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      WAIAWA, 2011

      Waiawa Times, Monday October 17, 1969

      SEARCH FOR MISSING GIRL TO END

      Constable Jones has advised there have been no new leads in the disappearance of Daisy Hodges. He told this reporter, ‘As there is no evidence of anything untoward happening to Miss Hodges, and taking into account that she is over eighteen, we will no longer be actively searching for her.’ Of course, should any new evidence come to light, we will follow up.’

      Daisy was last seen on Saturday the 9th of October in the Waiawa Tavern with members of the Purdy shearing gang. She failed to return home that night and has not contacted her family since.

      A close friend of the Hodges, who run the Main Street Bakery, reveals family members are distraught. They believe something has happened to Daisy as she would never have left town without telling them. They are urging anyone who might have seen Daisy on the Saturday night, or at any time afterwards, to come forward and tell the police.

      

      It is strange to be back in the living room of my family home, and even stranger flipping through my old photo album and reliving those old memories.

      I trace my finger over the photo of Daisy printed with the article. With honey blonde hair and blue eyes, and a smile that could stop a person in their tracks, she was so stunning—not that you could tell from the black-and-white image.

      All the boys had chased her, but none of them had managed to catch her before she disappeared. I slip the newspaper clipping back into the photo album and turn the page.

      Here I find photos of my closest friends. One of the whole group of us at the dance we went to the night Daisy disappeared. The dress I’d worn had been my first grown-up one, a hand-me-down from my mother. Daisy—my best friend Penny’s sister—had offered to take it in for me. When she'd seen mum’s cast-off she’d declared it needed a complete overhaul.

      ‘Maggie, you’re such a slip of a thing, you’ll be lost in that.’

      ‘Mum said it was just the thing for a dance.’ I’d stood up for Mum. Although I didn’t like the dress, I’d understood we didn’t have the money for anything new.

      It was drop-waisted with a belt around the hips, falling to a straight knee-length skirt. The bodice was a blue geometric pattern and the bottom a light blue fabric, which had also been used for the capped sleeves.

      ‘It might be just the thing for her to wear to the dance,’ Daisy had countered, ‘but I think we can do something a little younger and more modern for you.’

      I’d been doubtful, but she’d taken some measurements and said, ‘Leave it to me.’

      When I’d come back a couple of days later, I hadn’t been able to believe what she’d done. The sleeves were gone and the skirt had been trimmed to mid-thigh length. When I’d pulled it on, I’d looked like a model from a magazine.

      ‘See what a few nips and tucks can do?’ Daisy had said as she’d zipped me up.

      ‘How did you do that?’ I’d asked.

      She’d tapped the side of her nose. ‘It’s a secret.’ She’d winked at me, and in that moment I’d thought she was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen. ‘A little dressmaking knowledge, and daring to be different—that’s all.’

      I’d seen Daisy as something more than my friend’s older sister. I suddenly wanted to be like her or to be someone who she would like. To cover my confusion, I’d said, ‘I hope Mum won’t be upset.’

      She’d laughed. ‘Too late to put it back together now. Besides, I always think it’s better to ask forgiveness than permission.’

      Two days later she was gone, and even now, forty plus years later, I still wonder if she’d been hinting at something else that day.

      I turn the page to find the photos Penny and I had taken as we’d tried to find Daisy when she’d disappeared. We’d started off with such enthusiasm, imagining ourselves as sleuths in a mystery penned by my favourite author, Agatha Christie.

      A friend chatted with some of the blokes from the pub and found out Daisy had been hanging around with Peter Morgan and his sister Janet, both of whom were working with the Purdy gang. We were disappointed when we took our information to the police, only to find they knew this already.

      On a fruit-picking trip in Roxborough later that year I’d found Peter, and he’d assured me Daisy had not left with him, but with his sister. They’d headed for the bright lights of Dunedin. He’d given me his aunt’s address in St Kilda, telling me she’d know where they were.

      I’d planned to look up his aunt after I was accepted into a dressmaking course at Dunedin Technical College. However, when I finally tried to track her down, she’d moved and no one knew where she had gone. At that point, my first ever sleuthing adventure had ended.

      I place the album on the table and head to the kitchen and turn on the kettle. Walking around my childhood home feels strange without Mum or Dad being here. Tears well in my eyes as I remember us all sitting round the table: Mum, Dad, Violet, and me. My childhood had been happy, and this house holds so many of my fondest memories, but I am unsure if this is the place for me now. I guess it’s too late to change my mind.

      I take a cup of tea into Penny, who’s packing away my father’s clothes. Neither Mum nor I could face doing it, so she’d left the kids with her mother and come over to help.

      ‘Thanks, hon. How’s it going in the lounge?’

      Laughing softly, I tell her, ‘Not so great. I found my old photo album, and I’ve been lost in memories.’

      She places a hand over mine. ‘That’s understandable. This is a big change for you, and it will take time to settle in.’

      I force a smile onto my face. ‘I’d best get back to it. Those crates won’t unpack themselves.’

      Standing in the doorway of the living room that has changed very little since I left home for London all those years ago, I drink my tea and contemplate the mess that is my half-unpacked tea chests—my entire life compressed into a few boxes. I’m too old to be starting again, but London holds too many memories for me to go back.

      Placing my empty cup on the coffee table, I close the album and put it on the shelf beside my collection of first-edition Agatha Christies. What a bust my first sleuthing experience had been, but my next one, in my first year in London? That had been more successful—so successful it had changed my life.
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      August, 1973: A New Beginning And A Blast From The Past

      My first week in London went by in a blur—everything was so alien I spent all my time trying not to drown beneath the newness of it all. From the trendy inhabitants of Carnaby Street, the place I now called home, to the swathes of commuters when I arrived at Waterloo Station, I realised life in Waiawa had not prepared me for this.

      As I tried to find Agnes, my aunt, amongst the people at Waterloo, I’d almost turned back around and caught the next train back to Southampton, determined to return to New Zealand on the next sailing—and damn the cost.

      Fortunately, Agnes had found me. ‘My dear, you look exactly like your photo,’ she’d said, hugging me, and I’d stifled a sneeze as her rose scent wafted over me.

      ‘You look tired after your travels, let’s get you back to the shop and settled in,’ she said, and I smiled gratefully.

      It was as though the sea of people parted for the confident, elegantly dressed woman as she marched through the enormous station and out onto the street, me following in her wake and trying not to hit anyone with my suitcase. She strode towards the taxi stand where honest-to-goodness black cabs waited to whisk us through the streets of London.

      The excitement that had lain dormant since I’d left home was again aroused as I opened the door of one of the legendary black cabs. It almost reached fever-pitch when we entered Piccadilly Circus and headed down Regent Street.

      By the time we pulled up at the end of Carnaby Street, I was reeling from the number of people, the sights, and the strangeness of everything.

      ‘It’s all a bit much the first time,’ Agnes told me as we walked down the pedestrian section of Carnaby Street, traces of her Kiwi accent coming out every now and then. ‘I still remember my first few months here. It was like living a dream, but you’ll soon get used to it, and this will begin to feel normal.’

