear your reputation might be compromised if your prurient curiosity about such a thing got out.”
“This is not about me. This is about you, sir.”
He sighed. “Very well. But you must promise not to tell Mrs. Willamette, or she will never let me speak to one of her daughters again. I was downtown, with the prettiest opera dancer in all of Port Townsend.”
“Her name?”
“What good will that do you, pray?”
“Her name, sir.”
“I will not offend your delicate ears by saying it aloud.”
“My ears may look after themselves. Her name, if you please.”
Once more he tipped back his head and laughed. “You are persistent, I’ll give you that. But fortunately for you and for the lady, we are not in a court of law, and I have not sworn to tell the whole truth. So I am afraid you must resign yourself to only part of it, and to my honor as a gentleman.”
“You mean to say that—”
A door closed outside in the anteroom, and someone came in. Two someones, by the sound of leather heels upon the floor.
“I mean to say that my clients have arrived, and I must bid you good day.” He bowed and indicated the door with a flourish.
She turned her back upon him and went out.
Waiting in the anteroom were two people, a man and a woman. Daisy locked eyes with Rose Bonnell Linwood. When the latter did not move, appearing to be fixed to the floor in surprise, she inclined her head with pointed politeness and crossed the anteroom with a swish of her walking skirts.
By the time she heard a woman’s raised voice within, she was already on the boardwalk and heading for the funicular.





CHAPTER 12
MONDAY, 4:50 P.M.
O utrage and urgency propelled Daisy into the funicular’s carriage, where she fumed all the way down the cliff. Once downtown, she realized that the sunshine she had enjoyed in the pleasant streets above was nearly gone, swallowed among the ramshackle saloons, disreputable hotels, and busy flower houses of the waterfront. Exhaustion swamped her, and the thought of trailing from one place of entertainment to another in search of an opera singer she could neither name nor describe was too much. Enough, in fact, to bring a person to tears.
“Smile, lovey, it improves your face value.” A sailor reeled closer, grinning as though to illustrate his own aphorism.
Next time she was definitely wearing her gun harness.
Once she’d shouldered him out of the way, she buttoned her reticule inside the jacket of her walking suit, crossed her arms over it, and put her head down to push her way through the rowdy crowds strolling the boardwalk. By the time she reached the shore and the Chemakum village, she had sustained an elbow to the ribs, a pat upon the posterior, and her toes had been trod upon, but she was otherwise unharmed.
“Daisy!” Little Jissika ran up the beach from the water, where the children appeared to be digging for clams. “You were gone so long. Freddie and a man came back.”
“Freddie and a man?” Someone who could help Papa? She was nearly too tired and dispirited to hope.
Jissika took her hand and towed her to her family’s vessel. “Dinner. Soon as we have a bucket of clams.”
That must be only one of the dishes being prepared, for the vessel was redolent of spices and the scent of cooking stew.
“Daisy!” Freddie leaped up from one of the wide benches that appeared to convert to sleeping cupboards, where she had been picking over a basket of green beans with Alasie. “I was beginning to worry. William has gone to get his revolver and begin a search for you. Jissika, run and tell him she is here.”
The little girl scampered off and in a few minutes William joined them, his revolver in its holster on one hip.
“You look very threatening,” Daisy said, standing on tiptoe to give him a kiss, simply because she could. “I could have used you about twenty minutes ago. Are you the man Jissika tells me escorted Freddie home?”
Home. William smiled as though he had noticed her unconscious use of the word. It was strange, but the village seemed more like a home than anywhere they had yet been, outside of Peony Churchill’s airship, Iris. And yet, she didn’t even know where she was going to sleep tonight.
“Indeed not,” he said. “You have just missed Stephen Bonnell.”
That was the last person whose name she expected to hear. “What on earth—”
“We will have many tales to tell over tonight’s fire,” Malina said, working the levers of the engine to decrease its pressure. “But for now, I will have those beans. They will cook in three minutes. Where are those girls with my clams?”
The meal was one of best Daisy had ever eaten, and she found herself reviving, both from good food and from Freddie’s tale of meeting Stephen Bonnell and Venetia Verney. “I wish I had taken tea with you, too,” she said, savoring a perfectly steamed clam. “I need to find the opera dancer who was with Royston Greene last night ... or at least, the one he says he was with.”
“And why are we concerned with Royston Greene’s nocturnal habits?” William inquired. He needn’t look so shocked, Daisy thought. They had asked more probing questions of nastier people ... though not by much. Then his face cleared. “Ah. The man who would have sat on the bench if Judge Bonnell had not got the post. Did you visit him after the Willamette family?”
“I did. We have no time to waste. Unhappily for us, he is now prosecuting Papa’s case. I bearded him in his very nicely appointed den, where he was only too happy to tell me that, among other things, the Barbara Carol has steamed away, taking Papa’s alibi with her.”
“Oh, that is a pity,” Frederick Chalmers said, leaning forward on one elbow. “Can we have her called back?”
“I begin to think it will take an Act of Parliament to have her called back,” Daisy said glumly. “One must get the harbormaster to send a pigeon, but I don’t even know where she is bound.”
“I can arrange an Act of Parliament if you need it,” Chalmers said. “Or at least, an order of the Lieutenant-Governor. One of Her Majesty’s cutters can turn her back.”
Daisy stared at him, her fork arrested in midair. Exactly who was this man?
His wife nudged him. “Before you do so, perhaps we might look at it differently. Instead of proving their father innocent, we must prove someone else guilty. Someone who may still be in the town. And that will not take an order from Lord Dunsmuir.”
“Dunsmuir!” Freddie exclaimed. “The earl and countess are in the government here?”
“No, it is his lordship’s brother James,” Chalmers said. “He’s just been appointed. We all thought he was merely dabbling in politics, but he seems to be quite serious about it. Do you know the family?”
“No indeed,” Daisy said. “But Sir Ian and your Alice do, of course.”
“So does Peony Churchill,” Freddie added. “We made her acquaintance in Bodie, and travelled with her aboard her airship for some weeks.”
Chalmers put down his fork. “Peony Churchill. Isobel’s daughter? You travelled with her?”
“Yes and yes. I do beg your pardon, but that is neither here nor there,” Daisy said, anxious to bring the subject back into useful channels. “Malina is quite right. As I said, Mr. Greene claims to have been with an opera dancer last night, and if we are to remove him from suspicion, we must find that person and confirm it.”
“I can canvass the opera houses on your behalf,” William said. “It is far too dangerous for you and Freddie to make the attempt yourselves.”
Daisy wiggled her abused toes. “I do not envy you the task.”
Freddie shook her head. “If anyone knows the dancers, it is Venetia. They must talk among themselves. I could ask her to inquire. We could have an answer as soon as tomorrow evening.”
“But how will you ask her?” William said. “You can’t very well stroll backstage in the Palace Theater and invade her dressing room. You would be abducted in seconds.”
“No, but I’m willing to wager that Stephen Bonnell can,” Freddie said. “If you will carry a note from us to the barman at the Rusty Cutlass—”
“The what?” Both Malina’s elder girls burst into laughter while the younger ones just looked confused.
Freddie smiled and lifted one shoulder in a shrug. “That is its name, apparently—the honkytonk where he spends a good part of every day drinking or at the piano. He told me that if I wanted him, I should leave a note there instead of trying to smuggle any communications into the Bonnell house.”
“Poor Stephen,” Daisy said. “No wonder he is so proficient at the instrument. One wrong note and the patrons of the Rusty Cutlass might gut him.”
“I shall take a note over there now,” William said. He bowed to Malina. “My thanks for the best dinner since...”
“Since Evan Douglas’s wedding,” Daisy said. “Please accept our gratitude, ma’am.”
Malina inclined her head, then gave William a sharp glance. “You will be careful.”
“I will take my revolver with me.”
“Then while you are gone, I will bank the boiler and show the young ladies where they will sleep.”
William touched Daisy’s shoulder as he departed, and she tried not to show that his errand worried her. He could be knifed, or bashed over the head, or held for ransom—
Jissika came to stand next to where Daisy still sat on the bench at the navigation table, which did double duty as a dining table in the middle of the gondola. She laid her cheek on Daisy’s shoulder, sliding her arms about her waist from behind. “Do not be afraid for him,” she said. “A Chemakum scout and two hunters go with him. They will see him safe.”
Her throat closed in gratitude. “Thank you,” she whispered, tears springing to her eyes as she turned and hugged the little girl.
She wiped her face on her sleeve, then got up to take care of the dishes. Jissika put them away in cabinets fitted out with hooks and posts to keep the dishes from sliding in heavy weather, and then Malina led her and Freddie to the longhouse next door.
It smelled of cedar and old, old smoke and the herbs drying in bunches in the rafters at the far end. To the left of the door, a sleeping cupboard had been made up with a mattress and quilts composed of pieces of fabric sewn in curving designs. Lamps burned at either end of the cupboard, the flickering flames seeming to give the curves movement.
A whale, its tail causing a series of curling waves that were repeated in the border.
“Oh, how lovely,” Freddie breathed. “Did you make it, Malina?”
“My daughters and I, on long winter evenings, praise the goddess whales by attempting to capture their image. We never quite succeed, but each winter we come closer. Will you be warm enough here?”
“Oh, yes,” Daisy said. “It will rain by sunrise, but we will be snug under the protection of the goddess whale.”
Malina’s eyebrows rose. “Do you foretell the weather? My mother could do that.”
Daisy laughed. “No indeed. But there is a gardener in the town, apparently, who can. I hope William returns before we find out if he is right.”
Tuesday, October 8, 1895
Mr. William Barnicott & co.
Chemakum village (did I spell that correctly?)
Port Townsend

Your note received with thanks and some amusement. I have secured four seats at the Palace Theatre for this evening. Hope you don’t mind going out in the rain. Venetia says she is in rehearsals all day, and unable to entertain us until after the performance. It is The Dashing White Sergeant and the Lady, in case that is of interest to you. One guess who plays the Lady.
By then, she says, she will have obtained the information you seek. But as with anything else, it comes with a price. Along with attending her performance, we are to take her to dinner afterward. No need for evening dress.
Your obedient servant (and hers, evidently)
Stephen Bonnell
8:55 p.m.
“Thank you so much for doing this, Mr. Bonnell,” Daisy said in the shelter of the marquee of the theatre. William shook out the borrowed umbrella they had shared, and they joined the stream of people from all walks of life going in the doors.
“You won’t thank me once the performance starts.” Stephen handed the tickets to the taker and folded Freddie’s hand over his arm. “I hear it’s awful.”
“I’m sure Venetia isn’t awful,” Freddie chided him. “What a thing to say.”
“You’re right. She will likely be the best thing about it.”
“Why does she waste her time here?” Daisy asked as she and William made a pair behind them. Both she and Freddie had dressed in traveling gear, with boots, practical skirts, and best of all, their gun harnesses. Had she one of the wide-brimmed hats made by Mr. Stetson, she could have been back in Bodie.
“I don’t know,” Stephen replied over his shoulder as they made their way between rows of seats. They were not upholstered in even the most threadbare of red plush, but were plain wood. “Familiarity, perhaps? She has lived here all her life.”
“All the more reason to leave it and make something of herself,” Daisy said. She and Freddie sat so that the gentlemen flanked them on either side, ensuring that no liberties could be taken by strangers. In the absence of a necklace chain, Daisy had prudently slipped her engagement ring into a hidden pocket inside her corset. It had come that way from the modiste in Reno, as had Freddie’s, though Freddie as yet had nothing so valuable to conceal. Along with her ring, she had slipped in the tiny gold key from the judge’s watch chain. It was far too small and easily misplaced, and she felt better with it safe.
“You will have to ask her at dinner,” Stephen said in a low voice as the seats around them filled.
Daisy and her sister looked about with interest. Here were working people and people of leisure both. Farmers and sailors and a lady wearing spectacles who could have been a schoolteacher or the owner of a shipyard, for all Daisy knew. Desert flowers mixed with dock workers, merchants with rope makers, everyone talking before the house lights went down.
Freddie’s gaze sharpened, and she nudged Stephen. “Why, there is Lily, your maid, there in the third row.”
“So it is. Well, I’m glad to know we’re paying her enough to live on and have a bit of fun, too.”
“Rose must have given her the evening off.”
“I wouldn’t know.”
“Mr. Bonnell—”
“That was my father, and is now my brother. Please call me Stephen. You weren’t afraid to do so yesterday, at tea.”
Daisy eavesdropped shamelessly, well aware they both owed him a debt. After all, he was the only person in all of Port Townsend—aside from Corporal Kent—who was still speaking to them.
“Stephen, then,” Freddie conceded. “I understand the funeral is tomorrow.”
“Yes, which is why we are here today. Make hay while the sun shines and all that. Carpe diem.”
Daisy leaned toward them. “We would like to go, but I understand the funeral in the church is by invitation only.”
“The service is,” he said. “But churchyards don’t require tickets for admission. I’d be happy to see a friendly face there.”
“Then we will come, and brave your sister’s displeasure.” And Freddie would be forced to brave the ghosts. In her sister’s face Daisy saw the same knowledge. She reached over to give her hand a brief squeeze.
“I doubt Rose would even notice you. Shh. The lights are going down. We don’t want to miss a moment.”
As the gas was turned down, Freddie turned her head and drew in a sharp breath. Daisy followed her line of sight and saw Corporal Kent himself, two rows behind them and to the left. He was not in uniform, and looked rather nice in a tweed jacket. His eyes met Freddie’s in equal surprise. Daisy saw him take note of who was sitting on Freddie’s right, and it was clear that Freddie noted in return that he was escorting the middle Willamette girl.
Angela, that was her name. Did her mother know she was downtown? Did slumming it with an aeronaut make it somehow acceptable?
Freddie leaned in to whisper, “But now my heart is moored by bonds most dear. He actually said that in a sonnet. Addressed to me with the posy he sent for the Harvest Ball.”
Daisy had seen the flowers, but not the sonnet. How very interesting. “Perhaps he sends copies of the same verses to every girl who captures his fancy. Did you keep it?”
“Indeed not. I tossed it in the fire.” But in the dim light as the curtain rose, Freddie did not look happy about having given his sonnet the treatment it deserved. On the contrary, during the first act, it looked as though Angela Willamette’s escort interested her more than the performance.
Daisy couldn’t blame her, really. She tried to keep her attention on the musical, but Stephen’s prediction was accurate. It was funny in a ludicrous, slapstick way, and Venetia’s lovely voice and figure definitely saved it from disaster, but the plot and most of the other players were indeed awful. Still, they were not here to appreciate artistic merits of The Dashing White Sergeant and the Lady. They were paying a price for information.
She only hoped they would get Stephen’s money’s worth.
