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      For Jill Hyem, champion friend, 

      fine scriptwriter and trailblazing stalwart 

      of the Writers’ Guild of Great Britain

    

  
    
      
        
          

        

      

      
        The heart may be misplaced from birth. I have seen a case in which it lay upon the right side, and had always been in that position. Its action was natural. 

        A variety of causes may tend to push it out of its place. 

        
          Virtue’s Household Physician, Volume I, 1925
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      Langcliffe, 29 April, 1916

      The wax candle burned brightly in its brass holder. Freda Simonson sat at her dressing table brushing her hair. Ever since she was a girl she had brushed her hair one hundred times before going to bed. Now her arm ached more easily. She switched hands. Over the years, more and more hair found its way onto the brush. Each morning, she would comb through the bristles and take small grey bracelets into the garden, placing her gifts on the shrubs. It pleased her when sometimes she spotted a bird carrying off the trophy for nest-building.

      Once, her hair was dark. The first grey streaks appeared days after Lucian went to war, as if the worries and fears she tried to suppress found their way into her locks. She gave a small smile at the speed with which this process had accelerated. Soon her hair may turn silver, as had her mother’s.

      The bedroom curtains were open. Above the three mirrors of her dressing table, she watched a cloud float across the heavens, briefly hiding the crescent moon, tonight in its last quarter. Now, at her grand age, she preferred this final phase of the moon. There was something too bold and unsettling about the moon when full.

      A commotion from outside brought her to her feet. She walked round the side of her dressing table and looked through the window. Across the street, she saw quite plainly in the light from the bracket lamp on the wall of the White Hart, a man being ejected from the alehouse.

      She recognised the man doing the throwing out. It was Rufus Holroyd, alehouse keeper, wiry and slightly hunched. The drunk was the bigger man but unsteady on his feet and in no state to resist. Mr Holroyd gave him what seemed an unnecessary shove. The man fell in the gutter. Still, he probably felt nothing. Holroyd turned and was halfway back to the door when another figure came round the corner, looking dark and imposing in a long coat and pulled-down hat. He came close to Holroyd, so close that Freda could not see what happened, but Holroyd fell.

      The man in the gutter struggled to his feet and stumbled towards the alehouse keeper who lay very still. The drunken man leaned down towards Holroyd, and then knelt over him. The night stood still as Freda watched, waiting for the man to help Holroyd to his feet.

      The man shouted, ‘Help! Murder!’

      Freda turned from the window and, faster than she had moved for a long time, she ran down the stairs.
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      Killingbeck Hospital, Leeds

      April 1926

      ‘Kate! Watch where you’re treading or you’ll ruin your shoes.’

      I stepped carefully around bright daffodils. The flowerbed was under the big window that looked onto the girls’ ward at the fever hospital. My sister Mary Jane and I were visiting her daughter. Harriet was recovering from diphtheria and we were very lucky that she had pulled through. That dreadful illness brings death to so many. I say ‘visiting’ but that is something of an exaggeration. We were not allowed entry to the hospital. Under my arm, I had the latest newspaper that carried information about patients. Alongside Harriet’s patient number was the word ‘Comfortable’. What a relief! She had previously been marked ‘Very ill’ and ‘Serious’. To be described as ‘Comfortable’ meant that she was finally on the mend.

      My reason for stepping onto the flowerbed was to tap on the window and hope to gain attention. Once patients are ‘Comfortable’ they are able to come to the window and smile at their parents and relatives through the glass. After several taps and careful mouthing of Harriet’s name to another young patient, our own Harriet finally appeared.

      Mary Jane forgot her intention to keep her shoes pristine. She stepped up to the windowsill, her feet sinking into the damp soil.

      We signalled encouragement through the glass. None of us is very good at lip-reading, so our conversation was somewhat limited. But I did make out when she said she was glad to be isolated as she would not want to infect anyone. It was horrible. She patted her chest and panted, showing how hard it had been to catch a breath. ‘Is Austin all right?’ she asked anxiously, and was relieved when we said that her younger brother was well. ‘And the baby?’

      Mary Jane beamed. She held up a photograph of the latest addition to the family and pronounced each word with great clarity: ‘Baby misses you.’

      Our visit was cut short when a nurse, who at least did not glare at us too frostily, escorted Harriet back to her bed.

      As we walked towards the gates, Mary Jane let out a great sigh of relief. ‘Thank God she’s recovered. And I’ll be so glad to have her home. I’m run off my feet without Harriet to give a hand. She’s so good with the baby.’

      The rose bushes at the side of the path had been cut back and were all green stems and sharp thorns. Harriet would be out soon, well before the roses bloomed. ‘Mary Jane, Harriet will need to recuperate. I’m going to take her to the Dales for a fortnight. A friend of mine has offered me the use of his late aunt’s house in Langcliffe. It will be just the ticket for Harriet.’

      ‘But…’

      ‘You see how pale she is, and those dark rings under her eyes. She needs a holiday.’

      She gave me a quick glance, as if trying to assess whether there was some ulterior motive behind my words. ‘Who is this friend?’