      ‘I don’t think I’ll ever be used to it,’ I said, my eyes darting this way and that as I tried to take everything in: the flashy clubs, the trendy clothes shops, the geometric coloured pavers, the people dressed like they’d just walked out of a fashion magazine, and the smell of spicy food that was so different to anything in Waiawa.

      It didn’t take long for me to settle in. A few days later, working inside Agnes’s shop, I leaned on the counter and stared at the people walking by, framed for a few moments by the boutique window, and I almost had to pinch myself.

      ‘Penny for them?’ Freda, the other shop assistant, asked.

      I shook my head and returned my attention to the clothes I’d been unpacking. ‘Sorry, just wool gathering.’

      She’d laughed. ‘I can’t imagine how odd this must seem to you.’

      I watched Freda as she added clothes to the racks. She had recently married and had reduced her hours to part-time so she could work on the fixer-upper she and her husband had bought. That was why Agnes had brought me on board. I worked Tuesday to Saturday, and Freda would work mainly Friday, Saturday, and Mondays—or any other time she needed to fill in.

      The boutique was very avant-garde. With Vivienne Westwood, Zandra Rhodes and Mary Quant making waves in the London fashion scene, the clothing industry was booming. Of course, we didn’t stock major designer labels, but Agnes had a few select second-tier clients she bought from, and the shop was always a hive of activity.

      On my second day at work, my heart almost stopped. A petite, blonde woman came in and began browsing the new arrivals rack. Freda elbowed me in the ribs.

      ‘Quit staring,’ she whispered.

      ‘But that’s Marianne Faithfull,’ I said under my breath, barely containing my awe.

      ‘Yes, but she doesn’t like a fuss made when she comes in—nor do any of the other big names. Word must have spread about the new batch of designs Agnes got in last week, so expect a few celebs to pop in over the next few days.’

      And pop in they did. Charlotte Rampling was followed by Bianca Jagger, and then Barbara Windsor. By the time Twiggy graced us with her presence later in the week, I was actually brave enough to speak to her.

      Working in a fashion boutique had required some changes. For instance, dressing for work was more difficult to get used to. Until I worked for Agnes, I’d spent most of my life thinking a trendy dress with shoes or knee-length boots, along with a splash of lipstick, was enough.

      When the store was quiet, Agnes and Freda treated me as a Barbie doll, having me try on all manner of dresses. They explained what worked for me and what did not, and why. They educated me in the art of choosing an expensive signature piece and mixing it with off-the-peg clothes.

      ‘After all, my dear, we are selling an image and we must all dress in a way that sells that image,’ Agnes had said.

      It didn’t stop at clothing. There was makeup and hairstyles and footwear to sort out. By the end of the week, my head was buzzing with too much information. On Saturday when Freda and I closed up shop, I was exhausted. I dragged myself upstairs, and instead of doing what Agnes had suggested and going out and enjoying the nightlife in Soho, I opted for some quiet time at home to give my over-worked brain some downtime.

      Home was a bedsit above the shop. It had its own front door, but I used the connecting door to the shop’s storeroom most of the time. Although the bedsit was small, it contained everything I needed. The kitchen area contained a bench with a hot plate, a small fridge, and a sink. The main room held a bed covered in a brightly coloured spread, an old wooden wardrobe with drawers underneath, a sofa, an armchair, and a coffee table.

      I undressed and hung up my work clothes before changing into pyjamas and a thick woollen jumper.

      I wandered over to the window and stared out along Carnaby Street. The shops were closing as the lights of the clubs Soho was so well known for began to advertise their wares.

      After making myself some soup and toast, I dragged the armchair over to the window and watched Carnaby Street come to life, then go to sleep, before coming to life again all from a perch by my bedsit window.

      Sunday was to be my doing day. Unlike in Waiawa, grocery shops here were open and I used some of my savings to replenish the larder. I spent the afternoon budgeting, planning, and going through my wardrobe to see if anything was salvageable.

      Monday morning I woke with the birds, and yes, there were some even in London. I was ready to spend my first day sightseeing. My plan was to keep things local until I got the hang of buses and tubes. I walked along Oxford Street and window shopped before strolling down Regent Street and around Piccadilly Circus, ending my wanderings in Trafalgar Square.

      As I walked, I took pictures on the old polaroid Dad had given me as a farewell present. He’d told me to send photos often, so I clicked at everything in sight. I wan’t sure how they would turn out, but I loved the idea of sharing my first days in London with my family back home.

      Thinking of them sent melancholy seeping through my bones. As I headed back to my bedsit, I decided I would spend the afternoon reading the latest Agatha Christie, and that thought cheered me a little.

      As I slipped the key into the lock of my door, I caught a glimpse of someone leaving the dress shop, and I froze. My eyes followed a familiar figure as she threaded her way through the crowd. I was too late to catch up with her, but I had another way to confirm her identity.

      A quick glance through the shop window showed me Freda was alone. I shoved my keys into my bag and went inside.

      ‘Busy day?’ I asked.

      Freda glanced up from filing receipts and smiled. ‘Hi, Maggie. No, it’s been quiet.’

      ‘Oh, I thought I just saw a customer leaving.’

      ‘Yeah, my second one of the day, and the first to actually buy something.’

      We spent a moment discussing how time dragged when there wasn’t much to do while I searched for ways to ask about her last customer. In the end, I couldn’t find a subtle approach, so I ploughed on in.

      ‘The woman I saw leaving—she looked kinda familiar.’

      Freda stopped flicking through the pile of paper. ‘You’ve probably seen her around. She sings at Ronnie Scott’s.’

      ‘Ronnie Scotts?’ I echoed as my stomach dropped. My eyes must have been playing tricks on me because Penny’s sister was not a singer.

      ‘Yeah, it’s a local jazz club. Lots of famous acts perform there. Daisy sings with the house band, and she pops in here occasionally to see what we have on sale.’

      So it had been Daisy. And she was a singer now?. The rest of what Freda said was a blur. I feigned interest and when there was a pause in the conversation I glanced at my wristwatch.

      ‘My goodness, is that the time? Sorry, Freda. I’ve got to get my laundry done.’

      ‘No problem. You go. I’ll see you at the end of the week.’

      Daisy was alive and here in London, and she was doing quite well for herself if Freda was to be believed. So why hadn’t she been in contact with her family?

      As I waited at the local laundromat for my washing to finish, my mind was all on Daisy. Penny had been certain her big sister was dead. My gut told me to damn the expense and ring Penny—she deserved to know the truth.

      My head told me to hold off. Perhaps Daisy had good reason to hide from her family for all these years. Only what could be so bad to make her cut all ties?

      That evening, as I folded my laundry and put it away, I made a plan—I would go to Ronnie Scott’s and ask Daisy those questions myself.
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      Unfortunately, the next day at work I let slip I was going to Ronnie Scott’s and things took on a life of their own.

      ‘Maggie, I’m not sure going to a Soho club by yourself is quite the right thing to be doing during your first few weeks in London,’ Agnes counselled.

      ‘But it’s Ronnie Scott’s,’ I countered. ‘It’s famous.’

      ‘I understand, petal, but some rather unsavoury people frequent the clubs in and around Soho. Freda, you tell her.’