After an interminable ninety minutes, it was at last time to applaud politely and whisk themselves outside, where a crowd of stage-door johnnies waited for Venetia. When she did appear, dressed in a sapphire-blue satin gown that Daisy very much feared would be ruined by the rain, she accepted an armful of roses from one of the young men and ignored the rest, buttoning her coat one-handed and then adjusting a work of architecture that passed for a hat as she walked off with their party.
“Quite an opening night,” Stephen said, offering her his arm, leaving Freddie to fall back with Daisy and William, and slip her hand into William’s elbow on his other side.
“One of our better ones,” Venetia agreed. “At least none of the scenery fell down, and nothing caught fire from the gaslights. A positive triumph.”
Stephen took them to a restaurant a little way up the hill, from which height they could see the glimmer of the nesting village on the beach, the fuselages lit from within by the families settling in for the night.
“A pretty sight,” Daisy murmured. “Beacons of home.”
Venetia shivered as they went into the restaurant. “Home, my foot. Those ships come every year and it feels like the arrival of a murder of crows.”
Freddie glanced at Daisy, whose mouth twitched in a smile. The Chemakum village of long ago was certainly effective at protecting itself.
“Is the area dangerous?” Freddie asked, innocent as a rose, as she picked up her menu.
“It is haunted,” Venetia said bluntly. “No one in town goes there, not even the rowdiest sailor. Even if they are sane but drunk when they make the attempt, they are no longer in their right minds but shockingly sober when they stagger back again. One of the men on the dock, who used to be a ship’s physician, swears that there is some kind of gas seeping from the ground around the lagoon that turns men mad.”
“Dear me,” Daisy murmured. “Perhaps that is why the village comes. They know they will not be disturbed there ... and perhaps they have found an antidote to the gas.”
“Perhaps.” The soup came, and Venetia dipped into it with an appetite. “Singing makes me ravenous,” she said. “I cannot wait for the salmon. It’s the specialty of the house.”
“Were you able to find out the information our friends are looking for?” Stephen asked her when the salmon, potatoes au gratin, and vegetables arrived.
Following Venetia’s excellent example, Daisy attacked her dinner with gusto. She, too, had developed a healthy appreciation for a good meal, especially when their circumstances made it uncertain where the next one was coming from.
“I did, yes,” Venetia said, nodding as the waiter filled her wine glass again. “It turns out he favors a contralto in our very company. You may have seen her—she played Lucinda, the one competing with me for the Sergeant’s attentions? Her name is Mary Montfort.”
“Oh yes,” Daisy said. “The blond one. Mr. Greene said she was the prettiest opera dancer in town. I have to confess I thought he meant you.”
“You are a dear.” Venetia beamed at her. “But to the main point—what he told you is quite true. He went to some society affair that afternoon—your sister’s wedding?” She glanced at Stephen, who nodded. “And then joined her for dinner after her performance at about eleven o’clock. They were together all night, she said, at her flat. When she woke a little before noon, he was putting his shoes on.”
And Papa had already been arrested.
“She might have been sleeping and he could have gone back to the Bonnell house in the small hours,” Freddie pointed out.
Venetia shook her head. “Dear Mary enjoys a little of the blue poppy that rumor has it makes its way into the Wild West via our wharves and docks. Hence the degradation in her ability to hit a note with any regularity. Apparently our Mr. Greene shares the same appreciation. The two of them were quite incapable of movement by then, though at the time in question, she says, they were both conscious. She remembers the ruckus below as the saloon closed at three and the patrons had to be thrown out, but nothing after that.”
Daisy sighed and laid down her knife and fork on a plate as clean as a satisfied appetite could make it. “So we must cross him off our list. What a pity.”
“Pity the townspeople, rather, if an opium addict is appointed to the bench,” William said. “If Port Townsend has a reputation now, imagine what it will be then.”
“Maylene Willamette said something rather odd along that line yesterday,” Daisy remembered. “She said, ‘That position would offer far too much temptation for a man such as he.’ I am sorry now I didn’t ask her to be more specific.”
“Oh, I can tell you,” Venetia said. “First of all, the Hanging Judge didn’t take bribes.”
“Dear me,” William said to Stephen. “Did your father have the nickname before he came here, or after the town realized he could not be bought?”
“Oh, long before,” Stephen said with a smile.
Daisy nodded. “We read about him in one of the papers before we even left Bodie.”
“I wouldn’t put it past Royston Greene to fund his appreciation for er, flowers, by taking bribes,” Stephen went on.
“It happens all the time, you know,” Venetia said. “A few bills slipped under the table for a lighter sentence, or a position suddenly opening up for a relative if an appeal is denied. That sort of thing.”
“Perhaps we ought to drop a word in Malina’s husband’s ear,” Freddie murmured to Daisy. “If Greene is being considered for the post, this information could be useful to the Lieutenant-Governor.”
“Agreed,” William said quietly from Daisy’s other side.
Fortunately, Stephen was laughing at something ribald Venetia had said, and neither of them heard.
“But for the immediate future,” William went on, “it seems that our already brief list of possible murderers now has no names on it at all.”
Daisy’s heart seemed to sink at the reminder. Mrs. Willamette had been tucked up in bed with her family around her. Mr. Greene had been tucked up in bed, too, with an alibi to boot. “They were our only two possibilities,” she said. “Either we come up with more, or we go to the harbormaster tomorrow and have the Barbara Carol called back.”
Venetia, now on her third glass of wine, giggled. “Call a ship back? Here? Good luck.” She waved in the general direction of the docks. “It’s different if a ship calls this harbor its home. They’re a tight-knit lot, the captains here. But ships coming from Victoria, from the Middle Kingdom, from the Columbia?” She shook her head. “They stay just as long as they need to, and sail as soon as they can.”
“But why the haste?” William wanted to know. “Are they afraid of being looted?”
Venetia shook her head. “Not in the way you mean. The sailors and crew tend to, um, lose their way and stay to have a good time.” She laughed. “We show them such hospitality they can’t bear to leave, even when they make a good living.”
So that was why the Barbara Carol had departed with such haste. Perhaps her captain had even heard of the murder, and decided that if someone on the crew were called as a witness, they would be trapped here indefinitely and he would lose all his men. While in a way she could not blame a captain facing such a dilemma, it still left them with no way to prove Papa’s innocence.
Unless...
“We have one thing left to try,” she said. “We must talk to the longshoremen who saw Papa trying to bring in the judge’s body. We must make them change their testimony and tell the truth.”





CHAPTER 13
WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 9, 1895
9:20 a.m.
Before they could pursue this new line of inquiry, there was the service at the judge’s graveside to get through. As they parted at the funicular, Stephen had told them he would sleep at his brother’s house rather than a room he kept above the Rusty Cutlass. “Just to keep the peace, mind,” he said morosely as he bade them good night. “I don’t want to burden poor Edward any more than this whole dreadful affair is doing already.”
They escorted Venetia to her flat and then returned to the village, whose welcome Freddie felt in the cool air. While their forms were as insubstantial as moonlight, she could sense the relaxation of the spirits’ vigilance when the last of the inhabitants of their village returned unharmed. The skies were even clearing as the moon sailed through the clouds.
This morning, as she and Daisy joined William and the Chalmers family for breakfast, without having any talent for predicting the weather she knew that the mourners gathered at the graveside at half past eleven would have sunshine to alleviate their sadness in some small way.
Would Corporal Kent be there? Or would he be taking flowers and a sonnet to Angela Willamette instead? Well, she certainly had his measure now, Freddie thought with some bitterness. She had not wanted his attentions when they had been offered, though she had appreciated his offer of help. She wished Angela well in her pursuit of him.
At breakfast, they wasted no time in telling Frederick Chalmers what they had learned of Royston Greene.
“I hope you are able to give this information to Lieutenant-Governor Dunsmuir,” William said when Daisy and Freddie had concluded their tale. “The last thing this town needs is a judge whose habits make him so susceptible to bribery and corruption.”
“You are quite right,” Chalmers said. In the thoughtful silence, Freddie could hear the whirring of the gears in his ocular device as it took them in. “If it comes down to it, do you think this dancer, this Mary Montfort, would be willing to confirm your story to the authorities in Victoria?”
“I think it is possible,” William said. “After all, if he were judge, chances are quite good he would be pronouncing sentence upon her at some time or another. The relationship cannot be sustainable.”
“I will send a pigeon today, then,” Chalmers said with a nod. “Who is on the bench now?”
“No one, as far as we know,” Daisy said. “They are waiting for the circuit judge to come to preside over Papa’s trial. It could be as soon as Friday, or as late as...” She shook her head. “That is why we must prove him innocent beyond a doubt before a trial can begin. And why we will track down those longshoremen this afternoon, following the service.”
“I am not going to the service,” Freddie said quietly.
“I beg your pardon?” Daisy said. And then realization came into her eyes. “Oh. The churchyard. Of course. How thoughtless of me, dearest.”
“I’d go with you if I could, Freddie, but they won’t allow me in, I bet,” Davey said, sliding one grubby paw into hers.
How strange it was to speak so openly of her ability in front of others!
“Thank you, Davey, but sadly, children outside the family of the deceased do not customarily attend funerals. No, I have another errand, and the funeral would be the perfect time to carry it out. I shall go to the Bonnell house and pass Venetia’s message on to Cynthia.”
“Well done,” William said, nodding. “Even if she does not appear, I applaud you for the attempt. And perhaps you might have a look round on the physical plane to see if you might learn anything more.”
“Such as?” Daisy said.
“It’s difficult to know. You two were in the house much more than I. If I were in your shoes, I should peep into the judge’s study. Edward cannot have begun clearing it out yet. There may be papers that could suggest an aggrieved criminal, or a memento from his past that might reveal an event that someone thought could only be resolved with his death.”
Freddie accepted the task—though evidence of events best resolved with death tended not to be out in plain view. “And if I can slip into the judge’s own bedroom, I may find more.”
“Keep in mind that graveside services can be short,” Daisy warned. “And they will be having a tea afterward. I wish we had some mechanism by which to warn you, but I’m afraid that other than flashing a mirror in your general direction, we don’t.”
“I can tell her,” Davey said. “I can stand outside the churchyard wall, and soon as I see people moving toward the gate, I can run down to the house.”
“Simple and straightforward,” Freddie said. “We’ll do just as you say. Whichever door I use to slip inside, I will leave open for you.”
They dressed as soberly as their wardrobes would allow, and Freddie spared a moment of regret that one could not wear a gun harness uptown without causing gossip and speculation. Their reputation was in tatters enough without that. Upon stepping out of the funicular’s carriage, Daisy and William went one way, Freddie the other. Already the church bell was tolling the years of the judge’s life, which meant the procession would be leaving the church and preparing to wind along the paths to the freshly dug grave.
Freddie picked up her pace and walked the two blocks to the Bonnell home. But instead of going up the drive to the portiere and the front door, she circled around through the gardens, to the terrace outside the drawing room.
Blast. The French doors were locked, all four pairs. So was the side door going into the housekeeper’s suite, and the kitchen door, too. But, she supposed, looking up through the shrubbery, this was Port Townsend. How many houses had been burgled when everyone was at church of a Sunday? Or at a funeral, when the staff would be expected to go in order to show respect for their employer. She was lucky she hadn’t bumped into a second-storey man already.
Second storey.
Stepping back, she took in the frenetic design of the house, with its porches and verandahs and turrets and trellises. And there, next to the courtyard where poor Cynthia Verney had fallen, was a porch whose two sides were formed of trellises for some kind of creeper. If she had not performed a similar maneuver in San Francisco she would never have thought to attempt it now, but experience was the very thing one needed to instill confidence.
Freddie threw her skirts over one shoulder and swarmed up the trellis only a little more awkwardly than Davey might have. The porch turned out to be divided from the verandah of their erstwhile room by only a single gable, and lo and behold, Elizabeth Selkirk had left the window open just wide enough for Freddie to get her hand in and turn the crank.
She scrambled over the sill and found herself back in front of the familiar view. The beds that had been brought up for herself and Daisy had been removed, and the big four-poster sat once more in lonely splendor.
“Cynthia?” she whispered, and then chided herself for being overly cautious. No one was here. Probably even the scullery maid had been glad of a morning off, even if it was to go to a funeral. “Cynthia Verney, are you here?”
For a moment, she heard nothing, saw nothing but the billowing of the sheer curtains. And then something equally sheer coalesced between them.
“I know her,” the ghost said, perhaps to herself.
“Yes, we’ve spoken before,” Freddie said gently. “But this time your sister Venetia sent me.”
For a moment, the ghost’s attention swung to her fully, almost as though she were alive. “My sister?”
“Yes. She bade me tell you that she loves you dearly. She wants you to know that you were her best friend, and she misses you every day.”
“Venetia said that?” the ghost said wistfully. “Her best friend, truly?”
“She did, and meant it. My sister is my best friend, too.”
“Don’t let her fall,” the ghost said anxiously.
Oh, dear. Conversation with those in the afterlife could take maddeningly vague and abrupt turns. But Freddie was prepared this time. “Like you did?”
For a moment she wavered, like another sheer curtain before the window. “No. Like he did.”
“The judge?”
“I was supposed to look after them, but I fell.”
“Yes, Venetia told us. From the roof, while you were washing the outside windows.”
“No.” The ghost seemed puzzled. “I fell from here.” She looked out, wavered toward the verandah, and then stopped. Her head turned, and Freddie could see the sky through her hollow eye sockets. “Don’t let her fall. Best friends are so rare.”
For a moment, Freddie was stricken to silence. “Do you mean Venetia? Or—”
But she was gone.
“Cynthia? Please come back. Did you mean Daisy? Cynthia!” But the curtains billowed in and out with no misty presence between them. “Bother it,” Freddie said, frustrated past bearing.
Their interview appeared to be over, and there was nothing more she could do, except what William had suggested. The judge’s room was on this floor, in the other wing. Fuming at the vagaries of ghosts, Freddie moved quickly and silently on the thick carpet as she crossed into the family wing.
A peek in the first door showed a man’s shirt flung across the bed and a familiar bowler hanging on the bedpost. Stephen. Black dresses hanging from hat pegs told her where Mr. and Mrs. Linwood were staying. A neat room with a book open on the coverlet betrayed Edward’s room. Gilt lettering on the cover proclaimed it to be Gardening in Desert Climates.
Poor dear Edward, determined to keep up the garden in Reno in his father’s memory.
The last door opened on a large room that was painfully tidy, except for the bookshelves, which were stuffed with books, some neatly with spines out, some stacked to form bookends, also spine out for easy selection. Among the books were pictures—daguerreotypes mostly, but one or two original landscapes in watercolor. On the dresser was an empty frame of chased silver. Had the daguerreotype been removed? Or was it new, waiting for Rose’s wedding portrait?