      ‘He’s the doctor I met at Bolton Abbey.’

      ‘Ah.’

      ‘What do you mean, “ah”? It’s nothing like that. I just happened to mention the last time we met that I needed a holiday. His Aunt Freda died six months ago and her house has stood empty since then. It’s the perfect spot for Harriet to recover. Don’t deny her that.’

      ‘I know you’re fond of Harriet, but I wish you wouldn’t be so bossy.’

      ‘I’m not bossy. I’m right, and you know it.’

      Langcliffe would be the perfect solution to Harriet’s and my need for rest and recreation. I hoped.
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      After stopping in Skipton for lunch, we made good progress until negotiating our way through Gargrave. It was a fine Saturday, the first day of May. Slowing the car to a snail’s pace, I carefully avoided market stalls, meandering shoppers armed with sturdy baskets, gawpers, and children playing marbles in the gutter.

      We had driven all the way from Leeds with the canvas down, enjoying the breeze that made our faces tingle. The river, when it put in an appearance, tumbled angrily, ready for trouble.

      Every few miles, I stole a quick glance at Harriet, keen to make sure the journey was not tiring her. She bore up well, valiantly struggling with the map, folding and re-folding as she traced our route. At fourteen she is thankfully too old to keep on saying, ‘Are we nearly there?’ She is a bright girl and practising her navigating skills gave her something to occupy her mind.

      ‘Follow the sign to Settle, Auntie. After Settle, it’ll be a right turn to Langcliffe.’

      On the approach to Settle, I noticed the whiteness of the roads, due to the limestone formation. Sharply defined hills, boulders and rocks stood out against green foliage. Castlebergh came into view, towering over the town. We would not be able to climb the great rock but Lucian had told me there were sometimes funfairs there.

      Being Saturday, and a market day in Settle, the whole town and inhabitants from miles around colluded in walking on the little strip of road not taken up with stalls selling vegetables, baskets, sheepskin rugs and itchy cardigans. Had I known the area better, I might have tried to find another way and avoid the crush.

      Feeling a sense of achievement at not mowing down a single inhabitant, we left Settle behind. As we drove along the narrow road, Harriet gazed at the scenery. Fields and meadows stretched to the hills, their dry stone walls penning in sheep and cattle. ‘It’s going to be very quiet round here, Auntie.’

      Oh dear. Was she disappointed that we had not stayed in smoky Leeds, where we could visit music halls and theatres and stroll about the shopping arcades?

      ‘There’ll be plenty going on in Langcliffe. There are May Day celebrations today. And there’s the Kirkgate Kinema in Settle.’ I tried to make it sound as if this would be the best picture house for a hundred miles, which perhaps it was.

      ‘What’s the house like?’

      ‘Wait and see.’

      ‘How long has it stood empty?’

      ‘Since November when Dr Simonson’s aunt died. She was his father’s sister and brought him up when his parents stayed in India and sent him home.’

      ‘Are you two courting?’

      ‘Harriet!’

      ‘Mam says you are.’

      ‘Well, if your mam says that it must be true.’

      Harriet laughed. She gave me a mischievous look that told me she would soon find out how matters stood between me and the doctor.

      Lucian and I had seen each other only a dozen or so times in the past couple of years. Each time, I liked him more. We made each other laugh. He is kind, thoughtful, and has that rare knack of making a person feel she is the centre of his world. Between our trysts, he sends me picture postcards, snippets of rhymes and the occasional bunch of flowers.

      Although the words had not been said, we both knew that this fortnight’s holiday would decide our future. Lucian has his own cottage in Embsay but also has a share in a practice in Settle. Being left his aunt’s house meant big changes. He had asked me to take a look at the place, but that suggestion implied so much more than ‘a look’.

      ‘Slow down, Auntie! Here’s a right turn coming up.’

      I turned more suddenly than intended and was taken by surprise at the steepness of the bumpy cobbles.

      How long must Lucian have been standing there, I wondered. There he was, waiting a little way up the street. I brought the car to a halt.

      Lucian leaned towards us and raised his cap. He wore tan and green tweed plus fours, a Norfolk jacket and highly polished brown shoes. Undeniably handsome, he looks younger than his thirty-seven years, with a fine head of hair and a slightly weather-beaten complexion.

      ‘Hello, Lucian.’

      I felt glad to see him as his face lit up with a beaming smile. ‘Hello, Kate! And you must be Harriet.’

      ‘Yes.’ Harriet spoke rather stiffly, eyeing him cautiously.

      I introduced them.

      He reached into the car to shake hands. ‘How do you do, Harriet.’

      She smiled. ‘How do you do, Dr Simonson.’

      He glanced at our valises that were behind, in place of the dickey seat. ‘Not much luggage.’

      ‘We have a trunk coming by rail.’

      ‘Glad to hear it! I’m suspicious of ladies who travel light.’ He waved with the stick. ‘Straight up into the village. You’ll see a fountain with a memorial cross. The house is to the right of that, the one with my motor parked outside.’