      Freda shot me a wink before joining us at the counter. ‘I think Agnes is saying that Soho is becoming a bit of a gay hotspot.’

      I couldn’t meet Freda’s gaze—homosexuality wasn’t discussed in Waiawa.

      ‘But it’s all perfectly safe, I assure you,’ Freda finished.

      Agnes arched her brows.

      ‘Well, in a group, of course,’ Freda added diplomatically.

      Agnes nodded once. ‘Thank you, Freda, but that wasn’t what I was alluding to. It is not that long ago that the Cray brothers and their associates made Soho part of their gang wars. Although they’re gone, not all of the underworld element has. Maggie, how would I ever look your mother in the face if something happened to you because I’d not warned you of the dangers?’

      I didn’t say she wouldn’t ever get to look my mother in the face because Mum would never come to London. That would have been rude. And I doubted Agnes had any plans to return to New Zealand. She was too well set up with her dress shop in Soho and her husband in their mansion in Richmond—I never did find out what he did. Agnes always said ‘something in government’ when I asked.

      ‘I’m still going,’ I said, picking up a pile of dresses from the countertop. After all, it was better to approach Daisy inside the club than wait outside for her to appear.

      Agnes studied me, reminding me so much of Mum I had to suppress a pang of guilt. Then she closed her eyes, and when she opened them, her expression had turned from concern to … was that glee?

      ‘I guess we never did welcome you to the country properly. Freda, how are you fixed for a night out on Saturday?’

      ‘I don’t think we have anything on. Let me check with Robert, and I’ll get back to you.’

      Robert had been happy for Freda to join us. So on Saturday night, we found ourselves standing in front of the black exterior of Ronnie Scott’s, under the red blinking neon sign, waiting to be let in. I didn’t know what I expected to find inside, but it was less flashy than I had expected.

      By the time we were admitted, most of the booths and tables were full. Fortunately, Agnes had booked, and we were led past the bar at the back of the room to one of the tables in the next tier down, close to the front of the stage. The lighting was so low most of the well-dressed crowd were in shadow, but I had glimpsed some famous faces in the photos lining the walls. I was already nervous, but the atmosphere raised my anxiety levels to new heights.

      To celebrate, Agnes ordered a bottle of champagne. I tried to drink slowly, knowing I had to keep my wits about me for when I spoke to Daisy—if the singer here was my Daisy. However, as my eyes raked over the glittering club, soaking in the sights, I finished my wine in no time at all.

      Agnes refilled my glass. ‘Slow down, chicken. The band hasn’t started yet, and we can’t have you drunk before they begin.’

      My head was spinning a little, so I poured some water from the pitcher that had magically appeared on the table and drank that for a bit.

      Agnes knew a number of people and was happily chatting to them while I nervously eyed the stage. How was I ever going to pluck up the courage to approach Daisy—assuming she was working tonight?

      Freda whispered, ‘You’re like a cat on a hot tin roof tonight.’

      ‘I’m just excited to be here.’ I told her as I stilled my shaking hands.

      My eyes darted around, trying to catch sight of Daisy, while butterflies danced in my stomach. I tried to form a plan that would make bumping into her appear coincidental—I even ran over a few lines in my head.

      The house band came on and played a few numbers. I wasn’t much into music, but they sounded like they were good. It was the first time I had really listened to jazz, and it sang to me in a way music never had before—especially when the saxophone played. It started low and slow, then wound up to a crescendo, and my spirits soared with it.

      I was left hanging when the whole room stilled and the first few bars of the Billie Holliday classic “Summertime” filled the room. Then a spotlight appeared and followed Daisy as she glided onto the stage while her deep, husky voice sang the first lines of the song. I was mesmerised—by Daisy, the music, and the club. It was like I had a second home.

      I forgot all about trying to talk to Daisy and lost myself in the experience. When the music stopped, I felt like a cosy blanket had been ripped off me. I pulled myself back into the cold reality of Ronnie Scott’s in time to find Daisy heading to our table.

      I froze, like a rabbit in the headlights. Had Daisy recognised me? What would I say to her? All the lines I’d prepared slipped from my mind. Then she walked right past me.

      ‘Agnes, how lovely to see you. You haven’t been in for a while.’ Her speaking voice was rich and mellow, and held no trace of her Kiwi accent.

      ‘I’ve been a bit busy these last months, but now I have a new assistant I should have a bit more leisure time. Speaking of my assistant, Daisy, I’d like you to meet Maggie. She’s recently arrived in London.’

      Daisy turned and held out her hand. Her eyes widened and her arm dropped to her side. ‘Maggie?’ Her voice was little more than a whisper.

      ‘Hi, Daisy.’ My mind was a jumble, and I struggled to find the right words. ‘Nice to see you’re still alive.’

      A flash of hurt crossed crossed Daisy’s face and I immediately wanted to take my words back.

      ‘Excuse me,’ Daisy said, and pushed past a waitress as she made her way outside.

      Without saying a word, I rushed after her. Freda caught up with me as I reached the door. She grabbed my arm and asked, ‘Maggie, what’s going on?’

      I snapped, ‘Let me go,’ and I was immediately sorry as hurt flickered in Freda’s eyes.

      ‘I don’t have time to explain, Freda. I need to catch Daisy. I’ll tell you all about it when I get back.’

      Freda paused, and I almost screamed with frustration. Then she released my arm. ‘Go, I’ll make an excuse to Agnes. But you’d best have a good reason for running out on us.’

      ‘I do,’ I said, before adding, ‘Thank you.’

      I pushed open the door and searched for Daisy. I found her in the street, a couple of paces away from the tuxedo-clad bouncer, drawing in deep breaths. The bouncer moved in front of me as I attempted to get to Daisy.

      ‘No, Eddie, it’s okay. She’s a friend.’

      The bouncer stepped back, and I moved to Daisy’s side.

      I wanted to rant. I wanted to ask if she had any idea how much her family—how much Penny—missed her. Did she know they believed she was dead? And all the while, here she was, living it up in London.

      Daisy raised her head and fear clouded her cornflower blue eyes. ‘I should have known someone would eventually find me.’ Her shoulders slumped. ‘I guess you’ll have to tell them, won’t you.’

      Her voice was resigned, which surprised me, but there was a touch of fear in her tone too.

      ‘Daisy … what … why?’

      I couldn’t form a coherent thought, let alone a sentence. In all the scenarios I had run through this week, none of them had ended like this.

      Daisy sucked in a deep breath, straightened her spine, and placed a hand on my arm.

      'Why, Maggie, you’re all grown up. And look at you, so far from home.’ She held my gaze with those beautiful eyes, and I almost forgot why I was there.

      I shook my head, determined not to let Daisy work her spell on me. ‘Why, Daisy? Why would you let them believe you’re dead?’

      Tears pooled in her eyes, and she drew her bottom lip between her teeth. I stared at her mouth, unable to look away.

      ‘Oh Maggie, for so many reasons—too many reasons to go into tonight. You may be out enjoying yourself, but I have to work.’

      I couldn’t let her go that easily. ‘When then?’

      She smiled a slow, lazy smile. ‘You have grown, haven’t you …? You’re no longer our little Maggie mouse.’

