
Chapter 7 

 

 Blood took an instant dislike to the De Courcy’s cook. 

 “Why are you here?” she rasped, her voice dry and crackly. “This is the only time of day 

I have to myself.” 

 This was a part of the job he did not like—ingratiating himself to irascible witnesses or 

victims. 

 Whereas the kitchen at Wentworth Park was all modern efficiency, the kitchen here was 

like stepping back in time and it was clear that the maids were in awe of the bad-tempered cook. 

 “We are looking into the disappearance of Lady Monroe-Spencer’s dog, and I am 

interested in the fact that there was a recent theft here.” 

 The old woman shifted in her seat and looked at the floor, shaking her head and 

muttering. “What on earth has that got to do with anything?” 

 Blood took a breath to dig deep for patience. “Maybe nothing, but I won’t know until I 

have investigated the theft.” 

 Avoiding his eye, the cook tapped her rough fingers on the table. “I’m sure I don’t know 

anything about it,” she mumbled. “Why ask me?” 

 Bridger took over. “Well, the lady’s maid was fired we understand, and the housekeeper 

is at her sister’s and was also not here the day of the crime. As the next most senior member of 

the downstairs kitchen staff, we came to you first.” 



 Flattery. Good job, Bridger. 

 Mrs. Fletcher, the De Courcy’s cook, stretched her neck. “Yes, well, you’ve got that 

right. Nothing goes on down here that I don’t know about.” 

 “So, the theft?” Blood asked, notebook to the ready. 

 “Not much to tell. Miss Fairchild, the lady’s maid, brought the necklace down for 

polishing and put it in that cupboard which she locked with a key.” She pointed to a respectable, 

oak cupboard in the corner of the room. “When she went to get it later it was gone. End of 

story.” 

 “What do you think happened to it?” Blood asked her. 

 The cook’s beady, dark eyes narrowed. “I reckon she hid it somewhere with plans to sell 

it later. It was too much of a temptation.” 

 “What did she say when questioned?” 

 “She acted the innocent. Pretended to be astounded that it had disappeared and burst into 

tears. Over-acting if you ask me.” 

 “Was she arrested?” He would call the officer in charge after their visit to find out the 

official version. 

 “Should ha’been. I think they took her in for questioning and then let her go.” 

 “Did they question you?” 

 “Aye. But I didn’t have much to tell them. I had a big dinner that day what with the 

ambassador coming and was run off my feet. I didn’t notice nothing.” 



 Bridger wandered over to the cupboard and inspected the lock, jiggling the door up and 

down. 

 “Were there any other suspects?” he asked. 

 “They questioned the gardeners and all the staff but came up empty.” She crossed her 

arms. 

 “Well, it’s early days yet. I suspect they have leads they are following up. Thank you for 

your time.” He stood and tipped his hat to her. 

 The old biddy followed them to the basement door. As Bridger opened it and Blood 

reached the top of the stone steps, he caught sight of a figure in the distance that hopped behind a 

tree. “Expecting anyone?” Blood asked turning back to the cook. 

 Her face compressed like a bull frog. “Nope!” She slammed the door, leaving Blood and 

Inspector Bridger aghast. 

 “Did you see someone?” Blood asked Bridger. 

 “I certainly did, sir. I’d bet good money that it was the gardener from Wentworth Park.” 