      ‘Do you want a lift on the running board, Lucian?’

      ‘Best not. I’ll cling to my shreds of dignity.’

      I smiled. ‘Right. See you up there.’

      Passing terraced grey stone cottages with tiled roofs, I continued towards the top end of the village.

      Harriet turned back and waved to Lucian. ‘He’s nice.’

      ‘Yes he is.’

      ‘You didn’t tell me he has a limp.’

      ‘It’s not polite to mention a person’s limp within seconds of seeing him.’

      ‘I expect he was in the war.’

      ‘You expect right.’

      ‘So you were both in the war.’ She made this sound as if The War had been a fine opportunity for romantic assignations. ‘Is that where you met him?’

      ‘No.’

      She was suddenly diverted. ‘Oh look! There’s a band and everything.’

      The Langcliffe Brass Band played a stirring tune from their spot between the large sycamore tree and the war memorial with its fountain base. ‘Well of course! They’re celebrating our arrival.’

      Harriet’s eyes widened. ‘Do they know we’re coming…? Oh, you! I fall for it every time.’

      Harriet and I spotted Lucian’s Bugatti at the same moment.

      She pointed. ‘That must be the house.’

      Aunt Freda’s cottage was a substantial house constructed like the others roundabout of local limestone, fronted by a neat garden, planted by someone who had loved lilac and lavender, hence the name Lilac Cottage.

      I drove just beyond Lucian’s car and parked by the corner from where we could see the village green. Children played around the maypole, adults chatted, some sitting on the grass enjoying the sunshine, others gathering around the Morris dancers. Music, laughter and children’s high-pitched voices filled the air.

      On the other side of the green was the parish church, stone with a slate roof and a porch. At the top end of the village was the school.

      Harriet climbed from the car and went to sit on the low wall at the front of the house. ‘I like it here. It’s not as bad as I thought it would be. There’s a fair few shops.’

      I joined her on the wall and we surveyed the scene.

      Back the way we had come was a most strange-looking building, a narrow three-storey house that did not seem to fit with the other houses. Somewhere nearby was Threlfall Hall, home to Langcliffe’s landowning squirearchy including, according to Lucian, a girl of Harriet’s age.

      Green hills surrounded the village. Cloud shadows and shafts of sunlight formed a still picture, contrasting with lively laughter and friendly voices from the village green. There would be no urgent calls upon my investigative services here.

      After all my enquiries into dastardly goings on, it was a great relief to arrive in such a peaceful spot.

       

      Some of the children sidled over to look at the new car that had arrived in their village, and at us. Harriet explained to them that the car was called a Jowett and that her aunt liked blue. She did not deign to move from her spot on the wall, being so much older than the children who congregated to gaze and admire.

      Twisting her hair around her finger, one little girl asked, ‘Have you come to live here?’

      ‘Just for a short time.’ Harriet drummed her heels on the wall. ‘We are on holiday. My aunt is a private investigating detective and needs to rest her brain.’

      Thank you Harriet, I said to myself, for announcing my occupation. Fortunately, the little girl had not the vaguest notion of what Harriet was saying, although she looked impressed.

      As Harriet saw Lucian approaching, she picked up her case and lugged it along the path to the front door.

      After a few moments, he was leaning into the car to pick up my valise. He called to Harriet. ‘It’s not locked, Harriet, you can go in!’

      Harriet flung open the door.

      Lucian smiled. ‘Watch out, Kate, she’ll commandeer the best bedroom.’

      He stood back to let me walk along the path. ‘I hope you like it. I’ve had the place cleaned. My aunt didn’t believe in throwing anything away, though she did have new sash windows installed so it’s much lighter here than when I was growing up. Oh and the room that was mine, that’s been re-decorated and has new furniture.’ He spoke to Harriet who had already walked through the house and back. ‘Take a look at the back bedroom. It has new furniture called fumed oak. See what you think.’

      Harriet carried her case upstairs, refusing Lucian’s help.

      He took my hands. ‘I’m so glad you’re here. Come on, I’ll show you round.’

      It was just the kind of house I like, with a central tiled hall, an off-centre staircase, and rooms on either side. The hall was decorated with Anaglypta paper in brown and cream. An attractive grandmother clock stood on one side and a hall stand complete with coat hooks and walking sticks on the other. A raincoat still hung there.

      We paused in the hall. ‘The kettle has been on so it shouldn’t be long in boiling.’ Lucian carried my valise upstairs.

      I glanced into the parlour, crammed with old-fashioned furniture and ornaments, and a rocker that I could have sworn moved. I could imagine Lucian’s Aunt Freda looking up, a lace cap on her head, her long skirts brushing the footstool.

      I walked on through the hall to a large kitchen at the back. A curtained alcove contained a maid’s bed. In the centre of the room stood a sturdy table covered by a patterned oilcloth. Covered with white tea cloths, the plates held sandwiches, pork pie and cakes. Dishes gleamed on the Welsh dresser. The gas cooker looked as new as the day it was bought. I imagined that Aunt Freda had been suspicious of gas.