      My nose wrinkled at my nickname from school. I may have been quiet, but that had never meant I was a pushover—especially not when it came to defending my friends.

      ‘Perhaps you would rather explain to your family?’ I asked, pushing my rather confused reaction to Daisy to the back of my mind by remembering Penny, and how she still grieved for her sister.

      ‘All right—tomorrow, lunchtime. There’s a cafe around the corner back towards Carnaby Street that does the perfect fry-up to cure even the nastiest hangover. Say one-ish?’

      ‘Okay.’

      Daisy air-kissed my cheek before gliding back inside. I wanted to go home, but Agnes and Freda had come for a night out, and I couldn’t let them down.

      Eddie the bouncer let me back inside. Agnes raised her eyebrows in question as I rejoined her and Freda. The band was on again, which gave me time to think of an excuse for following Daisy out. By the time they finished their set, I had it.

      ‘Daisy and I grew up together back home. It was a bit of a shock finding ourselves here together on the far side of the world,’ I told Agnes and Freda.

      Freda shot me a knowing look and when Agnes was distracted by another acquaintance, she whispered, ‘I want all the juicy details on Friday.’
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      Getting to Know You … Again

      Aromas of coffee and fried food hit me as I opened the cafe door. The bleary eyes, hung heads, and lack of conversation told me most of the people there were just starting their day after a big night.

      Daisy had found a table by the window and was drinking from a green mug as she played with the sugar sachets. At the counter, I ordered myself a coffee and some scrambled eggs—which was all my meagre budget would allow—before joining her.

      As I approached, she smiled up at me. ‘Maggie, I wasn’t sure if you’d come.’

      She placed her cup down on the table. It banged a couple of times before resting. I sat and resisted the urge to take one of her shaking hands in mine. I had an almost uncontrollable need to reassure her everything would be all right. The only thing stopping me was that it wasn’t okay.

      ‘Have you ordered?’ she asked as a waitress placed a plate of bacon, sausages, and eggs in front of her.

      I nodded, still not trusting my voice—still not quite believing that Daisy was sitting in front of me.

      Daisy smiled. ‘Cat got your tongue?’

      I barked out a laugh. ‘It’s just weird, Daisy. Weird that you’re here, that we’re both in London, and both in Soho.’

      Daisy glanced up from her food and studied me, her face serious. ‘Perhaps we were destined to meet.’

      A shiver of excitement ran through me in response to her words. I closed my eyes for a moment, gathering my thoughts. What game was Daisy playing? It was like she was chatting me up—me, mousey Maggie.

      No, someone like Daisy wouldn’t be interested in me. She was simply trying to put off explaining what was going on.

      I opened my eyes, and she was watching me. ‘Daisy, what are you doing here?’

      Her bright blue eyes twinkled.

      I added, ‘And don’t say having breakfast—you know what I mean.’

      The light in her eyes faded, and she played with her food for a moment before putting her fork down and leaning her forearms on the table.‘ Maggie, have you ever dated boys … men?’

      I opened my mouth to respond, but she held up a hand to stop me.

      ‘I’m not changing the subject—I promise.’

      Before I could answer, the waitress slid a plate of food in front of me. When I’d arrived I had been ravenous, but with Daisy’s question my appetite departed. I tried to piece together an answer. I had been out on dates with guys, but I had never dated anyone seriously. Did I want to tell Daisy that? Or that when guys kissed me I’d never felt the things my friends talked about?

      ‘It’s all right, Maggie—I can see it on your face. I have another question for you—do you remember Harry Pemberton and William Grey?’

      Wow, talk about changing the subject. Why was she asking about the two men who’d run the Grey farm? Everyone in town had gossiped about them. Conversations had stopped when they’d walked into a room. They’d had few friends and kept to themselves. Eventually they’d sold up the farm and moved away. Penny and I had wondered if they were gay and if our disapproving, backwards community had frozen them out and forced them to live elsewhere. It wasn’t that the people of Waiawa were mean-spirited—it was more that they didn’t understand people who were not like them.

      ‘You might remember that before I left, I was spending a bit of time with Peter and Janet?’

      I nodded again. ‘Everyone thought you left town with Peter because you were sweet on him.’

      Daisy’s lips formed a smile, but her eyes held sadness. ‘Everyone was teasing me about him, but⁠—’

      ‘You left with Janet,’ I said, the pieces falling into place. ‘You were seeing Janet?’

      It was Daisy’s turn to nod.

      My head was spinning. Daisy liked women. Daisy had left home to be with a woman. I got why she wouldn’t have wanted to stay in Waiawa, but why hadn’t she contacted her family?

      ‘Daisy, why didn’t you tell anyone you were leaving?’

      Daisy traced her finger around the squares on the red-and-white-checked tablecloth. ‘I was working out back in the bakery one day when Harry Pemberton came in to buy bread. After he left, Mum came out back and said to Dad, "Those two are an abomination. I wish they’d shop elsewhere”.’

      I was not surprised by Mrs Hodges’s comment—she was merely voicing what many others thought. What Daisy must have felt knowing her parents would think of her in that way …

      ‘I’m sorry, Daisy. I can …’ My voice trailed off. Daisy had asked me about dating boys. Did she think I was like her?

      My stomach churned. Did I like girls? I certainly hadn’t found a boy to set my heart racing. I shook my head. This was not the time or the place. This was about Daisy and her family—not about me.

      Daisy was staring out the window, almost as if she were giving me privacy, giving me time to deal with the tumult of emotions she had generated. Instead I tried to focus on the questions that seemed to be multiplying in my head. Finally, I asked the one that kept popping to the surface, ‘Daisy, why didn’t you write to your family later to tell them you were okay?’

      Daisy slowly turned her attention back to the table. ‘Janet and I had a whirlwind romance. It was so intense, I had little time to think of anything else. I was working in a cafe in Dunedin and singing at a small jazz club Saturday nights. All the rest of the time, I was with Janet.’

      She paused, had a sip of her coffee, screwed her face in distaste, and pushed it away. ‘One Saturday night, I arrived home from work to find Janet in our bed with someone else. She told me we’d never claimed to be exclusive and said to stop being a baby. But she had broken my heart.

      ‘We lived in her flat, and I had to leave. Going back to Waiawa wasn’t an option, so I spent a couple of nights with a friend from work. She had a sister in London and she suggested a complete change might be good for me. I got a job singing to work my fare over here, and I haven’t looked back since.’

      Although her tone was neutral, the pain in her words struck a chord inside me, and I reached out and held her hand. ‘It sounds tough.’

      Daisy’s squeezed my hand and smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. ‘Thank you. It was. Anyway …’ She took in a breath. ‘When I arrived in London I tried to focus on my new life, putting everything New Zealand behind me. By the time I was settled and over Janet it had been a couple of years since I’d left Waiawa, and I didn’t want to stir up a hornet’s nest.’

      She made it all sound so matter of fact, and she almost had me believing it too. Then I remembered her family’s pain, and I said, ‘Daisy, you know you have to write to them, don’t you? I mean, you don’t have to tell them everything—just that you’re alive and well.’

      She squeezed my hand. ‘Of course … You haven’t been here long. If you haven’t got anything planned, let me treat you to one of my favourite tourist jaunts.’

