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The grey Jaguar sped west along the A59, leaving York and the train station behind. It was a beautiful June day, and the windows of the car were rolled down to let in the fresh country air, ripe with the smells of growing things. In the back seat a Borzoi hound pushed his elegant nose out into the wind, sniffing happily. 

“We’re dining out tonight,” said Phillip Bethancourt. “I told Mother you wouldn’t mind.” 

Detective Sergeant Jack Gibbons did not look up from the book in his lap. “Oh,” he said. 

“It’s some new little restaurant that’s opened up in Appletreewick,” went on Bethancourt, slackening speed slightly while he bent to light a cigarette. “It’s apparently all the rage up here—or at least my mother and her friends think so.” 

“Um,” said Gibbons. 

“I can’t quite make out whether it’s the food or the charm of the proprietor that’s got them all so excited,” added Bethancourt. “But, well, we’ll see this evening. Mother felt bad about going out on your first night here, but she’d already made plans with the Sturridges last week.” 

“Of course,” said Gibbons absently. 

The mechanical responses of his friend finally came to Bethancourt’s notice. He glanced at Gibbons, who remained with his eyes focused on his book, unaware of the pause in the conversation. 

“Of course,” said Bethancourt experimentally, “it may be a little chilly, since the place is on top of Thorpe Fell and there aren’t any walls or anything. But I didn’t think you’d mind that.” 

“Oh,” said Gibbons again. 

Bethancourt lifted his hand from the gearshift and placed it over the book. Gibbons looked up at once. “What?” he said. “I mean, that’s a very good idea.” 

“What on earth are you reading?” said Bethancourt curiously. “You haven’t heard a word I’ve been saying.” 

“Of course I have,” replied Gibbons indignantly. "You were talking about—about—” 

“It doesn’t look like a novel,” said Bethancourt, trying to pull the book away from his friend’s firm grasp. 

“It’s not,” said Gibbons, jerking it back. “If you must know, it’s the police manual.” 

“Ah. A real page-turner, no doubt.” 

“Well, I have to know the stuff in here,” said Gibbons defensively. “And since it’s been so quiet lately, Superintendent Carmichael said it would be a good time and gave me a few days off.” 

Bethancourt merely raised his eyebrows as he negotiated a curve. “A good time to review rules you know by heart anyway?” he said. 

“No. I was going to tell you— I’m eligible to take the inspector’s exams.” 

Bethancourt beamed at him. “That’s wonderful, Jack,” he said. “I didn’t know you could make inspector at your age.” 

“Well, I’ll be one of the youngest if I pass,” admitted Gibbons. “But Carmichael thinks I’ll have no problem.” 

“Of course you’ll pass—easily, I’m sure.” 

“Not without studying,” said Gibbons. “I wasn’t like you at Oxford—I didn’t spend all day and night frolicking and then pull off a first without ever opening a book.” 

“I did spend some time reading,” said Bethancourt wryly. “Anyway, I’m sure you’ll do splendidly. When do you sit for it?” 

“In two weeks,” answered Gibbons. “But I’ve only got this week off, so I’ll have to do most of my studying now.” 

“Well, you’ll get plenty of peace and quiet to do it in up here,” said Bethancourt. “I have to admit I was awfully surprised when you said you’d come.” 

“And I was surprised to find out you were here. You hadn’t mentioned the trip.” Gibbons eyed his friend. “Your parents are quite all right, aren’t they?” 

“They’re splendid,” said Bethancourt. “I told you that on the phone.” 

Gibbons did not reply. It was not inconceivable that a man might take it into his head to visit his parents on the spur of the moment, but that had not, in the past, been Bethancourt’s habit. Trips to his childhood home were carefully scheduled around holidays and family birthdays and never undertaken at other times. 

They drove on in silence under a clear blue sky dotted with fleecy clouds while the Pennines rose on the horizon before them. 

"So why did you come up?” asked Gibbons at last, laying aside the police manual. 

Bethancourt drew on his cigarette and stared out the windscreen. “1 wanted to think,” he replied slowly. “Several things have happened recently—a series of incidents, if you like. It’s rather awkward, really. I’m not entirely certain what to do.” 

“About what?” demanded Gibbons. 

Bethancourt crushed the cigarette out in the ashtray, exhaling the smoke in a stream carried away by the wind. “Marla,” he answered. 

“Oh.” 

Marla Tate, one of England’s top fashion models, was Bethancourt’s girlfriend, and she and Gibbons did not get along particularly well. Marla loathed Bethancourt’s amateur detective hobby and looked on Gibbons as the source from which Bethancourt’s interest stemmed. Which, in fact, was true. 