There was no way to know, so Freddie moved on. The bureau drawers revealed nothing but shirts and underthings, the closet a series of black suits and clean robes for the courtroom. A neat row of hat boxes on the shelf above contained top hats and the like, presumably. Away at the back, however, a small flowered hatbox betrayed its original owner. The late Mrs. Bonnell?
Curious, Freddie lifted it down and opened the lid. Instead of feathers brittle with age, or faded ribbons on a bonnet from a bygone decade, she found a welter of letters, keepsakes, and small daguerreotypes of a sort that weren’t made anymore. A steady hand had tinted them—a woman with three small children with dark, curly hair that had clearly been inherited from her. So this was Stephen’s mother. Rose definitely got her looks from her, whereas Edward favored his father. Stephen fell somewhere in between. He seemed to have his mother’s widow’s peak, but all three shared their father’s winged brows.
Freddie riffled through the pictures and letters, looking for ripples in the judge’s past that might have swamped him in the present. But she found nothing except another picture of a woman and child, neither of whom looked familiar. She turned it over. Faded feminine handwriting said, Lillian, 16 months. A sister and niece, perhaps? Freddie had been too distracted by Daisy’s engagement and the happy prospect of a crowded dance card to even remember which of Rose’s extended family had been among the guests. Then, the events of the next day had completely wiped all such trivial details from her mind.
Freddie replaced the hatbox where she had found it, and peeped out of the closet in case Cynthia had decided to follow her. But the judge’s room was empty. She slipped out and was just approaching the stairs to go down to his study, when a door closed somewhere in the bowels of the house. She drew a sharp breath and froze.
The sound was not repeated, but clearly someone had come home early from the service. Staff or family? She might be able to bluff her way past a new maid, but if it were Rose, feeling faint and needing a moment before she faced the crowd coming for tea, Freddie would be in no end of trouble. If people were coming back already, there was no time to go out the bedroom window and shimmy down the trellis. What had happened to Davey and their brilliant plan?
She ran down the stairs as lightly as she could. The drawing room and the French doors were her best option. She could escape into the garden and its concealing shrubberies.
The drawing room had clearly been prepared for a crowd, with glasses and goblets already laid out on the sideboard, and trolleys standing ready to accept trays of hors d’oeuvres and teacakes. All she had to do was make it to the doors without someone coming in with a pitcher of lemonade and—
“Miss Frederica? What are you doing here?”
Freddie jumped, her hand closing convulsively around the latch of the French door. She turned to see Lily carrying a vase of flowers so large it took both hands to hold it.
“Gracious me,” she said on a flash of inspiration as she crossed the room. “Let me help you with that. Are you going to put it on the mantel?”
“I do not think it will fit,” the young woman said. “I thought perhaps the end table in the corner. Goodness knows there are enough flowers in this house to open a shop.”
Not upstairs. But the scent of flowers was heavy on the first floor. She had been too preoccupied with housebreaking to notice. “Perhaps you might offer everyone a nosegay as they leave,” she suggested, guiding the bouquet into place and arranging the central clot of white roses more attractively.
“I do not think that would be respectful,” Lily objected.
“Perhaps not. We might offer someone their own flowers, and that would be a dreadful faux pas.”
But the girl did not seem to think this was amusing. “Does Mrs. Linwood know you are here?”
“I don’t know. My sister and her fiancé are at the churchyard, but I came ahead. Did you go?”
“Oh, yes.” She moved Freddie’s handiwork back to the way it had been, all clumped in the center. “All the staff went. But Cook and I came back early, too. Everything must be set out for the tea before people start arriving. Mrs. Linwood was most explicit.”
Freddie looked her over. She was not in uniform today, a efficient grey mouse in a white ruffled apron. Instead, she wore a black silk skirt with a beautiful black linen blouse of Belgian cutwork every bit as nice as the white one Freddie had bought in Reno. Her blond hair was freshly washed and put up in an attractive arrangement of braids. A gold locket lay on the linen just below her clavicle. “You look very nice, Lily. You do the family credit.”
Her brows drew together and for a moment, Freddie thought she might be about to cry, poor thing. “Thank you, miss. It has been a very trying time. I’ve been hoping that once today is past, Mrs. Linwood may begin to recover.”
“I hope so, too. I had such hopes we would become good friends, but now it seems as though it is all spoiled,” Freddie said. “Your locket is very pretty,” she said hastily, when Lily’s face crumpled further. “Was it a gift from your young man?”
The girl smoothed her emotions away with an effort. “No. From my mother. She has passed now, so it is doubly precious. I understand a picture of the family is inside it.”
“You understand?” Freddie repeated curiously. “You do not know?”
Lily shrugged. “It opened with a key—see, here in the back.” She turned it over to show her a tiny keyhole, then lay it flat again. “The key is lost now. It doesn’t matter. It was all she had to leave me.”
“What a wonderful keepsake,” Freddie said. “Lily, Mr. Bonnell says he and Mr. Stephen will be returning to Reno. What will you do when they are gone?”
“Oh, I shall stay with my father, miss.”
For some reason, Freddie had never considered whether the girl might have family here. She had a very solitary air about her that was obviously only a figment of Freddie’s imagination.
“Perhaps Mrs. Linwood may offer you a post, and you might remain with her and Mr. Linwood. Has she said anything about it? I know she trusts you implicitly.”
“I do not see them leaving, miss. Mr. Linwood’s family is in the area. I think it very likely they will stay on here, in this house where we have all been so happy.”
“But how can they when the Lieutenant-Governor—” Along the servants’ corridor came the sound of voices.
Lily looked over her shoulder toward the open door. “Mrs. Linwood really won’t like to know you were here. You must go.”
“But—”
“Please, Miss Frederica. You are not received and she would be ever so angry with me. How did you get in, anyway? You never said, and I asked you especially.”
“The door was open,” Freddie fibbed. She touched Lily on the shoulder. “Perhaps you oughtn’t to say anything to Mrs. Linwood, then. I should be most upset if she were to be angry with you instead of me.”
“I won’t, believe me. But you must go. Out to the terrace would be best. Cook is back, and I can hear Mr. Linwood’s steam landau in the drive. The four pistons make a very distinctive sound.”
Freddie unlocked the French door and within half a minute had vanished into the rhododendrons, out of sight of anyone in the house.
She nearly jumped out of her skin when a hand closed on her wrist.
“It’s just me,” Davey said, releasing her.
“Where have you been?” she demanded. “Lily caught me red-handed in the drawing room. What happened to our plan?”
“Don’t be mad,” Davey begged. “It’s all gone catawumpus.”
“Where are Daisy and William?” She set a quick pace through the arbors and flowerbeds on a diagonal toward the street.
“That’s just it. I don’t know. That lady—Mrs. Linwood—she pitched the most awful fit at the graveside and started screaming at poor Daisy about how the professor killed her dad, and then her husband marched her and Will out the lychgate and a lady fainted and knocked over a huge stand of flowers and they all tumbled into the grave—the flowers, not the lady—and it was the most awful ruckus.”
“Great Caesar’s ghost,” Freddie said faintly. Davey had clearly not been standing out in the street, but had infiltrated the churchyard enough to witness it all.
“Aye, there might have been a few of them about—ghosts—but all the screeching would have scared them off,” Davey said, jogging to keep up with her. “Daisy thinks I’m with you, so I came here hoping I’d catch you before the Linwood lot turn up here. There’ll be hell to pay if we don’t make ourselves scarce.” He scrambled up on the garden wall.
“There’s already been hell to pay,” Freddie pointed out, swinging her legs over the wall and dropping to the boardwalk below.
“It’s worse now. Mrs. Linwood says that if we don’t get out of town, she’s going to have us all arrested for conspiring to kill the judge.” He gazed up at her as they walked double-time in the direction of the funicular. “She was so nice at the wedding, she was. But now I think she’s taken leave of her senses.”
Poor Rose. Under her rising panic, Freddie felt a strange sort of kinship with the distraught bride. For if she and Daisy did not succeed in freeing Papa, she could see a future of grief for them that might look all too horribly similar.





CHAPTER 14
WEDNESDAY, 12:10 P.M.
Daisy was so shaken by the dreadful scene in the churchyard that it was all she could do to get to the funicular and the safety of a public carriage.
“We should never have gone,” William said grimly. “Dearest, are you quite all right?”
“I am perfectly well. But I would give just about anything for a cup of tea. Stephen took Venetia and Freddie to a teahouse somewhere close.” She pointed to a small clapboard building with a hanging sign shaped like a teapot. “That is likely it. Shall we?”
Once they were seated and she had drained a restorative cup, she said, “Twice I have faced a murderer at close range. And yet, even then I was not so affected by someone’s eyes as I was back there. William, I am convinced that something has gone very wrong inside Rose Linwood. That girl wanted to kill me, and only the thought of all the people around her prevented her from leaping over the open grave and attempting it.”
“Do you have your Thaxton revolver in your reticule?”
“I do,” she said. “After today, it will never be out of reach.”
She poured them both another cup. They had already demolished the teacakes, so she put two of the petits fours on William’s plate, and the other two on hers.
“Do you feel up to making inquiries down at the warehouse where those longshoremen work?” he asked.
She sipped her tea while she considered. “Time is running out,” she said at last. “If Rose makes good on her threat, none of us will be able to save Papa. And yet, if we leave, he will face a trial that is already fixed against him for the convenience of those very people we saw at the service.” She put her cup in its saucer and took his hand. “Thank you for indulging me. There is no time to hesitate, is there? We must do what we can no matter how much we—I—want to return to the village and hide.”
“I can go alone,” William said. “In fact, it is best if I do. The thought of dealing with those men while being worried about your safety the entire time does not appeal.”
“You just ascertained that I am armed,” Daisy said with a smile.
“Then give me the Thaxton and let me go. It is too much, Daisy.”
“But—”
“Think of Freddie,” he urged. “We have seen nothing of Davey, who was to warn her, and if our experience has been a horror, imagine her in that monstrous house dealing with spirits. You will need each other, and I can handle whatever the longshoremen have to throw at me.” He drew aside his jacket to reveal the row of vials in his waistcoat’s chest pocket. Three were emergency curatives he had compiled himself for fainting, exhaustion, and panic, respectively. The fourth, and the closest to hand, contained a disfiguring acid courtesy of Isabella Douglas, now the wife of the Royal Kingdom’s Minister of Magnificent Devices.
“You are right,” she admitted. “If any man can look after himself, it is you. I will see if Freddie has returned to the village, and if she has not, I shall look for her.”
She slipped him the Thaxton under cover of the tablecloth, though goodness knew weapons were a common enough sight on the streets here. They paid for their refreshments, she gave him a kiss for luck, and they parted.
To her enormous relief, she caught up to Freddie and Davey just below the sail loft at the far end of town, where the beach began. A cold wind warmed abruptly as she passed an invisible line between the town limits and the sacred ground of the village, and her spirits rose. “I greet you, too,” she said into the air, her face turned up to the sun. “May I ask a great favor? My man may need your help. He is going to the warehouses to ask questions of two longshoremen.”
Freddie, who had turned to wait for her, gazed into the middle distance, as though she watched someone stride away up the beach. “Were you talking to the Chemakum?”
“I was, though I do not know if I deserve their notice,” she said. “But they went with William before. I hoped they might again.”
Freddie nodded, and her attention returned. “Two of them have. They clearly do not trust us to go out into the town in safety. I cannot say I do, either.”
“Ent that the truth,” Davey said. “I told her what happened at the graveyard, Daisy.”
“Isn’t it a fright?” Freddie said, taking Daisy’s arm as they walked along the water’s edge. Ahead, the village basked in the late afternoon sun. “Are you well? And isn’t William brave, to take on those inquiries alone.”
“I gave him my Thaxton, but I do feel better now that the spirits have gone with him, too.” A beached log was too appealing to pass, so Daisy seated herself upon it, Freddie and Davey on either side. “And now you must tell me what happened at the house.”
Freddie did so, and when she had finished, Daisy could only feel glad she had thought to sit down. “How shall we survive this family?” she said on a sigh.
“I vote we plant one of my bombs and blow up the gaol,” Davey said. “We snatch your dad, climb into the conveyance, and fly away from here as fast as we can. Be done with them all.”
“Except for the minor inconvenience of the Royal Canadian Airborne Police in hot pursuit,” Freddie said wryly. “I have a feeling that they will not stop until they have brought their man to justice ... even if sometimes it is sadly misguided, as in Papa’s case. We must go again to see him tomorrow, Daisy.” She rubbed her face with one hand. “I need to refresh my hope.”
“As do I.” She put an arm around her sister’s shoulders and gave her a squeeze. “William may bring us good news. Do not lose heart.”
“I’ll try.” Freddie gazed out over the shore to the islands in the channel. “I wish I could tell Venetia her sister got her message.”
“Please don’t,” Daisy said. “She has been very kind, but we cannot risk anyone outside the family knowing of your gift. There may be someone on this very beach who heard you tell me the tale, and will send her that assurance somehow. In a dream, perhaps.”
Freddie smiled, as though she were being whimsical instead of perfectly sincere. “Daisy, do you still have that little key Edward gave you?”
“I do,” she said, surprised at the change of subject. “It is in my corset.”
“I am still thinking of Lily’s locket. I wonder if that was the purpose of the judge’s key—to open something small, like a diary or a locket or even a jewel box.”
“Men don’t keep that sort of thing, keys or no keys,” Davey said. “Ladies lock their diaries?”
“Some do if they have curious boys in the house.” Daisy bumped him companionably with her shoulder. “But it is a good observation. Why would a man keep a key so small so close at hand?”
“To open something he used every day,” Davey said. “A strongbox?”
“Perhaps,” Freddie agreed. “I am sorry I did not get as far as his study before Lily found me. I might have spotted such a thing there.”
“Even if there were a strongbox or cabinet, would he keep papers or other evidence in his home for which someone would want to kill him?” Daisy mused. “Wouldn’t that endanger his family?”
“I wonder if Stephen could tell us,” Freddie said. “We might leave a note at the Rusty Cutlass.”
“Ten to one says he’s there already, after today,” Davey said with a wisdom beyond his years. “’Specially after seeing all them flowers take a header into his dad’s grave.”
“It could have been worse.” Daisy shuddered. “I am certain Rose wanted to put me in there with the coffin.” She took a breath and gazed at the lovely view of the beach, with its undulating lines of cast-up seaweed, shells lying like jewels in the long rays of the lowering sun, and sandpipers playing catch-me-if-you-can with the wavelets. When the beauty of it had calmed her spirits, she went on, “It is worth pursuing. Though I think that if the judge was in the habit of using that key, Edward would not have given it up so easily. Would he not need it to open the strongbox or cupboard or whatever it might have been, in the settling of his father’s affairs?”
