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Three weeks later, London

Lawrence Kingston’s seven- room fl at on Cadogan Square in the Royal 
Borough of Kensington and Chelsea would reveal few, if any, sur-
prises to a fi rst- time visitor who already knew something of the man. 
No abstract or postmodernist art, no plasma TV, high- tech gad-
gets, or sports memorabilia, nothing jarring or eccentric, nothing 
at odds with his personality, his days in the halls of academia, or his 
inerrant taste. Kingston’s pied-à- terre was the result of an endogenous 
pro cess that had resulted in less a visual impression than a feeling, 
where comfort and livability trumped all else. What, to the unedu-
cated eye, appeared to be a haphazard arrangement of furniture and 
furnishings, was, in fact, an intuitive marriage and placement of an-
tiques, Oriental carpets and collectibles, a paradoxical blend of the 
timeworn and the elegant that interior-decorating con sul tants, no 
matter how skilled or how astronomical their bud get, would fi nd 
impossible to replicate.

On a drizzly late afternoon in June, settled in this sanctuary of 
quiet and familiar trappings, Kingston sat in his leather wingback, 
reading Country Lif e, an empty bone china teacup and saucer at his 
elbow. While many retirees  were at a loss to fi nd things to do on a 
rainy afternoon, Kingston rarely faced that quandary. To the con-
trary, he invariably had too many things to occupy his mind and 
his time. His circle of friends was quite small and he liked it that 
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way. If he really found the need for company, he could always rely 
on Andrew, his friend and neighbor.

In the midst of an article on antique roses championing the ro-
mantic qualities of the Moss  rose, Rosa William Lobb, his concen-
tration was disrupted by the familiar sound of the letterbox fl ap 
snapping closed. He took his cup and saucer into the kitchen, then 
went along the hall to get the post. As he fl ipped through the half 
dozen or so letters and fl yers on his way back to the living room, 
his eyes came to rest on a small, hand- addressed envelope. The ivory- 
colored paper was of fi ne quality, the kind used for special invita-
tions. Placing the rest of the post on the coffee table, he opened the 
envelope and slipped out the one- page folded letter. Like the enve-
lope, it, too, was written in longhand. Immediately he noticed that it 
 wasn’t signed. Now he was really curious. He read it.

Dear Dr. Kingston,
We are acquainted, but for reasons I’ll explain later, I prefer to remain 

anonymous for now.
No doubt you’ll question why I’m writing in this clandestine fashion. I’ll 

come straight to the point. About three weeks ago, a crime took place on my 
property, which has left me deeply disturbed. As if the deed itself  were not 
enough, a subsequent disclosure, related to the incident, has given rise to all 
manner of speculation as to its implications— too complex to explain in a brief 
letter.

These last weeks have been unnerving and vexing, and I’m deeply troubled 
that both my standing in the community and my business affairs may suffer 
adversely as a consequence. The police have been investigating the crime but 
have yet to come up with suspects or leads. Frankly, I am not satisfi ed with 
their progress, so I have decided to take steps to get to the bottom of it myself.

Aware of your reputation as an in de pen dent crime solver, I wish to retain 
your ser vices to conduct a separate inquiry. Furthermore, I am prepared to pay, 
within reason, what ever it takes to put the matter to rest. Accordingly, I am 
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requesting that we meet at 3 p.m. on Tuesday, June 8th, at the address below, 
to discuss the matter in further detail.

This is of paramount importance to me, and you are my last resort. I hope 
you will not let me down.

21 Chesterfi eld Street, London W1J

Kingston read the letter a second time, then placed it beside 
him on the sofa. He stared into space, thinking about the impon-
derability of it all. Who wrote it? What was the crime? What was the 
mysterious “subsequent disclosure”? If he and the writer  were, indeed, 
acquainted, then why the secrecy? No point wasting time pursuing 
that line of thought, he decided. In Kingston’s case, the word “ac-
quaintance” would cover countless people, many of whom he could 
no longer remember and a few he’d prefer to forget. The address 
offered no clues. He  wasn’t familiar with Chesterfi eld Street but 
knew that the W1 postal code placed it somewhere in London’s West 
End. He glanced down at the letter. He knew little about hand-
writing analysis, but judging by the larger- than- normal letters and 
assertive strokes, it was an educated guess that it had been written 
by a man. He pulled on his earlobe, a habit. What  else was contained 
in the letter that could divulge more about the writer? Referring to 
his “property” suggested that he owned more than just a semi-
detached. Perhaps the man was a landowner of sorts. That would 
explain his “standing in the community” comment. All the above, 
plus the fact that he was prepared to pay a tidy sum for Kingston’s 
ser vices, indicated that he was a man of means. Last, was the pro-
posed meeting time and date— no alternatives— take it or leave it? 
Whoever wrote the letter was confi dent in the knowledge that his 
was a gold- plated proposal, and he  wasn’t prepared to take no for an 
answer from Kingston.