      For a moment I considered forcing the issue, but I allowed her to change the subject. This meeting had emotionally drained me, and maybe a change of pace would do us both some good. Besides, if I spent more time with her, that was more time for me to convince her to do the right thing.

      Her treat was a boat trip down the Thames with a cockney guide who was almost more entertaining than the views. We got off at Greenwich and wandered around the old town and markets before taking a bus back to central London. The route went over Waterloo Bridge, which gave us a picture-postcard view of Westminster Palace and Big Ben.

      It was an amazing day, and Daisy was the best tour guide. She was still so excited about everything London, it was difficult not to share her enthusiasm.

      Back on Carnaby Street, she kissed my cheek and said, ‘I promise I’ll write home tonight if you promise to meet me for lunch tomorrow.’

      ‘Of course,’ I told her, my heart skipping a beat—Daisy Hodges wanted to spend more time with me.

      ‘I’ll meet you here. Now, I’d better go or I’ll be late for the show.’

      I followed her figure making its way through the throngs of people until she disappeared round the corner. Reluctantly, I climbed the stairs, wondering how I was going to do my laundry and grocery shopping before meeting Daisy.
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      By Daisy’s side, life became a flurry of activity. I worked all week in the shop and spent Saturday and Sunday nights at Ronnie Scott’s as Daisy’s guest. Sometimes we’d stay after for drinks with the band, and they became like a surrogate family to me—the big brothers I’d never had.

      Duke, the saxophone player I’d heard that first night at Ronnie’s, always made a special point of including me. Sometimes, after hours, he’d get out his sax and tell me to pick a song, and he’d play it. As hard as I tried, there wasn’t a single tune I named that he couldn’t play.

      One evening, out of the blue, Duke took me aside and said, ‘You know, Maggie, when I first met Daisy she was alone in London, and a little lost. She’s made a life for herself here, but I haven’t seen her smile as much as she does when she’s with you.’

      I wasn’t quite sure why he told me this, and I didn’t know how to respond. He dropped an arm over my shoulder and gave me an awkward hug. ‘I’m so pleased you’re here. Now, come on—I’ll buy you a drink if you can name a song I can’t play.’

      That night had been a late one, and we had many others that turned into early mornings too. Often, though, we’d head home early because Daisy had yet another plan to show me the sights of London the following day.

      We visited Kew Gardens. I remembered to take heaps of photos for my mum, who I believed loved her garden more than her children. One afternoon was spent in Madame Tussauds, which I found creepy, but Daisy enjoyed posing with the rich and famous. We visited parks and gardens all around the city, and I started to feel more like London was my home.

      For my birthday in November, Daisy bought me tickets to see Queen at The Hammersmith Odeon. It was my first ever proper concert, and I was so excited as we took the underground to Hammersmith that I could barely sit still. While I was hyper, Daisy was strangely quiet the whole night.

      The concert was amazing. Queen was on fire, and I grinned stupidly through the whole thing. Every now and then I caught Daisy staring into the distance. When she noticed my attention, she’d grin and sing along with the rest of the crowd.

      On the way back to Bond Street Station, I finally asked Daisy what was wrong.

      The smile she gave me was wistful. ‘Nothing.’

      When we alighted at Bond Street Station, she linked her arm through mine and we walked back to my place in silence, me reliving the concert, and Daisy thinking goodness knew what.

      Outside my door, I turned to her, still buzzing. ‘Thank you. That was amazing.’

      I leaned in to kiss her cheek just as Daisy turned her head. My lips brushed against hers, sending jolts of electricity through my body. My lips parted as Daisy’s hand slipped around behind my head and pulled me closer.

      My lips were on fire, and my body was melting in ways I’d heard other people talk about but had never experienced. When Daisy stepped back, I let out a low moan—I didn’t want her to stop.

      ‘I’m sorry,’ Daisy whispered. ‘I didn’t mean for⁠—’

      I took her hand and drew her back towards me. She hesitated for a moment before bending her head, blocking out everything until she became the focus of my world. Everywhere our bodies touched, I burned with desire.

      Sometime later, when we came up for air, I whispered breathlessly, ‘Do you want to come in?’

      Daisy rested her cheek against mine, and her breath fluttered by my ear. ‘Oh, Maggie, what have you done to me?’

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      The following morning, the sun was just peeking through the curtains when I felt the bed move as Daisy slipped out, trying not to wake me. As I attempted to force myself from sleep, she stopped moving. I feigned sleep when I realised she wanted some time to herself.

      I half-expected to hear the sound of a kettle boiling when she finished dressing. Instead her lips brushed my cheek, then she was gone, leaving only the lavender of her perfume behind.

      I rolled onto my back. I was a little disappointed she hadn’t stayed, but I couldn’t help the smile that spread across my face. This was what I had been missing in my life. This was what all my girlfriends had talked about—connecting on another level with someone, and the physical euphoria that came from being intimate with them. I hugged myself, wanting to feel that way forever.

      My alarm went off, and I forced myself out of bed. In half an hour I was showered, dressed, and opening the shop door for Freda.

      ‘You look a little tired this morning,’ she said, placing the two takeaway coffees on the counter and heading out back to hang up her coat. ‘How did it go?’

      I took a gulp of coffee. Ah, nectar of the gods.

      Freda joined me and picked up her own cup. Staring over the lid, she studied me, a knowing look curving her lip upwards into a smirk.

      ‘I’m thinking this glow isn’t due to the concert … Did you and Daisy finally take the plunge?’

      Heat prickled under the collar of my dress. As it rose, a snake of dread began to curl in the pit of my stomach. ’Freda, please, keep your voice down. I don’t want anyone to know.’

      ‘You guys keeping it a secret?’ A frown creased her brow. ‘Oh, because you’re girls. Hon, we’re in Soho in the seventies—if it’s not okay here, then God help us.’ She pulled me into a hug. ‘And don’t you be thinking it will bother Agnes or me because it won’t. I’m so pleased you finally got together.’

      Relief flooded through me. Hold on. ‘Finally got together?’

      ‘It is quite obvious you two have had a thing for each other,’ Freda said brightly as she took her coffee over to the till and began counting out the float.

      Although my feelings for Daisy had been increasing in intensity over the last few weeks, I hadn’t sensed any change in Daisy. ‘You’re sure? From Daisy?’

      Laughing, Freda pulled me over to one of the mirrors dotted around the walls. ‘Goodness, Maggie, you’re a catch and Daisy knows it.’

      I stared at her, eyes wide with disbelief.

      ‘What do you see in the mirror?’ Freda pressed me.

      ‘Me,’ I say. ‘Maggie the brown mouse.’

      ‘Perhaps that was you when you arrived. Look again.’

      The girl in the mirror was vertically challenged, had very few curves, short hair, and a face dominated by brown cow-eyes.

      Freda laughed again. ‘You’re what everyone else who comes in here is trying to dress as, Mags. Now, come on—we open in ten minutes, and we’re not even set up.’

      It was a busy day in the shop, and I had little time to think about last night. When I did have a spare moment, I wondered what it would be like seeing Daisy again when I met her at the club later that night. Every time I thought about her, my body tingled, and Freda would elbow me and remind me to keep my mind on the job.