Freddie nodded. “You’re probably right. It does look like a bit of jewelry. Not really strong enough for a proper lock. Only a decorative one, like a diary or something of his late wife’s.”
“Which he carried with him on his grandfather’s watch chain. You may be right—it meant something to him. The scales of justice, we may safely assume, stood for his regard for the law. But a gold key?”
“His regard for the lockup.” Davey sounded morose as he kicked at a stone.
“With a heart engraved on it?” Daisy shook her head. “I believe it was a keepsake. I wonder how many lockets are made to be opened that way?”
“I’ve never seen one that didn’t simply have a spring catch,” Freddie said. “Mama’s oval locket had one of those. I hope Aunt Jane is enjoying the use of it.”
These days, Daisy avoided thinking of Aunt Jane if she could help it.
“It’s a pity that lady’s hatbox I found didn’t have a lock,” Freddie went on. “We might have solved the mystery.”
“But from what you said, it didn’t have gold in it, or anything valuable,” Davey, purloiner of royal jewels, pointed out. “No point locking up a bunch of old letters and pictures.”
“No, I suppose not,” Daisy said. “Not that it matters, but that hatbox is an odd thing to find in the bedroom of a man so orderly and austere. Perhaps Stephen can tell us about the contents. Come, let us go to the conveyance. I know William has ink and paper there. And Davey, you can take a note to the Rusty Cutlass.”
4:20 p.m.
Davey went one better—to Freddie’s astonishment, he returned not only with Stephen Bonnell, but with Corporal Oscar Kent as well. But the two men hesitated on the beach just past the sail loft, to the point that Davey had walked on a good five yards before he realized they had fallen behind.
“Oh dear,” Freddie said. A mist had risen, nearly obscuring them, and a cold as dank as the grave descended on the beach like a kind of warning dew. “The village does not want them here.”
“Rightly so. We must go to them,” Daisy said, setting off from the conveyance. “I am worried about William. He has been gone ever so long.” She clutched Freddie’s wrist. “You do not think that is why Corporal Kent is here? Freddie, what if something has happened to William?”
“Do not borrow trouble,” Freddie told her sternly. “It never does anyone any good. Come. You may ask him yourself.”
They emerged from the swirling mist so suddenly that both men took a step back, as though they were apparitions. Poor Stephen, Freddie thought. He had had enough of graves and lost souls for one day.
“What are you ladies thinking of?” Corporal Kent demanded. “It is not safe to walk down here. There are rumors of mass graves and poisonous fumes, and smugglers are known to use this beach. They would kill you at a glance.”
“Truly?” Daisy looked horrified, and quite a good job of it, too. “We had no idea. We were just taking a sunset walk and a mist came up and spoiled it.”
“I do hope the mist is not poisonous,” Freddie said.
“Let us get well away from it,” Stephen suggested. “From your note, I suspect you would not like an audience, so let us walk out on the pier, there. We shall have no one but gulls to hear.”
The sun was setting in a pink and orange glory, turning the islands to purple smoke and the sea to a deep sapphire. When Stephen took Freddie’s hand and folded it over his arm without permission, she would have protested his high-handedness had they been alone. But since Corporal Kent was watching, she allowed it, and walked off with him. Gallantly, the corporal offered his own to Daisy.
“Davey,” her sister said over her shoulder, “could you let our friends know where we are going? And if William returns, bring him out to join us.”
“Aye. Looks too much like courting for me.” And with that embarrassing remark, he scampered off and vanished into the mist.
“That boy is courting trouble,” Corporal Kent said. “What friends, if I may ask?”
“Allow me to ask a question first,” Daisy said smoothly. “Have you come with news of my fiancé? He has been gone too long in his inquiries, and I am worried.”
“No indeed,” the corporal said in some surprise. His boots sounded hollow on the planks of the pier as the four of them paced toward its terminus. “I came to compare notes, and here I find Mr. Bonnell bent on the same errand.”
He sounded so unhappy that for a moment, Freddie regretted being so small as to make a preference for Stephen public when she did not really mean it.
“William will have information, too, if no harm has come to him,” Daisy said, her voice betraying her anxiety. She was no longer acting. “He has gone to see if those longshoremen at the warehouse can be convinced to tell the truth about what they saw on the beach.”
“Then he will be disappointed,” Corporal Kent said. “Apparently they have shipped out on the Barbara Carol.”
Daisy and Freddie stopped dead, dragging the gentlemen to a halt with them.
“I beg your pardon?” Freddie said. “What business do longshoremen have on a steamer?”
“I expect they can load and unload cargo as well on that as they can on a pier,” Stephen said.
“But it is rather suspicious that they did so while knowing they would be called as witnesses on your father’s case,” Corporal Kent said. “When I went to serve the papers this afternoon, I found them gone.”
“I expect you will find Mr. Royston Greene’s hand in it somewhere,” Daisy said with some venom, releasing his arm to lean upon the wooden rail instead. “You will never find any proof, mind you, but what are the odds of his having paid them to disappear? He seemed far too familiar with the movements of that ship—until I asked where it was bound, and then he had no idea.”
“They sound like fairly good odds,” Stephen said, his smile grim. “I should not like to bet against you on horses.”
“If he is successful in prosecuting Papa for the judge’s murder,” Freddie added, “he will be the obvious candidate to take over his position on the bench. The townspeople will probably carry him to the courthouse on their shoulders, cheering all the way.”
“Completely overlooking the tiny detail that they have the wrong man,” Daisy said.
“You paint an ominous picture,” Corporal Kent told them, his fine brows drawing together at these allegations. “He is well regarded uptown, with an unassailable reputation.”
“We could assail him, if we could lay hands on some proof. Sheer dislike, of course, is not enough. Oh, where can William be?” Daisy clasped her hands together and turned to gaze down the length of the pier, as though hoping for a sight of him.
The sun was nearly down, the cliffs looming above the Chemakum village turning violet and gray in the shadows. Atop them, Freddie could just see the light glint off one of the towers of the Bonnell mansion, set back in the judge’s carefully weeded gardens.
And on the beach, the mist swirled and a small figure darted out of it, heading for town.
“Where is Davey going?” Freddie said half to herself.
Before the sound of her question had died away, William, carrying a valise and a hatbox, emerged at a dead run from between a candle maker’s and a flower house. Elizabeth Selkirk ran hot on his heels, another hatbox dangling from the hand that held up her skirts, a carpetbag in the other. What on earth? Were they being pursued? Davey grabbed the hatbox from William and dragged him by the hand along to the pier. When William saw the quartet at the far end, he tore off his hat and waved it, pounding along the last hundred feet or so of planking.
“Corporal Kent!” he cried, dropping the valise. “Thank heavens I’ve found you. You’re needed up at the Bonnell place immediately.”
“What has happened?” Stephen grabbed his sleeve. When William bent to catch his breath, Stephen shook his arm as a dog shakes a rat. “Tell me at once, man—what is it?”
Elizabeth ran up, white as a sail, her chest heaving with the effort. “Oh, Stephen,” she choked. “Stephen, it’s Rose.”
William straightened and took Stephen by the shoulders, gripping him hard. “You must be brave.”
“For heaven’s sake, tell me!” Stephen’s eyes were anguished as he looked from one to the other.
“She’s had a terrible fall. I’m—I’m so sorry to be the one to tell you. I’m afraid Rose is dead.”
Don’t let her fall. A chill like a cold mist settled on Freddie’s skin. Three falls in only a few months at the same address? Could their murderer be far closer than they had yet imagined?
Stephen’s knees seemed to give out, and Corporal Kent threw an arm around him to bear him up. “Rose?” her brother said in a terrible, high voice. “Rose is dead?”
Elizabeth dropped both her burdens and hugged him tight.
“It’s sheer luck that I’ve found you,” William said to Corporal Kent, his chest still heaving. “The household is in an uproar.”
“But William, how do you know all this?” Daisy demanded, clutching his hand. “I thought you were down at the docks.”
“I was, but the men we want have shipped out,” he said. “So I went to see Elizabeth, in hopes that she might intervene with Rose. I thought that between us, we could make her see reason—that your father never even met the judge—that some unknown killer is still walking around free.”
In the house. Freddie slid her cold hands into her sleeves. Walking around free in the Bonnell house.
Daisy had gone as still as a hunted rabbit. “You spoke to her?”
“No, she was upstairs having an almighty row with someone. Before I could say more than a few words about my errand to Elizabeth, Linwood came galloping in, shouting at the top of his lungs, and threw me out.”
Stephen straightened, and Elizabeth’s arms fell from around him as she took up the tale. “I had just run outside to see if William was injured after his tumble down the steps when—when we heard a terrible scream—and then—” She choked.
William said, “I ran around to the side of the house—the terrace—but it was too late.”
Stephen made a terrible sound and began to sob.
“The next thing I knew, Linwood was coming after me again, this time shouting that we’d killed his wife.”
“How could you?” Freddie demanded. “He’d just thrown you out of the house!”
“And Beth was her best friend,” Daisy said.
“She killed herself,” Stephen groaned. “That’s what Walter Linwood meant. It’s been too much for her.”
“I don’t know what he meant,” William said. “I don’t think he did, either.”
“In any case, I had already packed to leave,” Elizabeth said. “I was going to stay at the hotel for a day or two. She was no longer rational, and nothing I could say did any good. I ran upstairs, got what I could carry, and—”
“—we took to our heels and ran for help,” William concluded.
“Which Linwood undoubtedly mistook for guilt on both your parts.” Corporal Kent’s voice sounded hollow. He turned to Stephen. “Come, sir. You must collect yourself long enough to go with me to the detachment to notify my men, and then to your sister. Mr. Bonnell? Are you able?”
“I suppose I must be.” Stephen straightened and wiped his face with the heels of his hands, like a child. “Rose! Oh, my poor darling, what you have been driven to and me not there to help!”
“Is his brother at the house?” the corporal asked Elizabeth.
“I—I cannot say. I think not, or Walter Linwood would never have dared to behave toward me as he did.”
“Then it is even more essential that we get there quickly.” Corporal Kent threw a glance over his shoulder at Freddie as he and Stephen moved off down the pier for the terrible walk home. But she could not tell if it was a look of sympathy ... or of warning.





CHAPTER 15
WEDNESDAY, 5:40 P.M.
He did not ask the most important question,” Daisy said, watching the two men half run, half walk down the length of the pier and then into the shadows and lamplight of the town. Dusk had fallen, and the chill wind off the sea was reminding them that it was October.
“Why have there been three fatal falls at that house since August?” Freddie asked.
Elizabeth gasped. “What?”
“No,” Daisy said as though she had not made a sound. “Who was Rose rowing with? Beth, do you know?”
Elizabeth picked up one of her abandoned hatboxes, as though to give herself a moment to think. “I—I have no idea. One of the staff?”
“Did you hear what they said? Anything?”
The girl rubbed her forehead, then made a feeble attempt to push her disarranged hair into place. “I was so distracted by seeing Walter in such a rage and expecting him to strike poor Mr. Barnicott that I hardly listened. I had been busy getting the last of the guests out the door, including his parents, who were most unwilling to go. I half think Mrs. Linwood senior is thinking of moving in and managing everything instead of—”
“Beth,” Freddie said firmly, “you must think. Even a word of what Rose and this person were saying would help.”
She shook her head helplessly. “Linens, I think? Yes, they were looking for the late Mrs. Bonnell’s damask tablecloth, because someone had tipped over the punchbowl and spoiled the one they were using.”
“So she was with one of the female staff,” Daisy said encouragingly. “The housekeeper?”
“I don’t know.”
“Anything else?” William asked. “Anything at all.”
“Something about the mother, but I don’t remember. I’m so sorry—what a terrible journalist I am. In the pinch, I panic and don’t get the story.”
Daisy patted her arm. “You had rather a lot to think about. A quarrel with the staff would be—”
“—just one more quarrel,” Elizabeth told her. “There hasn’t been a kind word said in that house since Rose and Walter arrived, except from Edward. You would think that being so recently bereaved, she would have wanted my help. Depended on it and our long friendship both. I would have helped her gladly. But instead...” She trailed off.
“Instead?” Freddie prompted.
“Instead she treated me like another one of the servants. And while I like and admire Lily’s many abilities, I am—was—Rose’s guest. Her chief bridesmaid.” Her face crumpled, and her eyes glittered with tears. “Her best friend.”
She had reached the limit of her fortitude for the day, Daisy could see. “Come, dear,” she said gently. “We will ask permission for you to come home with us.”
“Home,” Elizabeth repeated. “How funny. I have no home now, unless Edward—”
Aha. So I was right. “Do you and he have an understanding?”
William and Davey picked up Elizabeth’s things, and they walked down the pier.
Elizabeth shook her head. “He is the real reason I am here. I have been in love with him half my life, it seems. I thought that with the wedding and everything, I could make him see me in a different light, but ...”
“He sees you only as his sister’s friend?” Freddie asked.
“I’m afraid so. And I doubt whether it will ever change, especially now that he is ... doubly bereaved.” She gulped, clearly trying not to cry.
“But what of your dreams of journalism?” Daisy asked. They stepped from the pier to the wharf at the harbor and Davey ran on ahead with Elizabeth’s carpetbag. The beach was not far away, thick with mist in the gathering darkness.
“Edward is proud of what I do,” she said. “As friends are proud of each other’s accomplishments. I had thought we might be partners, starting a newspaper or a magazine together. But now ...” She turned her face away, then looked back at Daisy. “Are we going in the right direction? Are you staying at one of the hotels downtown, Daisy? Surely not.”
“No, we are staying with friends,” Daisy assured her. “Freddie, will you ask?”
All vestiges of the town were now lost to sight, and they came to a halt in the sand with the mist swirling around them. The sound of the waves breaking on the rocks of the point to their right came at intervals, like the hollow thunder of a drum.
Freddie gazed into the middle distance, and after a moment, her face softened into a smile. The mist thinned, and the glimmering lights of the goddess whales glowed into view, golden and welcoming in air that was scented with seaweed and apples.
“What ... just happened?” Elizabeth said, her voice hushed.
“The mist has cleared,” Daisy said, taking her arm again. “Welcome to the Chemakum village. Let us introduce you to our friends.”
“But ... is this where those first people live? Isn’t it dangerous? What about the poisonous fumes?”
“The only fumes I smell are oysters cooking on the fire.” Davey popped out of the dark. “Give me your valise, miss, and I’ll put it in with Daisy and Freddie’s things.”
“But—”
“You are quite safe here,” Daisy assured her. “No one will disturb us.”
“Until Walter Linwood comes to himself and looks about him for someone to blame,” William said. “I wonder, Daisy, if I ought to take the conveyance out to one of the channel islands and camp there until I am no longer a wanted man.”