Kingston went to the bookshelf and pulled out a well- thumbed 
AA Route Planner. Chesterfi eld Street, he quickly discovered, was 
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in Mayfair, a ritzy area of London behind Piccadilly. If this was the 
man’s residence, it supported his earlier contention that the man 
was well- off. Kingston had visited that neighborhood twice— on both 
occasions to purchase model lead soldiers from Tradition on Shep-
herd Street— and remembered it as a mixed- use neighborhood. It 
could easily be just an offi ce address. He fi gured that there must 
be many hundred in that part of Mayfair.

He put the book back in its place, crossed the room to the win-
dow, and looked out. Gazing abstractedly at the rain- smudged scene 
of passing cars and pedestrians hurrying with slanted umbrellas 
aloft, he thought about the letter. Dwelling further on it and trying 
to unearth more about the writer was pointless. He could fi nd out 
simply by showing up on Tuesday. He had nothing whatsoever to 
lose, and even if it resulted in his deciding to turn down the offer, 
it should certainly prove to be an interesting encounter, if nothing 
 else. He had to admit, though, that if anything had tipped the scales, 
it was “I am prepared to pay what ever it takes.” It  wasn’t that he had 
grave concerns about the torpor of his balance sheet but, as with 
most fi xed- income retirees, his net worth had shrunk considerably 
over the last annus horribilis. Prior to the meltdown of the fi nancial 
institutions, the housing crisis, and the resulting collapse of the mar-
kets, he’d come to rely on a steady stream of interest income from 
his savings and investments, to supplement his two pensions. For the 
time being, those days  were gone. So the prospect of a new stream 
of income, most likely a generous one, was a blessing he  wasn’t going 
to dismiss lightly.

He turned away from the window with an inexplicable feeling 
approaching ebullience, a sense of optimism that surprised him. So 
much so that he found himself wishing that tomorrow was Tuesday 
and not three days away.



TWO

Kingston sat in the back of the cab on his way to 21 Chesterfi eld 
Street. For the occasion he’d decided to wear his navy double- breasted 
blazer with a white shirt and University of Edinburgh striped silk 
tie— dignifi ed but not too formal.

As the cabbie navigated the hurly- burly of traffi c at Hyde Park 
Corner, headed toward Park Lane, Kingston gazed out of the win-
dow, admiring the magnifi cent Wellington Arch in the center of 
the roundabout. It was originally built to provide a grand entrance 
to London, and he never tired of seeing it. London had been his 
adopted home now for more than ten years. As each year passed, he 
had come more and more under its spell and— even he would 
admit— more in love with it. When friends asked about his infatu-
ation, he would smile and quote George Bernard Shaw: “A broken 
heart is a very pleasant complaint for a man in London if he has a 
comfortable income.”

Not that his transition from a married life in the country to one 
of a silver- haired bachelor in London had been without its ups and 
downs— far from it. Thinking back, he was surprised that it hadn’t 
taken much longer to get over the grief of losing his beloved wife, 
Megan, who had been killed in a boating accident on a lake in 
Switzerland, over twelve years ago. Moving from Scotland after her 
death, he had quickly come to terms with the vicissitudes and advan-
tages of urban life in one of the world’s most populated capitals. It 
took almost a year of agonizing and self- doubt before he could 
summon the courage to let go of the  house near Edinburgh; it had 
been the home that they’d shared lovingly for more than thirty- fi ve 
years, where they’d raised their daughter, Julie, and realized their 
dreams. Several years ago, at age twenty- four, Julie had taken a job 
with Microsoft in Seattle. In the passing years she had become an 
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in de pen dent and very successful single woman. He made a mental 
note to drop her an overdue e-mail when he returned.