      Finally, five-thirty came around. Freda agreed to lock up to allow me time to get ready to meet Daisy.

      I was applying the last touches to my makeup when the doorbell rang. I checked out the window and was surprised to find Daisy below. We normally met at the club, but perhaps after last night she wanted us to go there together.

      After almost skipping down the stairs, I flung open the door. ‘Hi, I’m almost ready. Come … on. What’s the matter?’

      Daisy looked up and down the busy street, ‘Can we go inside?’

      ‘Sure.’

      This wasn’t the greeting I’d expected. Daisy was pale, and she shoved shaking hands in her pockets before passing me to go upstairs.

      ‘Take your coat off. Have a seat,’ I twittered nervously as I shut the bedsit door behind me.

      ‘No, I won’t stay long. It’s just …’

      ‘Just what, Daisy? You’ve got me really worried.’ I walked towards her, meaning to take her into my arms, but she took a step back.

      ‘No, Maggie, don’t. I have to say this.’

      My stomach clenched, and I felt as though someone had punched my gut. ‘You’re sorry about last night, aren’t you?’

      Tears welled in Daisy’s eyes. ‘Yes. No. I don’t know.’

      I reached for her, but she moved away to stand by the window and half turned to look outside, hiding her face from me. ‘Maggie, last night was great, amazing, but … it can’t happen again.’

      I recoiled as if I’d been struck. ‘If it was amazing, why stop?’ I whispered.

      She drew in a shuddering breath. ‘The way Janet treated me … it broke something inside me. I can't be in a relationship. I can’t be the person you deserve to be with. I care for you too much for that. I’d end up hurting you, and I’d lose our friendship, and I couldn’t bear that.’ Her eyes were filled with tears, and the look she sent my way seemed to beg me to understand.

      ‘It’s done—how can we go back?’ I asked. ‘We can’t just undo it.’

      Her head dropped and she stood still, as if waiting for me to wave my magic wand and make things better. I frantically considered all the things I might say to change Daisy’s mind. Things that would convince her I was worth taking a risk for. In the end, I kept my mouth closed—I would not beg for anyone to love me.

      I opened the door. ‘You’d better go.’ My voice was wooden as I forced the words out, not wanting her to see how she’d broken my heart the same way Janet had broken hers.

      ‘Maggie.’ She held out a hand to me. ‘Can’t we just⁠—’

      ‘Please leave.’

      As she walked out I did not follow. She stopped at the top of the stairs. ‘We can still be friends.’

      ‘Can we?’ I asked, sure that I would never be able to face her again.

      ‘When you’re up to it, come by the club—you’ll still be on the guest list.’

      I shut the door and leaned against it before slowly slipping to the floor as my heart shattered into a thousand pieces.
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      Who knew a person could cry so many tears? I spent the whole night curled up on my bed with a box of tissues. I wasn’t able to sleep, and it was only my self-respect that stopped me from rushing down the street, barging into Ronnie Scott’s, and demanding Daisy reconsider.

      As the sun rose, I pulled on some comfy jeans and a sweater and, with no sightseeing treats to look forward to, went about my Sunday tasks.

      That evening, I curled up in my chair by the window with a hot chocolate and a good old Agatha Christie novel. Every now and then, someone yelling or singing would pull me out of my doldrums and I’d be reminded there was a whole world outside I’d yet to explore, and I’d try not to feel so sorry for myself.

      As dusk turned to darkness, I glanced up to catch sight of a familiar figure running down the street in a purple-sequin mini-dress. I checked my watch. Daisy was due on stage any minute now. What was she doing here? There was a long pause, then my knocker banged loudly.

      I froze. Part of me was convinced that Daisy had changed her mind and couldn’t stand being without me, and it wanted me to rush down the stairs. The rational part of me stayed seated, dreading what had sent Daisy to my door.

      She banged again. ‘Maggie. Maggie! Please let me in.’

      As much as I hadn’t wanted to, I found myself walking down the stairs, opening the door, and allowing the woman who’d broken my heart to race ahead of me into my sanctuary.

      By the time I arrived upstairs, Daisy was sitting on my bed, arms wrapped around herself, shaking. I placed a blanket over her shoulders and moved into the kitchenette to make tea. She was silent while the kettle boiled and the tea brewed. When I passed her a mug, she took it without saying a word.

      I sat on the sofa, although I really wanted to sit beside her, wrap my arms around her, and ask her what was wrong. She had me worried and scared.

      Finally, she raised her head and stared out the window. ‘I’m sorry, Maggie. I shouldn’t have come—not after… but I didn’t know where else to go.’

      ‘Are you in trouble?’

      Her head jerked round. ‘What? No! It’s Duke. He didn’t turn up for work. He’s such a stickler for being punctual, and when he hadn’t arrived by call time, we got a bit worried. We had a half hour or so before the first set, so Malcolm, in his self-appointed role as band leader, nipped ’round to his flat and talked the landlady into letting him in.

      ‘Duke wasn’t home. His bedsit was as immaculate as always—nothing was out of place. But his landlady hadn’t seen him all day, which was unusual. And she said some shady types had been around, asking for him.’

      ‘That’s a little worrying, Daisy.’ I didn’t know what else to say, and I still had no idea why she was here.

      She took a couple of mouthfuls of tea, I think to steady herself. ‘Malcom called the police, but they said as nothing was really amiss, we needed to wait seventy-two hours before we could report him missing.’

      ‘That sounds normal,’ I told her, drawing on my vast experience of Agatha Christie reading.

      ‘Fortunately, Ronnie got on the line and told them they’d better send someone ’round, pronto.’

      ‘That’s good.’

      The room fell silent—well, as silent as any room facing Carnaby Street could. As I listened to life go on around us, I drank my tea and waited for Daisy to tell me why she was there. I wasn’t foolish enough to think that Duke going missing had made her appreciate what we had and send her running to my door.

      She stared into her mug of tea for some time. ‘I’m worried for him, Maggie. He had visitors at the club last night, and I thought they were arguing. Then Malcom remembered someone mentioned a fight in Soho early this morning. Some guys set upon a couple—gay bashers. And with those shady guys asking for Duke—something doesn’t feel right.’

      ‘The police will follow up if they think anything’s amiss,’ I tried to reassure her.

      ‘The cop they sent around to the club was young, and he made it clear he was only there to keep Ronnie happy. He said he would report back to his superiors, but he wasn’t worried.’ She raised her head and pinned me with sad eyes. ‘Maggie, you’re the smartest person I know, and you read all those crime books—I want you to help me track down Duke.’

      ‘What?’ Of all the reasons for her to be there, I would never in a million years have thought of this.

      She shrugged off the blanket and placed her cup on the floor before moving to kneel in front of me. Taking my hands in hers, she looked me squarely in the eyes. ‘I know I messed things up between us, and I wouldn’t be asking except … when I arrived in London, I roomed near Duke. He took me under his wing, and we did the rounds of auditions together. When he got the gig at Ronnie Scott’s, he recommended me. He’s one of my closest friends, and he has no one to look out for him. Please help me find him.’