“You are not the only wanted man,” Elizabeth told him. “I believe I am your co-conspirator.”
“And Freddie and I make four,” Daisy said. “The conveyance will not accommodate us all, I’m afraid—someone must sleep on the beach.”
“I believe that you are safest where you are,” said Malina as she and Jissika stepped out of the doorway of their vessel. “If worse comes to worst, we may hide you over there on the island of graves, but only as a last resort. The dead do not like their rest disturbed.”
“Agreed,” William said. “Malina, headwoman of this village, may I present Miss Elizabeth Selkirk, of Bodie and Reno?”
Elizabeth dropped a curtsey. “Ma’am.”
“You are welcome among us. This is my youngest, Jissika.”
“Hullo.” The little girl smiled up at her. “Come in. Supper is almost ready. Do you like oysters?”
“I don’t know,” Elizabeth said, allowing herself to be led inside. “But I have a feeling that after tonight, I will like them above all things.”
Thursday, October 10, 1895
10:05 a.m.
They had passed the night, the three young women in the longhouse, talking and sharing stories of themselves and of Rose until the moon floated up and began its journey across the sky. In the morning, after breakfast with Frederick Chalmers and his four daughters (“My wife has been away down the beach since before dawn, with the ancestors,” he told them), Daisy wrapped a warm shawl about herself and drew her own family and Elizabeth outside. A few yards away, a fire had burned down to coals in the firepit, likely kindled by Malina. Daisy seated herself on one of the driftwood logs that were used as benches, while Freddie asked permission to build up a fire for comfort that had clearly been constructed earlier for a sacred purpose.
After a moment, Freddie nodded to William. He put some silvery branches on the coals and the flames leaped up, nearly invisible in the morning sunlight. The heat was most welcome.
“We must go to the Bonnell house,” Daisy said without preamble.
“And risk arrest?” Elizabeth asked. “I would rather stay here. Except that Edward—if he needs someone—” She bit her lip.
“No sane person could believe that either you or William had anything to do with Rose’s death,” Freddie said. “But then, we said that about Papa, and look where we are.”
“The circuit judge is due tomorrow,” William pointed out. “I agree with Daisy. We must act.”
Daisy pulled up the shawl. “I had managed to put the circuit judge out of my mind, but he only makes it more urgent that we go. There is a murderer in that house, and we must find out who it is.”
“So, how do you propose to do it?” William asked. “By process of elimination, asking each person in the household until you find the one Rose was arguing with about the linen?”
“The difficulty is that the person she was rowing with might not be the same person who pushed her out an upper storey window,” Freddie said. “Do you know which window it was, William?”
“I did not see, but there were a number of choices directly above where she lay,” he said. “Beth, you know the house as well as anyone. What’s directly above the drawing room, overlooking the terrace?”
“The billiard room, I think,” Elizabeth said. “And a sun parlor of some sort. That floor is a warren of receiving rooms and a library and goodness knows what. Many of the rooms are closed up. Then above that floor, of course, are the guest rooms and the family bedrooms in the wings to either side.”
“She must have been on the bedroom floor, or even the attics. A fall from anything lower might have broken bones, but not killed her,” William said.
“The bed linens are kept on the third floor,” Elizabeth said. “Most homes have a linen closet close to the bedrooms. But that does not explain table linens. Those would be nearer the dining room, or in a butler’s pantry.”
Daisy took a different tack. “Whose bedroom is above the terrace, then?”
“Rose’s,” Elizabeth said. “And, I suppose, Walter’s.”
Freddie said quietly, “And the judge’s. I was in it yesterday morning. The last one on the end.”
“It is logical for Rose to be in either one of those, linens or no linens,” William mused. “But dash it all, who was she with?”
“Perhaps we are working from the wrong end,” Daisy said, to push the image of Rose out of her mind’s eye. “Let us go back to the beginning and put in order what we know. The judge had a key on his watch chain. William and I found the key out in the grass on the cliff. We speculated then about what kind of force would have torn the charm from its chain. There must have been a struggle—before or during the time the judge went over the edge. If so, that would have been when the key was dropped.”
“And it was dark, so the person couldn’t find it again,” Davey said. “All that murdering to get the key, and it disappears.”
“So assuming someone did want the key, and the struggle was not about something else, who had a reason to want it?” Freddie asked. “Badly enough not to steal it from his room, but to kill him for it?”
“Someone with a lock,” Davey said.
“Precisely.” Daisy nodded with approval. “And who do we know possesses a lock that size?”
“Lily the maid,” Freddie said. “Her locket. Whose key, she told me, was lost.”
“You think Lily pushed the judge to his death and killed Rose?” Elizabeth asked, her tone rising with incredulity. “That’s completely mad.”
“Why?” William asked her.
“Because—because she is devoted to Rose. To the whole family. It’s preposterous—what reason would she have to murder two people who respected and valued her?”
“Three people,” Freddie said. “Don’t forget the first maid, Cynthia Verney. Though I don’t know about the respect part.”
“What maid?” Elizabeth said blankly. “They’ve never had another maid.”
“The one who was there before the family arrived,” Freddie explained. “She fell to her death from our bedroom window a month ago.”
Elizabeth stared at her. “Where did you hear that? I’ve been here that long and I never had an inkling of such a thing.”
“Her sister told us,” Daisy said. “Are you certain it was from the bedroom we shared with Beth, Freddie? Didn’t Venetia say she was outside on the roof, cleaning windows?”
“Apparently that was the story put about, but I have evidence that it was from our window. Or more accurately, that little verandah outside.”
“Dear me,” Elizabeth said, the color draining from her cheeks. “I shan’t be able to sleep there now.”
“You aren’t, miss,” Davey said. “You’re here, with us.”
“So I am.” She tried to smile, but it slid from her lips. “My trunk is still there, however, unless they’ve tossed it out into the drive.”
A memory surfaced in Daisy’s mind, just out of reach. “That’s odd.”
“Nothing is odd,” William said. “Every tiny piece of the puzzle only looks odd until it’s fitted into its place.”
Daisy shook her head. “It was something Rose said. Oh goodness, I wish I could remember.”
“About the maids?” Elizabeth asked. “We may assume it’s not about my trunk.”
Daisy leaned on her elbows, gripping her head as though trying to catch the memory that eluded her. “The maids. What was it? Oh, bother it all, it could be important.”
“Venetia told me that Cynthia was looking forward to having a young lady to look after,” Freddie said, as though it might prompt the maddening memory to show itself. “But she never got the chance.”
Daisy snapped her fingers. “That’s it! Rose said Lily was waiting for them when they arrived. Waiting for them. What if—what if she did away with poor Cynthia in order to take her place? Cynthia was known to be the sister of an opera dancer, with no parents or family of influence to make a fuss, making it likely it would simply be deemed an accident. Why, Lily could have put about the ‘cleaning windows’ story herself.”
“But why?” Elizabeth asked in dismay. “These are terrible things to say of a woman we know and like. What possible reason could she have?”
Daisy rose and dusted off her skirts. “I do not know, but we must go up there and find out. And someone must inform Corporal Kent of our suspicions.”
“He will think you are vindictive at best, and mad at worst,” Elizabeth said, frowning. “I cannot go with you. I do not want that poor young woman to think I have any part in this—this calumny and supposition.”
“Fair enough,” William said. “It is only supposition, but like the young lady’s locket, it only needs a key. Only one fact to link these murders, open up the why to us, and save the professor’s life.”
10:35 a.m.
“I do not think that Beth has thought this through,” Freddie said to Daisy as they dressed in the longhouse. She had pulled her grey wool walking costume with its blue velvet lapels and pocket flaps from the traveling closet, for the morning was still chilly, and had tucked a scarf about her throat. “What will she do when she realizes that two members of the Bonnell family are dead for a reason we cannot fathom, but two yet remain to whom that reason may still apply?”
“It may be best if she stays here,” Daisy said, pinning on her hat. “She is a woman of determination and loyalty, but I fear she may crumble in a pinch. As to the other, Edward and Stephen are quite capable of looking after themselves.”
“Their father wasn’t, Daisy.”
Daisy’s mouth turned down as she acknowledged the truth of this. She checked that there was a bullet in the chamber of her Thaxton, and slipped it into her reticule with a handkerchief and her sketchbook and pencil. Poor sketchbook—other than a few scenes painted during their camps on the journey to Port Townsend, and the judge’s portrait, it had not had much attention lately. When, Freddie wondered, would they have a moment free of inquiries and worry so that Daisy might paint again?
They paused long enough to tell Frederick Chalmers and the girls where they were going and what they planned to do. Chalmers had the grace not to demand the whole story on the spot, only wished them good hunting.
“I will ask the hunters to go with you,” Jissika said, taking Freddie’s hand. “You should not go alone.”
“We would be grateful,” Freddie said, and squeezed her fingers. As she and Daisy, William and Davey followed the tide line down the beach, from the corner of her eye Freddie caught glimpses of forms that would only have been a trick of the light, a waver in the mist to the naked eye. “Thank you,” she whispered, and the hunter to her right dipped his chin in acknowledgement. He might almost have given her a grim smile. But that, too, could have been a trick of the light.
“We need a plan,” William said to them when they reached the funicular. Fortunately, there was no one in the carriage as they boarded it. “We cannot simply go barging into the house to demand that Edward hand over the upstairs maid.”
“What we need is to get the gentlemen out of the house so that we can question her ourselves,” Daisy said. “Can you extract them on some pretext?”
“I would prefer to extract the maid,” he said. “Dearest, you do not mean to beard that lion in her den alone, do you?”
“No indeed,” Daisy said. “I shall have Freddie with me.”
“No, you won’t,” Freddie said. “Not just at first. Someone must go over to the fort to inform Corporal Kent. I shall do that as quickly as I can, and join you at the house, hopefully with him in tow to make the arrest.”
Davey rolled his eyes. “He’ll spend the whole time making moony eyes at you, Freddie.”
“He will not.” He was not that kind of man.
“He does. I’ve seen him. He—”
“Davey Fletcher, now is not the time for gossip,” Daisy said. “Very well. William will get Edward and Stephen out of the house, Freddie will fetch the corporal, and you and I will beard the lion.”
“I like this plan,” Davey said, looking happier about this than Freddie had seen him all morning.
“You can climb the trellises just under our former bedroom window,” Freddie suggested to him. “That’s how I got in yesterday. Hopefully Lily hasn’t thought to lock the window, and you can get in to reconnoiter, like a proper second-storey man.”
Daisy groaned and leaned on the viewing port. “This was not how I envisioned your education going, Davey.”
Abruptly, a memory flashed into Freddie’s mind. “Wait!”
The three of them straightened in alarm. “What is it?” Daisy said. The steam engine clanked and puffed as it built up its head of steam.
Freddie moved closer, though no one outside could possibly hear. “I’ve just remembered something. In the judge’s closet there is a woman’s hat box, full of letters and daguerreotypes, keepsakes and things.”
“Yes, you told us,” William said. “Does something have new significance now?”
“It may not—but it’s odd. And as you said, things are only odd when we don’t have a place for that puzzle piece to fit. There was a picture of a woman with a young child. Lillian, sixteen months was written on the back. I thought it might be a relative of the judge, but—”
“Lillian,” Daisy repeated in a tone of discovery. “Lily?”
Freddie lifted her shoulders. “It could be something ... or nothing. Both woman and child were blond, and Lily is definitely blond.”
The carriage jerked and began its ascent, leaving them in sole possession of it.
“That’s not a lot to go on,” William admitted. “But ... it is odd. Anything else you can remember about the picture?”
Freddie tried to reconstruct the image in her mind. “The woman wore an ordinary bodice ... Jupiter aloft!” She clutched at the frame of the viewing port. “She was wearing the locket!”
“Are you sure?” Daisy demanded. “You are the only one of us who has seen it.”
“I—I—” Freddie took a deep breath. “I can’t be sure. I only looked at the picture a moment, and it was old. Worn. But if it was the same locket—and that is a picture of Lily and her mother—”
The carriage was halfway up.
“Then we have another mystery,” William said. “Namely, why is such a picture in a hatbox in ‘Hanging’ Judge Bonnell’s closet?”
“And will our key—” Davey corrected himself when Daisy raised an eyebrow. “I mean, will Mr. Edward’s key open the real locket?”
“We must go quickly, and find out,” Daisy said. “Davey, you must go to the judge’s room and pinch that picture straightaway, so we may look at it.”
“Happy to,” Davey said. “Anything else?”
“No. I mean that. Only the picture. I must not contribute further to your delinquency.”
“At least his skills are useful,” William said as the carriage jerked to a stop at the top of its rail.
They parted ways, and Freddie made her way over the hill to Fort Worden and the administrative offices of the RCAP. By the time she reached the building, Freddie’s breathing had returned to normal. What a fool she had been, to miss the connection! Granted, the picture was not very clear and the locket a mere shadow upon the woman’s bosom, but still ...
When she gave her name to the desk constable, he nodded. “I’ve been instructed that if either of the Miss Lindens were to come in, he was to be informed immediately. Now I see why. Just be a tick, miss.”
Freddie resisted the urge to roll her eyes at his impertinence, and in a moment was being ushered into Corporal Kent’s office, where a stack of reports and files nearly hid him from view. He pushed his tea out of the way and stood. “Miss Linden? Has something happened?”
They were back on formal terms, were they? Just as well. Perhaps he had remembered he was supposed to be escorting Angela Willamette about the town, not loitering with the criminal element on piers at twilight.
The hunter drifted into the corner and walked through the bookcase, as though checking the perimeter.
Corporal Kent followed her gaze. “Is something wrong?”
She gathered herself. “Yes. We believe we know who killed Judge Bonnell and his daughter Rose.”
“Good heavens. Please sit down. Who?”
“No, there is no time for sitting. We believe it is the maid, Lily.” Swiftly, she explained the reasons for their belief, leaving him blinking in astonishment as he followed their logic. “The only thing left to do now is to confront her and find out what compelled her to these terrible acts. There must be a reason. And we may have just a glimmer of what it might be.”
“You say your sister has gone to do this herself?”
“Her fiancé is with her, and Davey, too.” And a hunter. “Between the two of them, she will come to no harm. But I need you, too.”
Dear heaven, that hadn’t come out right at all.
“I mean, you must come with us,” Freddie corrected herself. “To make the arrest, and hear Lily’s confession. To put her in gaol, so that you can set my father free.”





CHAPTER 16
THURSDAY, 11:40 A.M.
This is surprising.” Daisy said as she and William walked up the Bonnell drive. They had agreed that their pretext for gaining entry to the house would be a condolence call. “I would have expected the drive to be full of steam landaus and carriages.”