      Nothing about the house prepared me for the miraculous view through the kitchen window. The wall enclosing the garden was constructed of those tiny dark red bricks favoured by the Elizabethans. A tree near the solid wooden arched gate shimmered with delicate apple blossom. Earthenware pots of herbs cast shadows across the path. Aunt Freda must have loved this patch of earth. Someone had gone on tending it in the months since her death. I felt a stab of sorrow that she was not here to see the phlox, snapdragons, Canterbury bells, sweet peas and carnations. In between the flowers were vegetable patches, marked out with string and with flutters of paper to discourage birds. The crooked garden shed had been patched and mended over the years.

      I opened the door and stepped out. On the garden bench under the window lay a new skipping rope and a couple of tennis balls.

      By the time I went back inside, Lucian had made a pot of tea and he and Harriet had settled themselves at the table. He presented her with a sixpenny compass and encouraged her to take it with her when we went for walks. They went into the garden and he showed her how to use it while his cup of tea went cold.

      ‘Who’s the gardener, Lucian?’ I asked when they came back inside.

      ‘I am, for the time being.’

      ‘I didn’t know you were a keen gardener.’

      ‘You didn’t ask.’

      ‘You’re a man of hidden talents.’

      ‘Well of course, and talking of that, I’ve stupidly promised to help set up our photographic society exhibition in Settle Town Hall tomorrow, before we fixed our dates. I can cancel it if you want to do something special.’

      ‘No, you stick to your plans. Harriet and I will do a little exploring on our own.’

      ‘Come in to Settle if you have time. You should take a look, since you’ll have a couple of photographs on display.’

      ‘Oh good! I didn’t know whether my entries would pass muster.’

      ‘Stop fishing for compliments! You know very well they would.’

      Harriet looked from one to the other of us. Was she making mental notes of how we got on, to report back to her mother?

      She bit into her egg and cress sandwich. ‘Is that skipping rope for me?’

      Lucian frowned. ‘What skipping rope?’

      ‘The new one someone must have bought for me, along with the tennis balls and compass.’

      ‘Oh that skipping rope.’ Lucian pushed the cake stand towards her. There were iced buns, vanilla slices and currant cake. ‘I suppose you won’t believe me if I say it was left by the fairy of the Dale.’

      Harriet groaned. ‘I’m too old for that sort of remark!’

      ‘Excuse me!’

      When Harriet had gone out to explore, Lucian showed me round the house.

      The front bedroom was spacious, decorated with fading William Morris patterned wallpaper. Aunt Freda must have had a mixture of tastes, traditional and modern. The oak bedroom suite, dressing table, wardrobe and tall boy in the front bedroom looked the kind of thing a couple might buy, or be bought, for their wedding. Their wedding in 1860. I wondered about Aunt Freda, and whether taking care of Lucian had been a reason why she never married. From what he had told me, she was thirty-four years old when she started to care for him when he was six. She was sixty-four when she died last year.

      Against one wall was a big brass bed covered with a white candlewick spread.

      Lucian threw open the wardrobe and grumbled. ‘I’m sorry, Kate. All her clothes are still here. I asked Mrs Holroyd whether she would take them for some of the women in the village. They’re all good quality and clean.’

      ‘Don’t worry. I’ll manage.’

      He tutted as he opened a drawer. ‘Mrs Holroyd saw to the cleaning of the house, and she brought in provisions but she hasn’t moved Aunt Freda’s belongings.’

      Lucian lifted out a coat from the wardrobe and began to fold it. ‘I’ll bring up the washing basket, and find a couple of suitcases. If you wouldn’t mind emptying the dresser drawers…’

      ‘Harriet and I will sort it out.’ I smiled. ‘I’m guessing that’s partly why I’m here, to help you decide what to do about the house.’

      ‘Yes.’ He continued to fold the clothes, pausing over a long tweed coat lined in mustard-coloured silk.

      ‘Lucian, we don’t have to do this now. Leave it and show me the rest of the house.’ This would be something Harriet and I could do, when it rained.

      We went onto the landing.

      ‘This was my room.’ Lucian opened the door to the back bedroom that was refurbished, and would be Harriet’s. The smoothly plastered walls and ceiling had been painted palest primrose and were quite bare. It was the kind of room a person might imagine putting her stamp on.

      Having a bathroom at all in a house this old was a bonus, and it was very nicely kept, with a geyser over the bath for hot water.

      ‘It’s all gas.’ Lucian turned on the geyser, to demonstrate that it worked. ‘Eventually, I’ll have electricity laid on.’ He indicated stairs to the loft. ‘You can look up there at your leisure. It’s a bit of a mess but there is the old bed up there, for emergencies. And there’s the usual cellar with the cold press and stocked with food, thanks to the good efforts of Mrs Holroyd.’

      ‘You’ve thought of everything, Lucian. Thank you!’

      ‘What do you think to the house?’

      ‘It’s a good solid house, and I love the garden. This must have been a splendid place to grow up.’