To Kingston it was as much the country acre of land with ma-
ture garden, a small orchard, and a sizable kitchen garden as the 
 house itself that had come to mean so much to him. For almost as 
long as he could remember, he had cultivated and had come to memo-
rize every square inch of soil there and had nurtured its every plant, 
shrub, and tree from seeds or cuttings.

On the sultry day in late August, after he’d handed over the keys 
to the new own ers, he’d taken a walk through the garden for the 
last time. Being alone with his memories, knowing that he would 
never again see his garden as he had created it, was more than he 
could endure. Afterward, he’d had to sit in his car for ten minutes, 
near tears, until he’d regained his composure enough to drive.

The poignant memory melted as quickly as it had come, as he 
noticed that they’d pulled up to the Mayfair curb. At the same time 
he heard the cab driver open the sliding window separating the two 
of them and announcing a cheery, “ ’Ere we are, guv.” He got out, 
paid the cabbie plus a generous tip for such a short journey, and 
glanced at his watch. It was ten minutes to three.

With time to spare, Kingston stood on the pavement for a mo-
ment, admiring the pristine cut- stone building, with its black iron 
railing across the front and on the balconies above, elegant yet 
unpretentious. As he ascended a short fl ight of steps leading to the 
portico entrance, he spotted the name jardine’s engraved on a small 
plaque on the brick wall to the right of the shiny black door. To 
most, it would offer no clue as to the own er or tenant, but Kingston 
already had an idea who it might be. He pressed the doorbell below 
the plaque and waited. Hearing the buzzer, he gripped the polished- 
brass doorknob, pushed the door open, and entered. Inside, his sus-
picions  were confi rmed. There was little doubt in his mind that it 
was a gentlemen’s club. Thinking back to the letter, this made per-
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fect sense. What better place for an infl uential client to impress his 
guests?

Kingston had a vague recollection of the club by name and rep-
utation, but that was about all. He would later learn that it was es-
tablished in 1796. Its primary purpose was to provide a “home from 
home” for the gentleman of the time, most typically disinclined to-
ward matters domestic. Still considered one of London’s most ex-
clusive clubs, it had retained most of its original bylaws and rules 
of conduct, at the same time moving prudently with the times by 
providing expanded facilities and ser vices, and relaxing what for 
two centuries had been stringent membership requirements, even 
permitting— which is not to say welcoming— women as members, 
but only whenever and wherever.

As the tall door closed silently behind him, he embraced the hal-
lowed establishment, crossed the Oriental- carpeted fl oor, and ap-
proached the el der ly concierge hunched behind a Regency desk.

The man looked up over his glasses, a benevolent smile on his 
wizened face, as Kingston approached. “Good morning, sir. How 
may I help you?” he asked, in a voice that went with his years.

“Dr. Kingston. I’m  here to meet one of your members— so I’ve 
been instructed,” he added.

“Ah, yes. He’s expecting you, Doctor. You’ll fi nd him in the 
reading room. Down the main corridor, second door on the left, 
sir.”

Kingston entered the thick- carpeted reading room, closed the 
door quietly behind him, and surveyed the interior, looking for signs 
of recognition from any of the half dozen or so members slumped 
in armchairs, lost in reading or, in one case, napping. As yet, none 
had looked up or seemed even to be aware of his presence. Now 
and then the rustle of a newspaper or a polite cough interrupted 
the churchlike hush as Kingston continued to glance around. He 
was beginning to feel like an interloper, thinking about making a 
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graceful retreat, when someone in the farthest corner by the win-
dow lowered his magazine, stood, and waved him over.

Kingston started across the room but still didn’t recognize the 
individual. It  wasn’t until he was close to the gray- haired, elegantly 
dressed man that the penny dropped. For a moment his steps fal-
tered. Good God, he almost muttered out loud. Of all people, not you! 
He pulled himself together and reached out diffi dently to shake 
Lord Morley’s outstretched hand.

Kingston had sworn that he would never again have dealings 
with the man. Francis Morley— Lord Morley— was the sixth earl 
of Ramsbury, a member of one of Britain’s most distinguished fami-
lies. The sudden recollection of his experience with the man brought 
a bitter taste to Kingston’s throat. That Lord Morley would have 
the audacity to ask him for help now, after all that had passed be-
tween them, was beyond Kingston’s ken. He was tempted to turn 
on his heels and leave there and then, but good manners and his 
sense of curiosity prevailed. He pulled up a chair opposite Morley 
and sat down.