“Perhaps no one knows yet of the second death,” William replied. “Though I agree. The Linwood family ought to be here for their son in his bereavement, don’t you think? The atmosphere feels ... strange.”
“I do hope our Chemakum hunter is still with us,” Daisy whispered.
“So do I,” William whispered back. “Bother. I wish we had not separated. Freddie might know what is wrong.”
But there was nothing for it. They were in full view of the windows now, and to turn and leave would not only not accomplish what they had come to do, it would look extremely rude besides.
“Do you suppose Davey has got in?” William asked.
“If he had not, he would have joined us, I think. Oh dear. We had no fallback plan.”
“Never mind,” William told her as they mounted the front steps, down which he had been so unceremoniously heaved yesterday. “He is a resourceful lad.”
A little too resourceful sometimes, but Daisy had not forgotten that the boy had saved her life during that dreadful night on the pinnacle cell in Santa Fe. Saved three lives, in fact. Nothing should happen to Davey while she was here to prevent it.
William knocked. In a moment they heard quick footsteps, and the door opened to reveal Lily, who gazed at them in surprise.
Daisy gazed back at her, this tall young woman with the grave eyes who might have killed three people. This pretty maid whose fine form and respectful manners might conceal a monster, filled with contempt and hatred.
As though Daisy’s perusal were a challenge, Lily’s winglike brows slowly knit into a frown. “Miss Linden,” she said at last. “Mr. Barnicott. I’m afraid the family is not receiving today.”
“I imagine not,” Daisy said with sympathy, as though they were on the most congenial of terms. “But friends come when they are needed. Will you tell them we are here to condole with them?”
“Indeed not.” The door swung closed a few inches, concealing half of Lily’s slender form. “We are expecting Mr. Linwood’s parents soon, and it would not be suitable for us to entertain company.”
“We are hardly—” Daisy began.
“Who is calling, Lily?” came an unsteady voice from within. “Is that Edward, back with Elizabeth?”
Edward was away from home? That divided William’s task by half, at any rate.
“No, sir,” Lily said over her shoulder. “It is—”
“Stephen?” Daisy called in a voice designed to carry. “It is Daisy and William.”
“We have news of Edward,” William added, his voice also raised. “I am afraid you are needed, most urgently.”
A syncopated series of stagger-steps brought him to the door, where the miasma of Kintuck bourbon would have made Daisy step back on the porch, had not pity and concern kept her in place.
“Hullo,” Stephen said, trying to focus. “Where’s m’brother?”
“He ... has had an accident,” William said, looking closely into his eyes. They were enormously dilated, as though the bright day had no effect at all. William frowned, then recovered himself. “He sent us to fetch you.”
“Accident?” Despair filled the strange eyes, and the lids fluttered. “Not ’nother one. Please.”
“He is well,” Daisy said hastily, “as far as can be determined. But Elizabeth says that it would ease his mind if you were with him. Please, Stephen, fetch your hat and coat and go with William at once.”
“Right.” He attempted to straighten. “Lily, m’hat an’ coat, at once.”
“But sir, the Linwoods—they said—”
“When Walter wakes up, he can receive ’em. They’re his parents.”
When Lily wavered, William said, “Lily!” His tone was sharp with something more than command. It had an edge of urgency.
Daisy pushed past the young woman. “Good heavens, must I do everything myself? I will fetch his coat.”
Had Stephen been drugged? Daisy had no experience with what Venetia had euphemistically called the blue poppy, but from William’s expression in that brief moment, it seemed he suspected more than bourbon was at work here. She picked up her skirts and ran up the elaborate staircase, the sound of Lily’s protests and Stephen’s slurred arguments echoing in the massive foyer. Luckily, his room was the first in the family wing. She caught up his hat from the post of the unmade bed, his coat from behind the door, and clattered back down the stairs.
Putting the coat on Stephen was rather like trying to get an octopus into a telescope, but William managed it, clapped the smart bowler upon the young man’s head, and walked him down the steps into the drive. The sooner Stephen was made to empty the contents of his stomach, the better—even if it were in the judge’s pristine rosebushes.
Daisy closed the door upon them both and smiled at Lily. “Men,” she said. “Has he been like this since yesterday?”
“Yes, miss. I never knew a man could put away that much drink and survive. I tried to get some breakfast down him, but he just—sang at me.”
“Which song?” She must keep her talking until William got Stephen off the property and thence to safety. She walked across the foyer, forcing Lily to go along.
“The one from the wedding. The one your sister sang.”
“Ah, that was a happy day, was it not?” Daisy smiled, one of fond remembrance mixed with the sorrow of the present. “‘O Promise Me’ was the name of it.”
As if she’d just realized where Daisy was headed, Lily hustled past her to the dining room door. By the time Daisy entered, Lily was already clearing the table. If something small, like a bottle or vial, had been among the breakfast clutter, it was gone now.
“Will you have a cup of tea, miss, until Mr. Stephen and Mr. Barnicott return with news of Mr. Edward?”
And risk whatever she had slipped Stephen being emptied into her own cup? “Thank you, Lily, but no.” The condolence pretext had not worked, but this one might. “My errand is actually on Miss Selkirk’s behalf.”
The girl tilted her head, puzzled. “Miss Selkirk?”
“Yes. Apparently she made arrangements to stay at the hotel a few days ago, but her trunk has not arrived. I wonder if some error has been made and it is still here?”
“I don’t think so, miss. I would have had it sent on.”
“But with all the terrible confusion of the family’s bereavement—” Daisy gestured briskly at the maid’s hands, which were full of stacked plates. “You’re busy, I know. I won’t trouble you. I’ll just make certain it’s not still in her room, or perhaps downstairs, corded up and ready to be delivered.”
“Miss, I’m quite certain that—”
But Daisy was already out the door. She would have at least a minute or two before Lily could divest herself of sticky plates and follow her, and by then she would have lost her in this vast house.
Once more she ran up the stairs and turned left at the wide landing, but this time she dashed all the way down the corridor to the judge’s room. Last one on the end, Freddie had said. Opening the door as quietly as she could, she found Davey in the middle of the carpet, transfixed with terror at being caught out. “It’s only me,” she whispered as his shoulders slumped in relief. “Did you find it?”
He held the small daguerreotype between thumb and forefinger. “Aye.”
“Excellent. Edward is out, and William has extracted Stephen. This is the last of our objectives.” She took the picture, absorbing its details in one careful sweep. The mother, with blond hair, attractive face, locket. Baby on her lap, blond curls and china-plate eyes and fine brows. She turned the picture over. Lillian, 16 months. “Now we must find the locket, Davey, and see if the judge’s key fits.”
“Start with her room, upstairs?” he whispered.
“Yes. She may have hidden it, so we must use all our resources.” She didn’t want to think about what they would do if, like many women, Lily wore the precious keepsake always, under her clothes. They would deal with that if they were unsuccessful.
A sound from below could have been Lily. Or Walter Linwood asking for his breakfast.
“We must go. I am supposed to be looking for Elizabeth’s trunk. That pretext should last long enough for us to find the locket.”
She leaned out into the corridor, but it lay dim and silent. A small, plain door lay exactly opposite. “The back stairs,” she whispered over her shoulder, and slipped out, Davey on her heels.
“Keep the picture safe.” They climbed the steep, ladderlike stair to the staff floor. “If one of us is caught, the other will have some evidence, at least. If we are separated, we will meet outside, in the rhododendrons, then wait for Freddie and Corporal Kent.”
“Aye,” he whispered, secreting the picture somewhere on his person. “This is like the old days, climbing about in the wings at the Opera House.”
“Shh!”
The staff floor boasted bedrooms for many more servants than the Bonnells could ever have employed. But only three or four were occupied, and only one had a grey maid’s uniform hanging in the wardrobe. Daisy started there, sliding drawers open, feeling behind them, riffling through underclothes and clean waists.
“Daisy!” Davey hissed, straightening, the locket dangling from his fingers on its chain. “In the pillowcase. Why do ladies do that? It’s the first place I always look.”
She unfastened two of her blouse buttons, thrust two fingers into her corset, and withdrew the tiny gold key. “Will you do the honors?”
With a grin, Davey fitted it into the keyhole in the back of the locket. One twist, and it popped open. A daguerreotype, bent from its long confinement, fluttered to the floor, leaving the locket empty.
Daisy picked it up and held it so that Davey could see it, too. The mother—blond hair, attractive face, locket. Baby—blond curls, china-plate eyes, fine brows. And beside them, a third figure, tall and severe with the same winged brows, a quarter century younger. The artist who had tinted the picture hadn’t been able to do much with him, dressed as he was in his formal robes of lamp black.
“Lily told Freddie the locket held a picture of her family, but Lily had never seen it,” Daisy whispered slowly. “The judge has had the key all this time. Was that the reason for the struggle on the cliff? To get the key?”
Davey peered at the picture, frowning in confusion. “You mean ... the judge was Lily’s father, too?”
“Of course he was,” came a cold voice from the doorway.
Daisy gasped and spun about to see Lily, tall and capable and angry as a killing frost, blocking their escape.





CHAPTER 17
THURSDAY, 11:30 A.M.
L et me get this the right way round in my mind,” Corporal Kent said to Freddie as he handed her into the funicular’s carriage. “The maid, Lily— Do we know her last name?”
“No,” Freddie said. “Not yet.” She stood near the front, thankful that they had the carriage to themselves. With a jerk and a great gout of steam, it began to crank itself upward.
“All right. Another maid whose name we do know, Cynthia Verney, sister of the famous Venetia Verney, is hired to put the house in order before the Bonnells arrive. In August, anticipating their arrival, Lily somehow gets into the house, pushes Cynthia off a third-floor verandah, and takes her place, meanwhile putting about a report that the girl was washing windows and lost her footing.”
“Yes.”
“So Lily is installed by the time the Bonnells arrive, and makes herself indispensable to the family. Respected. Beloved, even. After Rose Bonnell’s wedding, the judge goes for a walk on the cliffs—”
“Or was asked to meet her there.”
“And there is a struggle. Over the gold key that he always wore on his watch chain.”
“Yes. We believe that key opens a locket in Lily’s possession, inside of which is a picture of her family that she has never seen.”
“But we don’t know who her family is, or even their last name. Or why the judge felt it necessary to keep the key in such an intimate fashion about his person.”
“Daisy may know by now, but I at this moment do not.”
“Fair enough. In the struggle, the key is lost in the dark, and the judge tumbles over the cliff edge.”
“Or is pushed.”
“By a woman much lighter than he.”
“Who has been doing physical labor for some months that has made her strong, if she was not before.” Freddie did not point out that rage could give a person the strength for herculean efforts.
When they gained the top and stepped out on to the platform, the corporal offered her his arm. It would be rude not to take it. The wool of his scarlet aeronaut’s jacket was warm under her fingers and felt substantial, somehow.
The hunter pacing next to her lengthened his stride to precede them as they began to walk in the direction of the Bonnell home.
It had been a long while since Freddie had felt this safe. This protected. It was a passing sensation, of course, but she made up her mind to enjoy every moment.
“Thank you,” she said suddenly.
“For what, Miss Frederica?”
“For not dismissing us as hysterical females desperate to free our father.”
“I suspect you are desperate to free him. But you and your sister do not strike me as hysterical. I have made further inquiries, you will remember. In Georgetown with a certain Ranger Willets, and a Constable Lynch in Bodie. The former was fulsome in his praises of the abilities and powers of observation shared by you and your sister, and expressed his hopes that you would one day grace his town with your presence again. The latter admitted that one or two clues you had provided had been useful in solving a murder, and made no personal remarks at all other than good wishes for your continued health.”
Freddie gave an unladylike snort.
“So no, I am not inclined to discount the information you have brought me. I cannot discount you at all. In fact, I find myself consumed with the desire to know why this Ranger Willets is carrying a torch for you when it is apparent that you left Georgetown weeks ago.”
Freddie’s step hitched. “I beg your pardon. What does that have to do with anything?”
Corporal Kent took a long breath. “Nothing, if you tell me it does not.”
“I have not thought of Ranger Willets once since we boarded the train to Santa Fe,” she said honestly. “Though that is emphatically none of your business.”
“But somehow I feel that if what you suspect is true and your father can be proved innocent, upon your departure I shall merely join the unhappy string of heartbroken lawmen you have left scattered about the Wild West in your wake.”
She couldn’t help it. She laughed, and the hunter turned with a forbidding glance, as though she might frighten their quarry with her noise. He might be right. There were the roofs of the Bonnell house just visible above the treetops.
“Corporal, I am sure that the cure for such an unhappy fate lies just a few streets over, at the Willamette house.”
His arm went rigid. “I beg your pardon?”
She released it altogether, half wishing she could walk ahead and join the hunter. “Angela seemed delighted to be in your company the other night at the penny opera.”
“She was not in my company.”
“You were speaking to her. All during the performance.”
“Because she is one of those maddening young ladies who does not understand that a man pays to listen to the performance, not to her. My companion was on my other side. A retired colonel of the RCAP who is Venetia Verney’s most devoted admirer. He bludgeons me into attending all her opening nights with him.”
It took a moment for Freddie to absorb this revelation. “Then you are not ... attached to Angela?”
“And run the risk of attaching four sisters along with her, and her formidable mother to boot? No indeed. I enjoy the elder sister’s company, when she is allowed to open her mouth, but I do not think she enjoys mine. And I am content to make no further effort in that quarter.”
“Oh.”
“Have you been the least bit jealous since Tuesday?” he asked, his voice tinged with hope.
“I do not waste my energy on jealousy,” she told him, tilting her chin. “All my efforts are concentrated on proving my father’s innocence.”
“I am convinced of his innocence,” he said, surprising her into taking his arm again. “And if what you say of this Lily woman is also true, she has killed three people in my town, one of whom I deeply respected. If I can bring her to justice this very day, I will, with your help.”
If Freddie had not had that house and its danger to the people she loved looming over her, she might have been quite satisfied with the outcome of this morning’s walk.
The hunter glanced back at her once more and shook his head. He may even have rolled his eyes.
But surely it was only her imagination.
12:05 p.m.
“What are you doing in my room?” Lily demanded, closing the door behind her and turning the lock. “How dare you?”
“I have not dared as much as you,” Daisy said calmly, conscious of the weight of the Thaxton revolver in her reticule. “Davey, would you give Lily the daguerreotype and her locket, please? Leave the key in it.” The boy did so, offering the keepsakes at the very end of his arm’s reach, in case Lily made a move to grab him.
But the woman was not interested in little boys. She held the picture as though it were the culmination of a long search. Perhaps it was.
While her attention was focused on the picture, Daisy tilted her head toward the window. Go, she mouthed.
Distress flared in his eyes.
Go. Help.