      ‘Yes it was, and I had the privilege of going to the local school until the age of eleven, far better than being packed off as a boarder. My aunt was very good to me.’

      ‘What are your plans for the place?’

      He hesitated, and there was just the slightest of blushes. ‘I’m thinking of keeping it on. The room at the front might make a good consulting room.’

      ‘As well as your cottage in Embsay?’

      ‘That’s rented and the practice doesn’t keep me busy, Kate. There’s no doctor here in Langcliffe or in Stainforth. I’ve been helping old Dr McKinley in Settle. He plans to retire soon and I could have a practice in both Settle and Langcliffe and make this my home.’ His hand brushed mine, but he held back from saying what I knew he was thinking: ‘Our home.’ Instead, he said, ‘The loft would make a decent space for a housekeeper, even one as particular as your Mrs Sugden.’

      ‘Well, it’s a lovely house.’

      ‘I think you said that already.’

      ‘I need gloves.’ I went back into the main bedroom, to take a pair of gloves from my case, having worn motoring gloves for the journey.

      ‘Sorry. Didn’t mean to sound as if I’m making assumptions.’ He waited on the landing while I searched for my gloves. ‘I wouldn’t necessarily turn the parlour into a consulting room. There’s a cottage next door that’s a little ramshackle but might be converted, if I can tempt the occupants to move elsewhere in the village. It’s all a little up in the air.’ He watched me draw on my gloves.

      ‘I’m happy for you, Lucian. It’s always good to make a change.’

      ‘It wasn’t a great wrench to leave your investigations then?’

      ‘Not at all. We have a fraud case and a dognapping in hand. Jim Sykes and Mrs Sugden are more than capable of minding the business while I’m away. Now come on. I want to keep an eye on Harriet and it’s too fine a day to be cooped up.’

      As we walked down the stairs, there was a knock on the door.

      Lucian went to answer.

      When I reached the hall, he was saying, ‘Yes of course. My bag is in the car. You may as well jump in and you can show me the way.’

      He turned to me. ‘Terrible timing, Kate. I’m so sorry. I have to go to see a patient in upper Settle.’

      ‘Then off you go! Harriet and I will manage perfectly.’

      We exchanged a quick kiss, and I followed him to the gateway and then walked to the corner. From there, I spotted Harriet on the village green. She was watching the dancing.Lucian started the motor. As he climbed into the car, he called to me. ‘Ah, here comes Bradley Wigglesworth. I told him you were coming.’ He waved in the direction of a man who was strolling up the road. ‘He’s an old friend of Aunt Freda’s.’

      Mr Wigglesworth came to a halt as the car moved away. When it drew level with him, he and Lucian raised an arm in mutual salute. Making no haste, the old gentleman continued his walk towards the cottage. As he drew close, he smiled cheerfully, showing a row of small teeth in a pleasant moon-like face. He raised his hat revealing grey hair with streaks of the original ginger, cut as short as a well-kept bowling green.

      ‘Mrs Shackleton I presume?’

      ‘Correct, Mr Wigglesworth.’

      ‘Sorry to land on you the instant you arrive, but May Day you know, May Day, a good excuse to come here. Lucian had to scoot off did he?’

      ‘Yes. A patient needs him. The man in the car is the relative I think.’

      He nodded, as if knowing all about it, which perhaps he did.

      I wanted to go across to Harriet who just at that moment looked rather forlorn. Yet here was this man, only an inch or two taller than I, rocking on his heels, clutching a brown paper carrier bag with string handles, obviously waiting to be invited in.

      ‘I am so very happy to make your acquaintance. Freda had hoped to meet you herself you know.’

      ‘She knew about me?’

      ‘She did, she did.’ He gave a nervous and somewhat pained laugh as if to hide embarrassment. ‘Lucian spoke of you, spoke highly of you. She had great hopes.’

      ‘Oh?’ Great hopes of what, I wondered. Seeing Lucian settled, I supposed.

      ‘There was something Freda wanted you to see you know, something, well this as a matter of fact.’

      He looked down at his carrier bag, swinging it a little, towards me and away.

      ‘What is it?’

      ‘You’ll see. If I may?’

      He indicated the front door.

      I could hardly refuse. ‘My niece is with me,’ I said, hating the apologetic tone in my voice. ‘She is on the green. I don’t want to leave her alone.’

      ‘Of course you don’t. I’ll be very quick, simply want to hand this into your safe keeping, and I have brought a tonic for your niece, the girl who is recovering from diphtheria. Lucian may have told you my trade.’

      ‘I’m sorry. He may have done…’

      ‘I’m an apothecary, well the apothecary, in Settle, opposite the Market Place.’ In the hallway, he took a shoebox from his paper carrier bag and handed it to me. ‘It’s Freda’s papers, you know, the papers regarding the trial.’

      ‘What trial?’

      ‘The murder trial.’ A sudden dismay turned the corners of his mouth and widened his eyes. ‘Lucian did not mention it?’

      ‘No.’