Bethancourt had relapsed into preoccupied silence after this declaration. Behind his glasses his hazel eyes were thoughtful. 

“What’s brought all this on?” asked Gibbons, always practical. "You said something happened?” 

His friend hesitated and then repeated what had occurred a fortnight ago, the day before Marla had left for a week’s fashion shoot in Italy. 

It had been a rainy Sunday morning, with the bedclothes in disarray and the pillows scrunched comfortably behind their backs. The Sunday Times was strewn over all with cups of coffee balanced precariously on the unread sections. Marla had tossed aside the Arts supplement and, stretching, said with forced casualness, “Phillip, I’ve been meaning to ask you for a favor.” 

"Yes?” He lifted his eyes from the TLS to meet hers. 

“I wanted to ask you if, when I get back from Italy, you’d come to Paris with me and help me find a pied a terre. Your French is so much better than mine.” 

Bethancourt was galvanized, but he remained absolutely still. “I didn’t know,” he said, “that you were planning to get a flat there.” 

“Just a small one. I’ve been doing some figuring lately, and a flat would actually cost less than all the money I’ve been spending on hotels during the shows.” 

It sounded perfectly reasonable, but there was an underlying current in the conversation that Bethancourt couldn’t quite identify and that sounded a warning bell in his mind. He started to object and then stopped himself. That he could persuade Marla a pied a terre was unnecessary he was certain, but it suddenly struck him as ridiculous that he should bother. What, after all, was wrong with the idea? So he said, “Of course I’ll help you. I don’t know any estate agents in Paris, but my woman here will set us up. I’ll speak to her tomorrow.” 

Marla leaned forward to kiss him. ‘Thank you, darling.” 

He had rung his estate agent as he had promised but had otherwise managed to ignore the episode and its implications in the ridiculous hope that it would all go away if he paid it no attention. Until, of course, she’d phoned him at the end of the week from New York. 

“It doesn’t sound like such a disaster to me,” said Gibbons. 

“No, not in and of itself. But it’s a sign of things to come. The real problem is that I've suddenly realized I've never thought much about the relationship and I’d better start.” Bethancourt sighed. “Do you remember, Jack,” he said, “when you were younger and thought falling in love would be an overpowering emotion, absolutely unmistakable?” 

Gibbons shifted in his seat. “I know I don’t have as much as experience as you,” he said, “but I guess I still think that, more or less.” 

“Somewhere in my heart so do I. But what if it’s not true? What if we only believe it because we want it to be true? Perhaps what I feel for Marla is all there is.” 

Gibbons raised his eyebrows. “Aren’t you in love with her?” he asked. 

Bethancourt sighed. “I don’t know.” 

To this Gibbons had no answer. 

They were silent as Bethancourt made the turn into the southernmost reaches of Wharfedale, slackening speed to accommodate the narrower road. The remains of Bolton Priory passed by on their right as the car climbed up the dale, while the fells rose in majestic splendor all about them, marked by the long, wavering lines of dry stone walls. The same walls hedged the road, preventing any sort of view around the bends, as was demonstrated when, rounding a corner, Bethancourt was forced to stamp on the brakes, throwing Gibbons forward against his safety belt. The Jaguar pulled up abruptly, stopping well short of a figure trudging along the narrow verge. This was a man a little under average height and very thin, dressed in grime-encrusted bluejeans, heavy work-boots, and a faded work-shirt. His limp black hair overhung his collar, and atop his head was an extraordinary hat, so worn that both its original shape and color were indecipherable. 

“Damme if that isn’t Tom Poots,” said Bethancourt. 

“Who?” asked Gibbons, but Bethancourt was already leaning out his window. “Tom!” he called, and the man turned, revealing a weathered, saturnine face beneath the hat’s brim. 

“Is that you, Mr. Bethancourt?’ he said, stepping toward the car. 

“Of course it’s me. What are you doing walking along here? Was that your bus we passed in the lay-by back there?” 

“That’s right.” Poots bent to the window. “She broke down on me. I’m just heading in to Appletreewick for a part.” He pronounced it Aptrick. 

“Hop in,” responded Bethancourt. “We’ll give you a lift if you don’t mind sharing the back seat with Cerberus.” 

Poots chuckled. “No trouble there.” He settled himself beside the great dog and Bethancourt let in the clutch. 

“This is Jack Gibbons,” he said. "Jack, Tom Poots.” 

Gibbons reached back to shake hands. Upon withdrawing his hand he found a large oily smear on the palm and looked about surreptitiously for something to wipe it off on. Failing
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