But before he could move, Lily spoke. “How dare you?” she repeated. “This was mine to open. Mine to discover. You had the key all this time?”
“Since the funeral.” She moved in front of Davey. “Stephen convinced Edward to give it to us as evidence, since Freddie and I found it out on the cliff Saturday afternoon. Have you been looking for it?”
She gave a short laugh at Daisy’s ignorance. “Have I—only for ten years, since my mother died. Have I been looking for it?” She tipped her head back and addressed the ceiling.
Davey dived for the window, flung it up, and rolled out of it.
Lily lunged after him, but the foot of her bed was in her path. She knocked a knee on the iron bedstead and swore. By then, the only evidence of Davey was a scramble and thump and then silence. Lily slammed the window sash down and locked it, too.
“I would not recommend the same exit,” she said. “He will kill himself.”
“Like Cynthia?” Daisy inquired. “She wasn’t really washing windows, was she?”
The other woman’s chin jerked up. “Who told you?”
“Her sister.”
“That whore.” Lily snorted. “Why didn’t she tell the RCAP, then?”
“No proof, I imagine,” Daisy said mildly. “You don’t leave any behind, I will say that for you. But I would like to know how you convinced the judge to join you out on the cliff. That would have taken quite a clever pretext, I would think.”
“Then you don’t think much. Or know him as I did. He took a walk out to his star bench every evening before he went to bed. I simply went out there after him. I could have done it any night, I suppose, but the chaos of the wedding was too good an opportunity. Any one of a hundred people could have been responsible.”
“But only a few had a reason,” Daisy pointed out. “Mrs. Willamette was one. And Mr. Royston Greene another. He was in line to be appointed to the bench, wasn’t he?”
Lily shook her head. “He’ll make an appalling judge. Too many vices. It makes him vulnerable to people like that Venetia Verney.”
“So you went out to the cliff. To try to get the key he kept on his watch chain?”
“Of course.”
“But why? What was the connection between his key and your locket?”
Lily gave her a look that said she must be incredibly stupid. “My mother, of course. His first wife.”
A picture of my family.
“The judge was married before?” she asked. “But how—” The Bonnell children were too close to Lily in age for that, were they not?
“Married in the eyes of God, not man,” Lily said defensively. “In New Orleans. And then he left her and married that ridiculous woman, all drooping and frail ... and rich. Rich enough to put his career on the rails properly, and her father aiming at the governorship of Nouveau France.”
“Rose favored her, I suspect. Was that why you killed her?”
“No indeed.” Lily looked shocked at the suggestion Daisy could be that shallow. “She was horrible to me. In the time of their bereavement, after all I’d done to join my family, with my mother dead just like hers, she said—she said—”
“She was mad with grief, Lily. Surely anything she said has to be leavened with compassion.”
“He was my father too!” Lily cried. “I was just as bereaved!”
After she’d pushed him over a cliff? “I know. It’s dreadful. What did Rose say?”
“She said that she didn’t want a murderer for a sister. Can you believe it?”
“You didn’t push him over the cliff? Oh, I am glad to hear that.”
“I didn’t mean to. I was hugging him, after I’d just told him who I was—for goodness sake, he must have loved me, he had my baby picture in his bedroom—and he pushed me away. He said that he had the key and my mother had the locket and it was just a silly trifle. A sentimental act of two romantics.” Her voice dripped disdain. “So sentimental that he fell in love with the first heiress he saw and took the key with him. Do you know what else?”
Daisy shook her head.
“He said he kept it on his watch chain to remind himself of his mistake!”
They had suspected something like this, but here was confirmation. The fact that made sense of all the others. A simple keepsake between lovers had become the bone of contention that had triggered a murder.
“Me, a mistake,” Lily said forlornly. She looked at the picture in her hand. “I never knew what was in the locket, you see. My mother said it was my family, and if I ever needed to, I could use it as proof. I thought the picture would be just my mother and me. But it was much more, which I tried to tell Rose. That we were family. So I could stop pretending to be a maid and keep house for Edward and Stephen, just as she had done before she was married.”
“She wanted you to go with her and Mr. Linwood,” Daisy said softly. “She said she couldn’t imagine life without you.”
“As a maid,” Lily spat. “Not as her sister. Oh, no, the genteel and wealthy Mrs. Linwood couldn’t have a sister in service.”
“Is that what the row was about yesterday? Stephen said he heard her shouting at someone.”
Lily smiled a catlike smile. “Not so genteel then, our Rose, bawling like a fishwife, and me as calm and cool as could be. Who is the well-bred one now?”
“He thinks she threw herself from an upper window. That her mind had become unhinged by grief.” Daisy clasped her hands. “You won’t tell him the truth, will you? Better to think her not of sound mind than as a victim of—”
“What, me? Goodness, no. I won’t say a word. I’ll tell you now, Miss Linden, I really think she was deranged. By putting an end to her pain I saved my half-sister from a sorry life in the asylum, if nothing else, poor thing.”
Daisy could hardly follow the twists of her mad logic.
“In any case, now that Rose is no longer in the picture, I need not stay here. I can go with Edward and Stephen to Reno.” Her lips turned up in a faraway smile. “I have a bit of a green thumb—inherited from my father, I suspect. Edward has been studying horticulture, poor darling, but it will take more than book learning to keep a garden the size of the one he tells me the judge planted there. I look forward to making it a showpiece. Perhaps I may even plant it for my own wedding. I saved all the judge’s sketches when he tried to throw them away.”
Good heavens. Did she seriously imagine such an idyl was possible? “Do your half-brothers know of your relationship?”
Lily shook her head. “Oh, yes—I told them this morning. Now that I have this daguerreotype, the locket, and the key from our father’s watch chain, they’ll believe me.” She looked up. “You see? It’s all worked out in the end.”
So well that three people were dead, poor Stephen might have died from whatever he had ingested, and an innocent man was in gaol. Daisy decided that she didn’t want to know why Lily had dosed her half-brother. To keep him compliant while she told him her news? It was enough for now that Stephen and Edward were both safe. And with Lily in gaol, that Edward would someday have the chance to realize that he held the key to Elizabeth’s loyal heart.
“Well then,” Daisy said, “shall we go down? William and Stephen may have rescued poor Edward by now, and they will all be wanting their lunch.”
Lily’s fine eyebrows quirked upward. “Go down? No indeed. I still need to decide what to do with you.”
“I am no threat to you, Lily. Come, unlock the door. Edward was stranded on the sandbar attempting to gather oysters for Elizabeth and he will be soaked.” No one could believe that whopper, but it was all Daisy could think of on the spot, locked in with a murderess.
“For Elizabeth.” Lily’s mouth formed a moue of distaste. “There’s one person I will be glad to see the back of. Edward deserves better than someone who smells of printer’s ink and gear oil. Oysters, indeed.”
“Still, you will want to see that he has dry clothes.”
“You are quite right. We have no time to waste.” She gestured toward the window. “Over there, please.”
“To the window?”
“Yes, the window, you goose. It’s unfortunate you encouraged that boy through it so quickly. It’s a sheer drop to the side lawn, with not even a rhododendron to break his fall.”
Daisy gasped and willed her feet not to move, though every cell in her body shrieked at her to run to the window to see if Davey were lying below. If he could have survived. “He is dead?” Her voice spiraled upward at the same time as tears welled in her eyes. She fumbled in her reticule as if for a handkerchief, and her fingers closed around the grip of the Thaxton.
“Of course he is dead. Go and look if you don’t believe me. You should have thought it through before you ordered him to jump, you murderess.”
Lily advanced on her and Daisy couldn’t stop herself from backing up a step. “Stop,” she ordered, her voice thick with tears. “Now.”
“Crying won’t do any good,” Lily said reasonably. “You’re a perfectly nice person, Miss Linden, but I’m afraid that if you tell that corporal from the RCAP that he has the wrong man in gaol, you will disorder my future.”
“You know about Papa?” Daisy said incredulously.
“My brothers do talk,” she said dryly. “Come on. Out you go. No more sniveling.”
Another step and Lily would be close enough to lunge at her. In one smooth motion, Daisy pulled the Thaxton from her reticule, sighted down its stylishly chased barrel, and pulled the trigger.





CHAPTER 18
THURSDAY, 12:40 P.M.
F reddie’s heart nearly stopped at the sound of a shot from somewhere within the house.
“Stay where you are!” Corporal Kent shouted, and took off at a run for the front door, the neatly raked gravel of the drive spurting up under the soles of his boots.
Freddie rarely paid attention to the stupid things men said to her. Picking up her skirts, she ran after him. The hunter passed her with the speed of a bounding deer, and by the time she reached the door, both men—corporeal and incorporeal—were already taking the main staircase two and three steps at a time.
A second shot rang out and Freddie screamed, “Daisy!”
In the space of a second, she had triangulated the shots to be from the uppermost floor of the wing that housed the family bedrooms. In one more second, she abandoned guesses in favor of simply dashing after the hunter.
“That way!” she shouted to Corporal Kent, and pointed. He swerved and pounded down the corridor of the family wing, the hunter ahead of him by a couple of yards.
Kent yanked open doors until he reached the one to the servants’ stairs and scrambled upward. Goodness, how did anyone carry the washing up and down these stairs? Freddie bunched her skirts in both hands and ran up, emerging into the corridor in time to see Daisy stagger through one halfway along and into Corporal Kent’s arms, the Thaxton still gripped in one hand.
“Daisy!” Freddie panted as she ran up. “Are you hurt?”
“Not I,” Daisy said. “I forgot what a kick the Thaxton has, despite its size. She is in there.”
Corporal Kent turned in a waltz move and Freddie found herself embracing her sister while he entered the maid’s room. “You are certain you are not harmed? We heard two shots.”
“I just winged her the first time.” Daisy kissed her and straightened, one hand going to her hair as though realizing for the first time that she had lost her hat. “The second was through the door, to convince her not to escape.”
“That was risky. It only has two shots.”
“She didn’t know that.” Daisy smiled.
There was a scream from within the room with the damaged door, and the sound of a scuffle. “Good heavens, what now?” Daisy and Freddie both crowded into the doorway to see Corporal Kent wrestle Lily away from the open window.
“No, you don’t, miss,” he grunted. “Not such an easy escape from your trial.”
And then she screamed again, fear now instead of frustration, her eyes wide and staring at something in the corner of the room.
She fainted, the corporal staggering under the sudden weight.
“Careful, she’s shamming,” Daisy exclaimed.
The hunter, who had materialized just enough to be seen by ordinary eyes, folded his arms and grinned at Freddie.
She grinned back, then composed her face before she addressed Corporal Kent. “No, I don’t think she is. She looks like she’s seen a ghost.”
Corporal Kent laid her on the bed, where the blood flowing just below the shoulder slicked the fabric of her dress. “She’ll need a doctor. Frederica, send for the constables and the medical man. Miss Linden, help me find something to tie her to the bedstead. I’ll not have her coming to and taking the easy way out when my back is turned.”
Daisy didn’t seem to hear him. She had leaped for the window and leaned out as far as she could to see below. “Davey,” she shouted. “Davey!”
“Where is he?” Freddie handed the corporal the sash from the dressing gown hanging on the back of the door.
“He went out the window. She said he’d be killed in the fall.” Daisy leaned out to look a second time. “But he’s not there. I can’t see him anywhere.” Her voice had gone ragged with anxiety when a moment later she said, “Oh,” in a completely different tone.
Freddie crossed the room in a bound to join her at the window.
Coming through the gardens at a run was Davey, in perfect health, while behind him came William and Stephen, Edward and Elizabeth.
“Daisy!” William shouted, tearing off his hat and waving it. “No!”
“All is well,” she called, waving back. “Lily is in custody. But I would very much like to know why Davey isn’t dead.”
From behind them came a groan, and Corporal Kent said with some urgency, “I need a scarf or something—she is not secure!”
Daisy pulled her head in and opened one of the drawers in the wardrobe. “Will these do?” She gave him two of Lily’s headscarves, used on heavy cleaning days.
In moments, one of Lily’s hands was secured to the bedpost, as was her other foot. But that left the hand on the injured side, with which, if she could move her fingers, she could still free herself the moment she was left alone.
Lily’s eyes narrowed in rage and pain as she realized she was restrained. She opened her mouth to scream something at them, but what it was Freddie never knew. For the hunter glimmered into sight again behind Corporal Kent, this time in a threatening pose, his lips pulled back in a snarl.
Lily’s eyes rolled up and she went limp on the bed just as Corporal Kent turned with one of her boots, from which he was pulling the laces with brisk movements.
“She has fainted from blood loss,” he said grimly. “Frederica, please. Go at once.”
Freddie smiled at the hunter in thanks as she caught Daisy’s hand and pulled her out of the room.
3:30 p.m.
Daisy ran down the front steps and caught Davey up in a fierce hug, swinging him off his feet. “You blessed boy, you frightened me to death. She said you were dead—there was a sheer drop out that window!”
For a wonder, he allowed her embrace and even seemed to return it before he wriggled free, only to be snagged in a similar fashion by Freddie.
“There was,” he said when he got his breath, “but didn’t you see the pneumatic pipes?”
“The what?”
William folded her into a hug of his own composed of two parts love and one part relief, and she put aside all questions to savor the sweetness of his arms wrapped around her. “I thought she was forcing you out the window,” he murmured into her hair. “I thought I was about to witness your death.”
“And so you might have, save for the Thaxton.” She kissed him and he released her to take her hand instead. “I confess I shot her, but not to kill. Only to wound, so that she can stand trial and Papa can go free.”
She turned to Davey, safe as houses, and whose irrepressible spirits were like a tonic to the soul. “Now, what is this about pneumatic pipes and what does that have to do with your not lying dead in the grass?”
“See there?” Edward pointed up at the open window of Lily’s room. “This house is such an overdressed monstrosity that it’s easy to miss the piping they’re putting in. The Lieutenant-Governor is finally doing something about the postal system, and apparently we’re to get the first pneumatic tube. The workmen came a day or two ago but with everything ...” He shook his head. “It doesn’t seem important.”
“It was to me,” Davey said. “I went out the window one second before I realized there wasn’t anything to grab on to except that pipe. Slid straight down it to that gable, there, see? Where the junction sends another one through the wall?”
“That was a stroke of luck,” Daisy said. “Here I’d been convinced I’d murdered you, and was no better than Lily.”
“I must go fetch the constables and the doctor,” Freddie said. “I will be back in half an hour, no more. And then we will go to Papa.”
“You can’t go downtown alone,” Davey informed her with a shake of his head. “I’ll go with you.”
What a beautiful sight they made, heading down the drive at a brisk pace, Davey demanding to know all about the scene in the maid’s room. Alive. Alive and well and both so beloved that she would not have been able to bear it if Lily had been right. If that woman suffered even a tenth of what she had before that moment at the window, expecting to see Davey’s shattered little body below, she would get off lightly.