      ‘Ah, then I am sorry to spring it on you like this, but Freda was most particular that you, being in your line of work, would be the person she had waited for.’ He folded his carrier bag carefully and put it in an inside pocket. ‘Perhaps I should say no more about it, at least not yet.’

      I stared at the box, and then lifted the lid to see papers, newspaper cuttings, letters, typed sheets. It took a great deal of restraint on my part not to tell him that I was here on holiday and would rather not look. Lucian had spared me this information, perhaps with good reason.

      Mr Wigglesworth saw my hesitation and moved as if to retrieve the precious shoebox. That decided me.

      ‘I’ll take it through now, for later.’

      That sounded idiotic, the kind of thing one might say if presented with a stale seed cake.

      ‘Yes, yes, you do that. I see that you are anxious to join your niece.’ He took a dark bottle from his inside pocket. ‘This tonic is my own recipe. It will buck her up no end.’

      ‘That’s very kind.’

      He followed me into the parlour, sighing as he opened the door of a corner cupboard. ‘In there, eh?’

      I placed the shoebox in the cupboard. He put the bottle of tonic on top of the cupboard and turned to leave.

      ‘You say there was a murder trial?’ I asked, walking towards the door, pausing until he followed me back into the hall. ‘Who was murdered?’

      ‘The alehouse keeper at the White Hart.’

      We stepped outside into the sunshine, along the path and back to the gate which we had left open.The brass band had moved on.

      He closed the gate behind us. ‘You see that house, with the lamp on the wall?’ He indicated a building across the square, about thirty yards away.

      ‘Yes.’

      ‘That was the White Hart. Mr Trevelyan had it closed down as a public house after the murder, though the out-sales continued under the new owner, for a time at any rate. It’s privately occupied now.’ He turned back to Lilac Cottage and looked up. ‘Freda saw the murder, from her bedroom window.’ He pointed to the front bedroom.

      I followed his gaze. It was the room that would be mine for the next fortnight.I continued towards the green, wanting to catch up with Harriet. Mr Wigglesworth kept pace.

      ‘Freda gave evidence at the trial. It was a constant sorrow to her that the wrong man was convicted and hanged.’

      ‘How dreadful!’

      ‘Yes. Young chap called Flaherty, a Dubliner who worked at the Hoffman Kiln. He was caught with the knife in his hand and said he had withdrawn it. Freda backed him up. She swore she saw a different man do the deed and run away, but she wasn’t believed.’

      ‘Why not?’

      ‘She asked herself that until the day she died.’ Mr Wigglesworth paused at the corner. ‘Take a good look, there’s no one paying attention to us, all too caught up with their own enjoyment.’

      So they were. The Morris men began a new dance. A crowd gathered round. I lost sight of Harriet as Mr Wigglesworth warmed to his theme , saying, ‘You wouldn’t know now that was once the alehouse.’

      He seemed eager that I should picture the event. ‘Rufus Holroyd, the alehouse keeper, wasn’t a big chap but he had been a boxer and could handle himself. Flaherty was younger but the worse for drink. According to Freda, who heard a bit of a commotion, Holroyd manhandled Flaherty round to the kerb and gave him a good shove. Holroyd was on his way back inside when a big fellow appeared, tapped him on the shoulder and knifed him. Freda didn’t see the actual knifing, just how close the man came, and that Holroyd dropped to the ground. The man then disappeared around the other corner. Flaherty was struggling to his feet and cried out. He went to Holroyd and the worst thing he did was withdraw the knife, so it had his fingerprints on it.’ He touched my elbow. ‘Better keep walking. If we dawdle too long someone may guess that I’m giving you chapter and verse on what’s become unmentionable in this village.’

      I was glad to keep walking, especially as I once more spotted Harriet, and she me. We waved to each other.

      She was my reason for being here. I did not want to hear from Mr Wigglesworth about a long-ago murder any more than I felt ready to respond to Lucian’s sudden haste regarding our future.

      Mr Wigglesworth had slowed his steps. It would be impolite to stride off, and unkind to ignore his distress when he spoke about his friend.

      ‘You were very fond of Freda?’

      He nodded. ‘She was my oldest friend.’

      In spite of my impatience, there was something quite touching in his words. Freda had never married, perhaps due to circumstances or fierce independence, but I knew from Mr Wigglesworth’s manner and his voice that it was not for want of opportunity.

      ‘I had a bit of a hand in the events myself, Mrs Shackleton.’

      ‘How so?’

      ‘Being apothecary in Settle, Licentiate of the London Apothecaries’ Society, I was sent for. We had an absence of doctors in 1916. When I arrived at the White Hart, Rufus Holroyd was dead. He had been carried inside. His wife said he died in her arms, but I doubt he lasted that long.’

      ‘How dreadful. But I’m sorry, you must excuse me. There’s my niece.’ He suddenly looked like a lost boy. ‘Come and say hello to Harriet.’