“Can I get you anything?” asked Morley. “Tea? Coffee? Perhaps 
something stronger?”

“Thanks for asking, but I’m fi ne, for now.”
Morley gave a half smile. “I appreciate your coming.”
“It was shrewd of you to write an anonymous letter,” Kingston 

replied, still not having recovered fully from the shock of coming 
face- to- face with Morley again, after all these years. “You knew 
damned well that, no matter how intriguing you might make it, I 
 wouldn’t have come if I’d known it was you who’d written it.”

Morley leaned back, showing not the slightest resentment to 
Kingston’s stinging rebuke. “I thought it would appeal to your 
sense of the mysterious, that’s all.”

Only part of what Morley had said registered with Kingston. 
The rest was washed away in the onrush of memories and bad feel-
ings that he’d managed to dam all these years. It had happened ten 
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years ago. Morley had hired him to oversee the restoration of a 
garden he’d purchased in the south of France. Kingston had spent 
six months on the project, and when the time came for Morley to 
pay his fee, it got very nasty. Despite his considerable wealth, he 
had tried to cheat Kingston out of a good share of what was due to 
him. Rather than pursuing legal action, which he knew would involve 
a lengthy and expensive court case, Kingston had chosen to walk 
away from it and take the loss, writing it off as a hard lesson learned 
and never to be repeated. He’d sworn to himself that the misery 
and humiliation of those few months in France would never hap-
pen to him again. Yet  here he was, not only face- to- face with his 
former antagonist but being offered another job. The man had a 
lot of gall, Kingston thought . . .  He suddenly realized that Morley 
was speaking again.

“I must say you’re looking remarkably well, Lawrence.”
“If it’s all right with you, Francis, perhaps we could skip the 

pleasantries and you could explain why you invited me  here. Given 
how disgracefully I was treated on the last job, what could possibly 
make you think that I’d repeat the same mistake?”

“That was then and this is now, Lawrence,” Morley said, his ex-
pression showing no signs of remorse or guilt. “I know I treated you 
rather shabbily at the time and— I know you may fi nd this hard to 
believe— I’ve regretted it ever since. You see, things are not always 
as they seem on the surface. I should never have undertaken such 
an ambitious and costly project to begin with. My accountant at the 
time either neglected or chose not to tell me how precarious my fi -
nancial situation was. In fact, I was close to bankruptcy, and it  wasn’t 
a question of not wanting to pay you. It was simply that I had no 
money.”

They looked into each other’s eyes for a moment, as if both 
realizing that dredging up the past was in neither of their best inter-
ests. At least Morley had made a halfhearted attempt to explain 
and apologize, and Kingston would accept it for what it was, with 



14 •  Anthony Egl in

no further discussion. He was eager to move on, to have Morley 
explain the mysterious “crime” and why he’d been so conspiratorial 
about it. He leaned back, now eyeing Morley with more interest.

“Tell me about this crime, Francis, and why you think I can 
help you. Where did it take place, by the way?”

“It happened in the garden at Sturminster, the family home. Have 
you been there?”

“Once—many years ago.”
Sturminster, Kingston knew, was one of Britain’s preeminent 

landscape gardens. It had been the seat of the Morley family for 
more than three hundred years, and its fi fteen hundred acres of 
parkland included a magnifi cent  house, extensive gardens, and re-
cent restoration of an old walled kitchen garden— a showcase of 
organic and biodynamic vegetable gardening— plus a working farm, 
all open to the public.

Morley leaned back but didn’t appear fully at ease. “No point in 
beating about the bush. The crime I referred to in the letter is a mur-
der.” He paused, as if waiting for the word to sink in. “It goes without 
saying that it has left us all in a state of shock.”

“That’s understandable.”
“I doubt  we’ve had more than a half dozen murders in the en-

tire county in the last hundred years, and now one shows up right on 
our bloody doorstep.”

“Tell me about it.”
Morley nodded and took a long breath. “About a month ago, a 

young girl— only six years old— discovered a dead man’s body in 
the park. He’s been identifi ed as William Endicott. A professor at 
the Institute of Archaeology and Art, in Wolverhampton.”

“I’m surprised I  haven’t seen it in the paper or on TV.”
“It was reported in the local papers when it happened but, as I 

said in my letter, the police have exhausted all their leads. Al-
though their investigation is ongoing, they’ve no idea who might 
have wanted Endicott dead and why.”
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