“It’s really Lily, then?” Edward said, turning once more toward the house. “Goodness, will you all come in? I want the entire dreadful tale, and Stephen can’t stand in the sun much longer.”
“I’m perfectly well,” his younger brother protested.
But Daisy could see that his eyes were not quite normal, though he seemed steady enough on his feet. “What did she give you?” she asked him as they went into the house, and by some instinct gathered in the drawing room, where a cheerful fire crackled lit by hands unknown. Probably Lily’s, earlier today.
“No idea,” Stephen said. “But I had the most extraordinary waking dreams.”
“Hallucinations, more like,” William told him. “Here. I want you to drink four more of these by dinnertime. Flush you out.”
Obediently, Stephen drank the glass of water William handed him from the sideboard.
“It was some tincture of poppy, I think,” William said, watching Stephen pour himself another from the carafe. “Not prescribed by any doctor, I’ll be bound. Once he had purged his stomach, I gave him one of my restoratives. That’s when we met Edward coming back with Elizabeth from the Chemakum village.”
“They let you in?” Daisy said to Edward in some surprise.
“Is there a gate? No need, in any case. That place is terrifying. I cannot believe you have friends there—I did not even think it was habitable. No, I saw her walking along the beach toward the town. And—”
He exchanged a look with Elizabeth, who was sitting on the sofa beside him. He took her hand.
“And I realized that while I had been shamefully weak in allowing my sister to run her off, I may also have saved her life, if Lily is as deranged as William has been telling us. I’m afraid that while you all have been risking your lives for this family, I have been down on the beach with her.”
“What, all this time?” It had been hours since they’d come to the house.
Edward looked down at Elizabeth’s hand, turning it over as though marveling at its flawless engineering. “It takes a little time to realize how stupid one has been. How blind.”
“You cannot blame yourself, dearest,” Elizabeth said softly, putting her other hand over his. “Not one of us saw anything to reproach in Lily.”
“She told us, you know,” he said after a moment. “This morning, at breakfast. That she was our sister, and she would be traveling to Reno with us, to manage our household. To behave as if—as if—” Elizabeth squeezed his hand, and he controlled himself with an effort. “As if Dad’s and Rose’s deaths were merely inconveniences that we could forget now that we had her.”
“I protested,” Stephen said.
“You kicked up an enormous fuss, you mean,” Edward said.
“Which got me drugged after you had left the house, though I still don’t remember how. Perhaps when she brought me a cup of chamomile tea to calm down. I thought I was drunk. But it turned out she only doused me in Kintuck bourbon, to cover up the effects.”
“While I fled to the only port I could think of in such a storm.” Edward gazed at Elizabeth for a moment, then to Daisy and William. “I just can’t believe she is really our sister.”
“Half,” Daisy said. “Upstairs on the floor of her room are three things to prove it—her locket, which opens with the key from your father’s watch chain, and the picture that was inside it. Her family. Herself, her mother, and the judge.”
“They were married?” Stephen said in disbelief. “And he never told us?”
Daisy shook her head. “Not married, no. Lily is not legitimate. He was with her mother, apparently, in New Orleans, before he met yours and married her instead.”
“And the locket and key?” William said. “Why would the judge keep such a thing? Why not simply leave a sentimental trinket with the woman he had abandoned?”
“Lily says he told her, out there on the cliff, that he kept it to remind himself not to make such a mistake again,” Daisy said. “She did not say, but it is not difficult to imagine that this is what sent her into a rage. If he had not said that, perhaps she could have convinced him merely to give her the key. Perhaps he might even have agreed to make some provision for her as his illegitimate daughter. But to hear him call her a mistake—her beloved mother a mistake—” She shook her head slowly. “That seems to be when she snapped, attacked him to get the key, and whether by design or not, he went over the cliff in the struggle.”
“Great Caesar’s ghost,” Edward whispered.
“And instead of owning up to it—because his death, at least, may have been an accident—she allowed the RCAP to keep Papa in gaol,” Daisy said.
“How could she have imagined she’d get away with it?” William wondered.
“I do not know,” Daisy admitted. “Three falls at one house in such a short time? It beggars belief.”
“Three?” Edward repeated. “Who is the third?”
“She was actually the first,” Stephen told his brother. “Venetia’s sister Cynthia.”
Rapidly, Elizabeth told him their theory of why Lily had killed her. Halfway through, Edward’s face had lost its color. “We have been living with a murderess since we arrived, then. And not one of us suspected a thing. Lily played her part well, it seems.”
“And now it is over,” Elizabeth said softly. “Except for the final act.”
Daisy supposed she meant Lily’s trial and eventual hanging. But for herself and Freddie, the final act would come much sooner, and they could leave this town with Papa and never darken its shores again.
A few minutes later, they heard the sound of boots crunching on the gravel drive. Several pairs of boots, crunching in double time. “That will be the constables,” Daisy reported, and Edward went out of the room to receive them. In a moment Freddie and Davey came in while the marching feet continued up the staircase.
“That was quick,” Daisy said, slipping an arm around Davey. “I am glad. While I want to see that woman in gaol, I do not want her to suffer unduly from the wound I inflicted.”
“The doctor has his bag with him,” Davey said. “Is there anything to eat?”
“That’s a very good question,” Stephen said, getting out of the wing chair. “I shall go downstairs and inquire of Cook about the possibility. I hope you will let us feed you?”
“Yes indeed,” Freddie said. “And when his duties are concluded, we will prevail upon Corporal Kent to escort us downtown to free Papa.”





CHAPTER 19
THURSDAY, OCTOBER 10, 1895
5:20 p.m.
The key turned in the iron box with a clang, and Corporal Kent swung the bars wide. “Good afternoon, Professor,” he said. “You have visitors.”
Papa laid aside the newspaper he had been reading and lowered his feet to the stone flags of the floor. “Margrethe! Frederica!” He held his arms wide and Daisy and Freddie ran into them. Oh, how frail he felt! His forehead and cheeks were peeling from an old sunburn, his beard was a positive bush, and they clearly had not allowed him to bathe in at least a week—one did not count his brief foray into the ocean to retrieve the judge’s body.
“Oh, Papa,” Daisy said brokenly. “You are so thin.”
“But you are a feast for the eyes, meine liebling.” He only reverted to German in moments of deep emotion. “How long will they allow you to visit today?”
“We are not visiting, Papa,” Freddie said. “We have come to take you out of here. You are free!”
He laid a hand on each of their faces—a hand that trembled, whether from emotion or privation Daisy could not tell. “You have done it?” he whispered, his dear blue eyes seeking confirmation in their faces. “You have found who killed that man on the beach?”
Daisy nodded, and turned her cheek into the sea-roughened palm of his hand, where he cupped it gently. With his thumb, he wiped away her tears. “Then you must not cry, dear ones.”
“It is for joy, Papa,” Freddie said, dashing away her own tears. “Come. We will not allow you to spend another moment in here.”
Papa bent to retrieve the newspaper, which he folded neatly. He laid his stained, ragged Prussian blue military greatcoat over his arm with dignity, and handed the paper to Corporal Kent. “My thanks, sir. I do enjoy those Tales of a Medicine Man. The one about the opera dancer imprisoned atop the pinnacle cells was particularly riveting.”
Daisy turned abruptly. “The what?”
But Freddie seemed to be more interested in the source of the paper, not its content. “Corporal, have you been supplying our father with reading material?”
He had the grace to look embarrassed at being found out. “I have, Miss Frederica. The hours can be long down here. It seemed harmless enough to bring the Professor up to date with a few books and news of what is happening in the world.”
“How very kind you are,” she said in a wondering tone.
He met her eyes. “He is your father,” he said simply.
Papa looked from Freddie to Daisy and raised his eyebrows at his eldest. Daisy lifted her shoulders in a silent I have no idea. Then she said, “May I have that?”
Corporal Kent handed the newspaper to her. She rolled it up and thrust it into her reticule. “Come,” he said. “Let us go, or your young ward will have eaten all the food without us.”
“Ward?” Papa said. “Food?”
“Indeed yes,” Freddie said. “Our friends uptown are bringing a feast to the Chemakum village. It will be a celebration of thanks—both for your freedom and to show our gratitude for their help. Can you walk the distance, Papa? It is not so far, but...”
“At this moment my feet are not even touching the ground,” he said as they climbed the stone steps. As they emerged out on the boardwalk he blinked in the light, though the sun was nearly down and already the lamplighters had lit the few street lamps that had not had their lenses shot out. The shadows of the flower houses and saloons lay like night across the streets. He took each of their hands in his. “I can walk. As long as it is with you, I feel as though I could walk back to Edinburgh.”
“It is not so far as that,” Daisy said, laughing. “Only to the beach.”
Venetia Verney stepped out of the shadows, dressed for once in an ordinary walking suit of deep blue, the skirt gored with fine pleats. She carried a large wicker hamper that looked heavy. “Hullo,” she said. “Stephen said I was to meet you here in street clothes, but he didn’t say why, except that there should be food involved. Now I see the reason.”
Freddie released Papa’s hand to hug her. “We want to celebrate Papa’s release with our friends,” she said. “I hope he told you that.”
Venetia eyed the corporal.
“Don’t mind me,” he said. “I am at the disposal of these young ladies, just like you and the Bonnells.” He took the basket from her, and with a sweep of her skirt, Venetia gave him a mocking curtsey.
When they stepped down to the sand below the sail loft, the mist swirled to meet them—enveloping them in twilight. Freddie stepped forward to ask permission, but the mist was so thick Daisy could barely see her sister’s outline through it.
Corporal Kent watched her as though she were a priestess performing a sacred rite. Which, in a way, she was. “What is she doing?” he whispered to Daisy. “The gases will overcome her. We must go back at once.”
The mist, it appeared, agreed.
“Please,” Freddie said softly, holding out her hands palms upward. “Your men have gone hunting with us, and we want to thank you by sharing what we have. This is my father, and a woman who has lost her sister, and a good man who has helped us—a friend of the headwoman’s husband. Will you welcome them as you welcomed us?”
A silence fell, so thick that even the mewing of the gulls was muted.
Venetia made a small sound that might almost have been a whimper.
And then the mist thinned, and became tinted with the pale pink and purple of the sunset glowing over the islands in the channel. As it cleared away, the chill warmed to that of a pleasant autumn evening. In the distance the silvery fuselages of the goddess whales glimmered, and the gold and orange fires lit on the beach crackled and spit. The tide was out, and Jissika and Kirima and Davey and the children of the village shouted and laughed as the clams on the sandy flat squirted them. They dug with both hands like puppies, scooping the shellfish into cedar buckets.
“What just happened?” Corporal Kent asked, his voice soft with wonder.
“What ... is this place?” Papa breathed.
“It is magic,” Venetia said with certainty.
“It is a home,” Daisy said. She took Papa’s arm, and waved at Edward and Elizabeth, already making a place for them at one of the fires. “Come and meet our friends.”
Frederick Chalmers and Malina advanced toward them across the sand. Corporal Kent gave an abrupt bark of laughter. “I might have known that the most successful agent of the Walsingham Office might have been mixed up with a clandestine movable village. You rascal!” he called to Chalmers, whose face was lit with welcome. “You might have warned me.” He bowed to Malina, and after a moment, Papa and Venetia followed his example. “Madame.”
Malina stood on tiptoe to kiss both the corporal’s cheeks. “You are welcome here. Though when Freddie appeared at the gate, I had to explain to those with whom we share our home that you were a friend.”
“Thank you, Madame,” he said. “I would not have liked to be excluded when all those I most care for and respect are here on the other side.”
“You are a stranger no longer,” she told him with a twinkle. “You must come to us now, instead of tempting my husband into that terrible town.”
Chalmers clapped him on the back. “It is good to have you here, Oscar. Miss Selkirk will show you where to unpack that hamper. And this must be the professor.” He clasped Papa’s hand in a firm shake. “We are very glad to meet you, sir, and thankful that you are a free man.”
“As am I, thanks to my daughters.”
“Thanks to everyone here, Papa,” Daisy corrected him gently. Both the visible and the invisible, as Freddie says.
Freddie moved beside Venetia and nudged her to the front of the little crowd. “Mr. Chalmers, Madame, this is—”
“Venetia!” Stephen Bonnell detached himself from a group of young people that included Malina’s elder daughters, and jogged over to them. “Did you bring a hamper?”
“Yes, you rude boy,” Venetia said. “I am being introduced, if you don’t mind.” She dipped a curtsey to Malina. “My name is Venetia Verney.”
“You are very welcome here,” Malina said, laughing. “Both of you.”
“Both of us?” Venetia said, glancing at Freddie. But the latter was gazing at something just to the left of Venetia’s shoulder.
“Yes,” Malina said. “Your sister is with you. She says she will not leave you again, now that justice has set her free.”
“Cynthia?” Tears welled in her eyes. “Is here?” As though she felt a touch upon her shoulder, Venetia covered it with her hand.
Malina slipped an arm around her waist in a brief gesture of comfort. “You and the Bonnells have brought so much food we will be all night eating it all. But first, I see that we must make Professor Linden a little more comfortable. The steam boiler is hot and a bath and shaving tools are ready. My husband will see to you, while I estimate which of our men might have clothes that will fit you.”
“Oh, Madame, I would not cause you such trouble for the world—” Papa began.
“It is no trouble,” she said. “Hot water begins healing. Come with me.”
And like a wondering child, he allowed her to take his arm and lead him over to their vessel. Smiling with affection, Daisy could see the moment when he realized it was a ship. His entire body became intense with interest as he fired question after question at his hostess. If she had worried about getting him into the part of the boiler that functioned as a bath, her fears were allayed. He could hardly get down the steps fast enough.
Daisy exchanged a glance of recognition with her sister. “Once an engineer—”
“—always an engineer,” Freddie finished with a nod.
Laughing, they followed Venetia and Stephen to the fire on the beach, where tables already groaning with food had been set up, and William and Corporal Kent waited.
“His name is Oscar?” Daisy asked.
“We knew that,” Freddie replied with a lift of her chin, as though the familiarity of knowing his given name meant nothing to her. “He introduced himself when he arrested us.”
“And he knows an agent of the Walsingham Office? I should very much like to know how.”
But that particular mystery, evidently, would have to wait for another day.
For now, she thought as William slipped an arm around her and drew her against him at the fire, it was enough to be here in this beautiful place, with the ones she loved safe and cared for.
As for mysteries ...
She stretched up and kissed William in that delightful hollow under his ear. “Tell me something,” she whispered.
“Anything,” he said, gazing down at her tenderly.
“Exactly how well do you know the Educated Gentleman who writes the Tales of a Medicine Man?”
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