      He coughed. ‘Yes, yes, thank you. But just let me say, you see I’ve screwed up my courage to speak to you about this. Freda hoped you would take an interest in the case, because of your occupation. She hoped you might look for the truth of what really happened.’
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      Harriet was already on the village green when she saw Dr Simonson drive away. Auntie Kate was just about to come across when an old man called to her. The two of them went inside, but not for long. Harriet kept an eye out until she saw them leave the house. The old man was slowing Auntie Kate down.

      The two of them walked towards the maypole where Harriet had been watching little kids playing about, grabbing ribbons and jigging even though their dance had ended. Going to meet her auntie, Harriet had to step sharply to avoid a little lad who’d thrown himself on the ground pretending to have been choked by ribbons, clutching his throat and laughing, and then other boys flinging themselves on top of him.

      Grown-ups stood about chatting, ignoring the children.

      She was so proud of her Auntie Kate who looked the tops in her silk and cashmere turquoise dress and coat, with a hat that shouldn’t match but somehow did. People turned to look as she walked across the green. The old chap with her looked like someone who would feel obliged to hand out sweets or compliments but when he spoke, he was just very friendly and said he hoped Harriet would not mind but he knew that the Trevelyans of Threlfall Hall were keen to meet them.

      ‘They have a daughter of your age, Harriet.’ He led them in a beeline towards a man, a woman and a vicar on the far side of the green.

      Auntie Kate already knew the Trevelyans. Dr Simonson had introduced them at a New Year dance they attended in Skipton. The dance was to raise funds for the hospital. Mr and Mrs Trevelyan were patrons.

      Harriet did not want to meet them, but saw that she had no choice. They looked pleasant enough, Mr and Mrs Trevelyan, both plump and fair and pink. Harriet understood from their talk that they owned farms nearby, and land that hadn’t already been nabbed long ago by some duke or other.

      When it turned out that the daughter of her age had gone home, Harriet sidled away. She looked about her. Was there anyone here worth talking to? Several soppy-looking girls wore white dresses and garlands of flowers on their bonces. Well, let them get on with being soppy and garlanded.

      ‘I saw you arrive in a motor.’

      Harriet turned to see who had spoken. The girl was standing a few feet away, on the edge of the green. She was about Harriet’s height, her dark hair scraped back from a broad, cheerful face. Clever eyes. She was a little older than Harriet, perhaps fifteen. She wore a grey skirt and a white blouse with red collar.

      ‘I came with my auntie,’ Harriet said, feeling silly and young. ‘We’re on holiday.’

      ‘All right for some,’ the girl said, not unpleasantly.

      Harriet did not know why she felt the need to explain herself. ‘I was in hospital with diphtheria and my auntie said I needed to convalesce.’ She took a bag of liquorice allsorts from her pocket and offered it. ‘I’m not infectious.’

      The girl searched through for her favourite, but not in an obvious way. It was one that Harriet didn’t like, the flat liquorice covered with tiny pink sweet dots.

      She popped it in her mouth. ‘What’s your name?’

      ‘Harriet. What’s yours?’

      ‘Beth, Beth Young.’

      Harriet did not say her last name. It was a cause for argument. Her mother had married Bob and wanted them all to have the same name. Harriet liked Bob, but she also liked her own name. So why don’t I say it, she asked herself. It was in case she lost the argument, or gave in.

      ‘When you came along in your motor, did you anywhere on your travels see a boy of thirteen, hair same colour as mine, a likeness to me, and as tall? He might have been walking along the road.’

      ‘I don’t think so.’

      ‘Oh.’

      ‘Who is he?’

      ‘My brother. Him and me came here two weeks ago and they sent him to work on a farm. I was expecting him to be let off for the May Day celebration, but I don’t think he’ll come now.’

      ‘Well where’s the farm?’

      ‘They say it’s on the tops but I don’t know where. I went looking, but I got lost.’

      ‘Have you asked someone?’

      ‘Aye, but they say he’ll be settling in and leave him be.’ She sat down on the grass with a sigh. ‘I’ve been standing up all day, waiting to see him, looking up beyond the school, watching for a figure coming down the track. And I don’t even know if he’d come that way.’

      Harriet sat down beside her. ‘Why were you brought here, and where did you come from?’

      ‘We come from Pendleton, in Lancashire. We were fetched by the blacksmith on his cart.’

      ‘Why?’

      Beth stroked the grass, running her fingers back and forth. ‘Our mam died and our dad was away, so we were packed off here for work. I’m a doffer in’t mill.’ She gave a quick smile. ‘I’ve made pals. They’re off walking by’t river, or into Settle for first showing at picture house. But I stopped here thinking Martin might turn up. Martin’s my brother.’

      ‘It’s sad that your mam died.’

      Beth stopped stroking the grass. ‘I know. It was appendicitis and they’re supposed to be able to do summat about it, if it’s caught in time.’ Her hand made a fist.

      ‘My dad died.’ It surprised Harriet to hear herself speak those words because usually she could not say it. She had never said it to the girls at the new school.

      ‘When?’

      ‘Three years ago.’

      ‘So you were how old?’

      ‘Ten.’