      I wanted to remove my hands, to push her away and say, ‘No, you are asking too much’. The worry in her eyes stopped me. That and the fact I believed her when she said she had no one else to turn to.

      ‘Don’t you have to work tonight?’ I asked.

      ‘Yes, but Malcolm sent me home. I was too upset to sing. Will you help?’

      ‘Okay.’ There had never really been any question about that. Broken-hearted and all, I could never let Daisy down—or Duke.

      He’d always watched over Daisy like an older, wayward brother. He hadn’t hesitated when he’d added me to his family. It was the least I could do for him.

      ‘So, where do we start?’ Daisy asked.

      I took in Daisy, her face pale and hopeful, and I forced my brain into action.

      ‘I guess we need to talk to people, and perhaps check the hospitals.’

      Daisy gasped and I quickly added, ‘Just to be sure.’ My gaze dropped to her dress. ‘But we can’t go anywhere with you like that.’

      ‘I have a change of clothes at the club. I can be back in twenty minutes.’ Daisy pushed herself to her feet. ‘Are you going to go out like that?’

      I shrugged. I wasn’t my usual well-put-together self, but I was respectable and dressed for the plan that was forming in my head.

      ‘Yes. Have you flat shoes with you, and a warm coat?’ I asked.

      A frown puckered her brow. ‘The coat, yes. Shoes? No.’

      ‘Okay. I’ll see if Agnes has anything flat in your size, and I’ll meet you at the back of Ronnie’s in twenty minutes.’

      Daisy didn’t need to be told twice. As her footsteps thumped downstairs, I was already shoving a notebook into a messenger bag before heading to the storeroom in search of shoes.

      I allowed the excitement of the moment fill my head, relieved to have something to focus on other than my broken heart.
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      The Games Afoot

      Pulling on my houndstooth woollen coat, I tucked the shoebox under my arm and made my way to the club. Eddie the bouncer was busy dealing with some less-than-sober customers, and I waved as I turned down the alley to the stage door and knocked.

      ‘Miss Daisy’s in the dressing room,’ the doorman said as the heavy door swung closed behind me, shutting out the cool night air..

      ‘Thank you.’

      ‘No worries.’ He returned to his crossword puzzle.

      My footsteps echoed down the dimly lit hall. I passed the store room, the staff toilets, and the cleaner’s closet before arriving at my destination. The doorway framed a picture of Daisy, slumped in a chair in front of a mirror encircled by bright lights. Her arms rested on the counter below, cushioning her head.

      ‘Daisy?’

      At the sound of my voice, she pushed herself to her feet. She wore flared jeans with floral embroidery from the knee down and a fitted white T-shirt, which accentuated her pale face. On her feet were platform shoes—hardly the best for the amount of walking we would be doing.

      I gave her the shoebox. She sat and pulled out the pair of tan ballet flats, then looked up at me, eyebrows raised.

      ‘It was the best we had in your size, Daisy.’

      Daisy attempted a smile as she slipped on the shoes. ‘Right. I’m ready to go.’ She stood and pulled her denim jacket off the back of the chair in a single fluid motion.

      ‘Daisy, the policeman who came earlier—who did he speak to?’

      A small crease appeared between Daisy’s brows. ‘Eddie, us—the band, I mean—and I think that was it. Why?’

      ‘It’d be a good idea to talk to Eddie and the band before we go charging off. They may know something that’ll lead us to Duke. When’s the band’s next break?’

      ‘They went on just as I arrived back, so we have about half an hourish. We can go to the hospital and check Duke hasn’t been admitted and be back before they come off.’

      Her expression was such a mixture of hope and sadness I almost relented—but I had a plan, and it was best that we stick to it. In the face of Daisy’s distress, we needed something to keep us both focused. I pulled a notebook from my messenger bag and rummaged for a pen.

      ‘You asked for my help, Daisy, and I will help you, but we need to be logical about how we do this.’

      Daisy sunk back into the chair as if her sudden burst of energy had worn her out. ‘I keep seeing him in my mind. Lying in a hospital bed, maybe dying, alone. And he’s always been there for me, Maggie. I should be with him now.’

      I crossed the small space and wrapped my arms around her. She leaned against me, and I held her tight.

      ‘I know you do, but if we go to the closest hospital and he’s not there, we’ll want to check the other hospitals in the area. By the time we get back here, everyone we want to talk to will be gone. Then it’ll take more time to gather any useful information—time that would be better spent tracking down another lead.’ I kept the explanation simple in the hopes my words might pierce her grief.

      Her head moved up and down, and I took that as consent. She pulled away slightly and said, ‘This is why I need you, Maggie. You’re always so practical, and I’m … just falling apart.’

      Her words, intended as praise, hit me like a slap. A voice inside my head snarked If we’re so good together, why don’t you want to be with me? Oh, that’s right, because it’s too much of a risk.

      I straightened my spine. ‘Come on, let’s go talk to Eddie. By the time we’ve spoken to him, the band’ll be nearly finished.’

      Daisy rose to her feet, swayed a little, then sat back down. She clasped her hands together in her lap as tears streamed down her face. ‘I can’t, Maggie. I need to pull myself together. Do you mind doing this bit alone?’

      I opened my mouth, about to say, ‘It’s you that asked me to help—now you’re asking me to do it all?’ But I left the words unspoken. This was what she had been wanting me to do all along.

      Blowing out a sigh, I drop my bag on the counter and tell her, ‘You wait here; I’ll talk to Eddie. Perhaps you should make yourself a cup of tea. It’s going to be a long night.’
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      I wrapped my coat around my body to fend off the cold wind that caught me as I turned the corner to the front of the club. Although the sky was dark, the street was bathed in the glow of neon lights. Standing back from the red pool of light from the Ronnie Scott sign was the shadowy figure of the club’s bouncer.

      ‘Hi, Eddie.’

      ‘Hey, Maggie.’ He looked me up and down, likely taking in my coat, old jeans, and flat black boots. ‘You coming in?’

      ‘No, not tonight.’

      I was certain he sighed with relief.

      ‘Did you hear Duke’s gone missing?’

      His beaming smile disappeared as his face creased with concern. ‘I heard. Shame that. I hope he’s okay.’

      ‘So do I. Did anything unusual happen last night?’ Damn, straight into the questions. I’m no Miss Marple, that’s for sure. If I’m going to get anywhere with this investigating thing I’ll have to learn a little subtlety.

      ‘Police already asked that, Maggie.’

      Damn again. ‘Eddie, Daisy is really upset—she and Duke are close—and she wants to find out what’s happened to him.’ I leaned in a little and said quietly, ‘She thinks the police aren’t taking his disappearance seriously.’

      ‘She might be right,’ Eddie said conspiratorially. ‘Some people think people like Duke get what’s coming to them, and I got that vibe from the copper that was here.’

      His words cut close to the bone as I realised that could be me he was talking about. For the first time since last night I considered what my life might have been like with Daisy. It wouldn’t have all been champagne and roses. Hell, I wouldn’t have even been able to tell my parents we were together.

      ‘Maggie? Are you okay?’

      I shook myself loose from my thoughts. This wasn’t about me—it was about Duke. ‘Are you able to tell me what you told the police, Eddie?