      ‘I was fourteen when Mam died, just a month ago. I’m fifteen now.’ Beth spat on her hand and held it out.

      Harriet spat on her hand. They shook.

      ‘Which is your auntie?’ Beth asked.

      Kate looked towards the group at the far side of the green. ‘She’s there with that old gentleman and Mr and Mrs Whatyoumacallthem.’

      ‘Trevelyans, from the big house.’ Beth looked from the group to Harriet and back. ‘She’s very smart, your auntie. You look a bit like her.’

      ‘Do I?’

      ‘Yes you do.’

      Harriet felt pleased. She wouldn’t mind being like Auntie Kate, having nice clothes and a motorcar and looking into things. She wondered where the doctor had got to. Her mother had told her that Kate and the doctor were keen on each other and that it would be grand to have a doctor in the family. Harriet must give them time to themselves to do a bit of courting and get on with it. Harriet had not yet worked out how she was supposed to give them time. Go to her room, perhaps. That would be all right. She liked that room.

      Beth narrowed her clever eyes and stared at Harriet. ‘She’s posh, your auntie, and she’s with posh people.’

      ‘But she’s nice.’

      ‘I’m not saying she int. You’re alike, but you’re different aren’t you?’

      Harriet was never quite sure what she was supposed to tell and what she should keep quiet about. Her mother had drilled her in what not to say, and now she could not quite remember. ‘If in doubt, keep your trap shut,’ her mother had instructed before she left. Harriet hardly knew this girl. Auntie Kate had said not to be blathering to all and sundry about her being a detective. But it wouldn’t hurt, would it, to say that her aunt was adopted at birth and grown up in a very different better off family and that they had never met her until a few years ago? All the same, Harriet thought of something else. ‘We lived in different places. My auntie was married to someone who didn’t come back from the war. He would have been my Uncle Gerald.’

      It did not really answer Beth’s question but had the advantage of truth. Harriet also knew that it was searching for news of her husband who went missing in 1918 that turned Auntie Kate into a detective. She kept to herself that Kate had a ‘mother’ who was a lady and a high-ranking police officer father, even though Kate’s real mother was Harriet’s granny. The whole thing gave her a headache.

      Fortunately, Beth was more interested in herself. She told Harriet about the small farm she once lived on and how her father always took it into his head to go travelling for work, leaving her mother, Beth and brother Martin to take care of the farm.

      Beth looked so sad when she spoke about Martin. Kate almost said about Auntie Kate being a detective, but she held that back. ‘If he hasn’t turned up by tomorrow, your Martin, do you want me to help you look for him?’

      Beth jumped to her feet and held out a hand to Harriet, pulling her up. ‘Thanks, but I think he’ll come tomorrow. I have a plan you see.’

      Before Harriet could ask what kind of plan, Beth was walking them to the Village Institute. ‘There’s tea and buns, scones and all sorts, so we might as well. Mrs Holroyd is on’t cake stall. She’ll give us a couple of buns.’

      ‘Who’s Mrs Holroyd?’

      ‘My landlady. I live in a house on New Street, opposite the washing green.’

      ‘I’ll tell my auntie where I’m going. She might worry if she can’t see me.’

      Harriet was glad that Auntie Kate excused herself from the group and came over to be with her, meaning that she did not have to barge in and interrupt. They moved across the green a little way.

      ‘I’ve made friends with a girl called Beth and we’re going into the Village Institute. Do you want to come? Beth’s landlady, Mrs Holroyd, is in charge of tea and buns.’

      ‘Mrs Holroyd?’ Auntie Kate’s eyes gave that sudden flicker that showed she had thought of some idea, but it was gone in an instant and another person might not have noticed. ‘Yes I’ll come with you.’

      ‘What is it?’ Harriet asked as they crossed the green. ‘What did that old man want from you?’

      ‘How do you know he wanted anything?’

      ‘I could tell from the way he was looking at you and how you were talking.’

      Harriet watched her auntie, wondering if she would tell her the truth. Kate put her head to one side. She’s going to fob me off, Harriet thought.

      ‘It seems my reputation arrived in Langcliffe before we did. Mr Wigglesworth wants me to look into something that happened in the village a long time ago, something bad.’

      ‘How bad?’

      ‘Very bad.’

      ‘A murder?’

      Her auntie’s eyes widened, surprised by how quickly Harriet had guessed. She came to a stop and said very firmly. ‘Yes, it was a murder, but you and I don’t have to think about it.’

      Harriet felt a cold shiver as she remembered finding her dad’s body in the quarry. She took a deep breath. ‘You should investigate. I’ll help you.’

      Certain things must run in families, Harriet thought. Her dad had been a stonemason, like his uncle. As little as he was, Harriet’s brother Austin wanted to be a stonemason, too. Harriet might be a detective. She would watch how her aunt did it. Harriet glanced across to the group that they had left. The old man, Mr Wigglesworth, stood alone. ‘Don’t turn round now, Auntie, but Mr Wigglesworth, is looking at us. Why is he so sad?’

      ‘Perhaps
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