      Eddie winked at me. ‘I’ll do you one better, doll. I’ll even tell you the bits I didn’t tell him.’

      I gasped. I’d always had the greatest respect for authority.

      ‘Eddie, you shouldn’t hide things from the police.’

      He grinned. ‘I told them the important parts. The things I didn’t tell—let’s just say I didn’t want to feed into that copper’s prejudices.’

      Somewhat mollified, I said, ‘All right. I’m all ears.’

      ‘Like I told the police, a guy came here last night to see Duke. He sat at the back for the first set. At the break, Duke came over and joined him.’

      ‘You saw all this from outside?’ I asked.

      Eddie shook his head. ‘No. He’d asked if Duke was playing tonight. Then I saw them sitting together when I came in for my break.’

      ‘Oh, okay.’ I opened my pad and wrote: Stranger to see Duke. ‘Can you tell me what time he came?’

      Eddie screwed up his nose as if he were trying to remember, then turned as the sound of singing drifted towards us. ‘Excuse me a moment,’ he said before planting himself across the club doorway.

      As two young men tried to push past him, he pointed to the blackboard by the door. ‘Sign says full, boys.’

      ‘But we’re on the guest list,’ one of them said, trying to slip past the solid wall that was Eddie.

      Eddie didn’t move. ‘Name?’

      ‘Why’d you need that?’ the guy blustered.

      Eddie remained calm. ‘I need your names to check if you are on the guest list.’

      ‘We are,’ the other one said.

      How Eddie kept his patience was beyond me.

      ‘If I can’t check then you can’t come in.’ Eddie was an immovable rock. The two guys tried to stare him down, but Eddie simply stood there blocking their way.

      ‘It’s a crap club anyway. Come on, Jules. We’ll go somewhere better,’ the first one snarled as he dragged his friend away.

      ‘The guy arrived after the house band was on stage,’ Eddie said, returning to my side and carrying on like nothing had happened. ‘So it would have been after nine-thirty. I took my break at ten-thirty and saw Duke join him at a table in the back. They talked, and when I say talked, they looked like they might have been arguing. About ten minutes later, the guy stormed out.’

      ‘And that was all?’ I asked as I noted down the times.

      ‘Yes. Everything else was pretty normal. Duke’s sometimes boyfriend, Trent, came in around midnight and stayed a while. Duke joined him and they seemed to be fighting too—not a great night for Duke. Trent stayed for another set, then left. Last I saw of Duke was when we kicked the late drinkers out around four a.m.’

      I wrote: Argued with Trent. I tapped the pen on my lips. Was there anything else I should ask? ‘And this was what you told the police?’

      ‘I told them about the stranger, and that I overheard a bit of their argument.’

      ‘You did?’ I leaned in closer. ‘What was it about?’

      ‘Duke was saying if his father wanted to speak to him about it, he knew where to find him. The other man then said, “Things are a mess and you can’t ignore them any longer—you know he’ll try to get his own way by fair means or foul”.’

      My eyes widened as I scribbled some more notes.

      ‘Do you have any idea who Duke’s father is?’ I asked, excitement growing.

      ‘He was always such a loner, and he was always around on holidays when most of the others went home, so I was surprised to find he had any family.’

      Okay, perhaps it wasn’t going to be that easy to find Duke after all. ‘Eddie, can you describe the guy who came looking for Duke?’

      Again the bouncer wrinkled his nose. ‘He was about my height, but skinnier.’

      I bit back a chuckle. Few men alive would match Eddie’s height and bulk. He was all muscle with a gruff exterior when he was on the job, but rumour had it he’d never laid a finger on a patron, no matter how abusive they got.

      ‘He had dark hair, was well dressed, classy like.’

      ‘That’s it?’

      Eddie shot me a stare that had what more do you want written all over it. Avoiding his gaze, I studied my notes—have I missed anything? ‘Eddie, what bit didn’t you tell the police?’

      His face split into a grin. ‘I thought you’d never ask. I heard what sparked the argument with Trent because they were standing by the door.’

      Who knew Eddie was such a gossip? ‘Go on.’

      ‘Trent stormed out, saying to Duke that he thought seeing his father might be a good thing, especially as he still had a problem with King John. Funny thing though, I always thought Duke didn’t have any family.’

      I stared at Eddie, confused. Elizabeth was the queen. There hadn’t been a King John in England for centuries.

      ‘Oh bless, Maggie. You’re too sweet to be involved in this. King John is John Roche—a local money lender.’

      No, still nothing. Then it struck me. ‘Duke owed money?’

      Eddie nodded, and I scribbled furiously. Duke was in debt, and Trent seemed to be indicating that Duke’s father had the money to pay it off.

      ‘Thanks, Eddie. It’s been most … enlightening.’

      ‘I hope it helps. I like Duke, and I’ll miss his quirky sense of humour if he’s gone for good.’ His usual grin was gone and his face went all serious. ‘And you be careful. John Roche is not a nice man, and if you come across any of his goons, you come and see me. I’ll sort them out for you.’

      ‘I’ll be careful,’ I promised Eddie, and that solid bear of a man stepped back in front of the doors, folded his hands in front of him, and resumed his scary bouncer pose.

      As I retraced my steps to the back entrance, I tried to make sense of everything. Duke, who we’d thought had no family, had a father who wanted to see him. And he owed money to a gangland money lender.

      I raised my hand to knock on the backstage door, then paused. Could searching for Duke be dangerous? Perhaps Daisy and I were in over our heads. Then again, my imagination did

      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        The Soho Nights Mystery
        
          		
            Prologue
          


          		
            one
          


          		
            two
          


          		
            three
          


          		
            four
          


          		
            five
          


          		
            six
          


          		
            Seven
          


          		
            Eight
          


          		
            nine
          


          		
            Epilogue
          


        


      


      		
        The Love Letter Mystery
        
          		
            One
          


          		
            two
          


          		
            three
          


          		
            Four
          


          		
            Five
          


          		
            Six
          


          		
            Seven
          


          		
            Eight
          


        


      


      		
        Murder in the Manuscripts
        
          		
            Prologue
          


          		
            One
          


          		
            Two
          


          		
            Three
          


          		
            Four
          


          		
            Five
          


          		
            Six
          


          		
            Seven
          


          		
            Eight
          


          		
            Nine
          


          		
            Ten
          


          		
            Eleven
          


          		
            Twelve
          


          		
            Thirteen
          


          		
            Fourteen
          


          		
            Fifteen
          


          		
            Sixteen
          


          		
            Seventeen
          


          		
            Eighteen
          


          		
            Nineteen
          


          		
            Twenty One
          


          		
            Twenty Two
          


          		
            Twenty Three
          


          		
            Twenty Four
          


          		
            Twenty Five
          


          		
            Twenty Six
          


          		
            Twenty Seven
          


          		
            Twenty Eight
          


        


      


      		
        Glossary
      


      		
        Welcome to Waiawa
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Body in the Book Shop
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/mmvol1_sohonights.jpg





OEBPS/images/maggieandmarplevolone.jpg





OEBPS/images/copy-of-itc-aerican-typewriter-2.jpg









