
Chapter 4 

 

Inspector Bridger led the chief inspector back to the front hall where they were met by 

the housekeeper, a middle-aged woman with a harsh set to her jaw. Blood had the impression 

that her face would crack if she smiled. 

 “If you’ll follow me.” Her voice was deep and masculine. 

 The walked through the flagstone entry and up the grand staircase where the house- 

keeper knocked and waited. 

 “Come in, Martin!” The high, upper-class accent was cracked with sobs.  

 As the chief inspector walked in, he was bathed in sunlight from a south facing picture 

window. The floral scent was almost oppressive, and lace met the eye at every turn. 

 A plump woman was sitting in a chair, face lined with distress and a soggy handkerchief 

clasped to her lips. Beside her, a young nurse was dispensing some kind of tonic. 

 The female he assumed to be Lady Monroe-Spencer, waved the girl away. “I’d better 

wait on the sleeping draft if I need to speak to the police,” she explained. 

 The nurse looked up from her charge and Blood felt all the air go out of the room. 

 “Sit over there, Nurse Farthing,” said Lady Monroe-Spencer and waved to a chair 

covered in lace doilies near the window. 

 Nurse Farthing dipped her comely head, and Blood quite forgot why he was there.  



Inspector Bridger cleared his throat. “This is Chief Inspector Blood, m’lady. Come to 

investigate about poor Mitzi.” 

At the mention of the dead dog’s name the lady started to blubber, and the two men 

looked away in embarrassment. “Who would do such a thing?” 

 When she had composed herself, Blood held out his hand. “Chief Inspector Blood, at 

your service m’lady.”  

 Lady Monroe-Spencer’s face was filled with confusion and Blood wondered if they were 

wasting their time questioning her. 

 “Can you tell me what happened, beginning with the last time you saw…Mitzi?” 

 Lady Monroe-Spencer bit her trembling lip. “Monday morning. I sent dear Mitzi out for 

her walk with the gardener. One of the maids takes her down. Ten o’ clock on the dot. Every 

day.” She wiped her eyes. “Wright, the gardener, takes her around the inner gardens and then lets 

her off the leash for thirty minutes while he does some weeding.” She dabbed her mouth. “He 

went to fetch her but could not find her—” A sob interrupted the narrative. Lady Monroe-

Spencer cleared her throat. “All the staff began a thorough search, to no avail. She will be 

absolutely lost without me.” She dabbed at her cheeks, voice cracking. “Do you believe she has 

been dog-napped?” 

 Blood scratched his neck. “It is a possibility. Where was she last seen?”  

 “In the trees behind the potting shed,” Lady Monroe-Spencer replied with a sniff. 

 “I take it that is not where she usually runs?” 



 “Well yes, but she always comes back.” She dabbed her watery eyes again. He had seen 

people cry less over lost children. 

 “Did anyone hear her barking?” he asked.  

The nurse shifted in her chair and Blood glanced up to see the pretty, red-headed woman, 

sitting quietly by the window, her face drawn with concern. She seemed to be taking the loss of 

the dog hard too. 

 “What do you mean?” asked lady Monroe-Spencer. 

 “I mean, that if a stranger took her, might she not have barked?”  

 Lady Monroe’s face flushed crimson. “Are you suggesting that one of the staff did this?”  

 “I am not suggesting anything m’lady,” he said softly, remembering the advice of his 

commander. “I am merely gathering facts.” 

 Lady Monroe-Spencer patted her cheeks with the handkerchief. “I don’t know. No one 

has mentioned it.” 

 He made a note to ask the gardener about barking. 

 “Have there been any strangers around the house recently? A painter, or handyman?” He 

glanced at Nurse Farthing who shrugged.  

 “I don’t think so,” said Lady Monroe-Spencer, “but you’ll have to ask Mrs. Martin.” 

 Her ladyship’s emotions were getting in the way of the interview. It was time to leave.  

 “Before I go, is there anything else unusual that has happened recently. Anything at all?”  



 A bright green bird in a gold cage in the corner, jumped down from his perch and 

chirped. 

 Lady Monroe-Spencer waved the handkerchief around. “My mind is in chaos, Chief 

Inspector. I have gone over and over the events of the last few days and I can see no reason why 

anyone would do this. Why would someone take my darling girl? Everyone loved Mitzi. 

Everyone.” The lady dissolved into tears again and the chief inspector tipped his head to 

Inspector Bridger. They moved toward the door. 

 Before reaching it, the nurse rushed over. Her light green eyes indicating that she wanted 

to tell them something.  

 “Yes?” said Blood, trying not to notice the way her nurse’s uniform hugged her curves. 

 She stepped into the hall with them her brow clouded. 

 “I didn’t like to mention this with her ladyship so upset and I don’t know if there is any 

connection…” 

 Bridger and Blood exchanged a puzzled look. 

 “Anything might be important, Nurse Farthing.” He softened his face. 

 “My cat has gone missing too.” She looked up, her eyes glinting with concern. 

 Blood felt the weight of disappointment, but experience told him to be thorough. 

 “Your cat?” 

 “Yes. I’m permitted to have a pet since I live here and she disappeared the same day as 

the dog.” 



 The hair on the back of Blood’s neck stood up. 

 “Why don’t you start at the beginning?” 

 A small cry came through the door and the nurse glanced over her shoulder. “She needs 

me. I was giving her a tonic to help her sleep when you came. It should work in about twenty 

minutes and then I can meet you down in the servants’ area.” 

 She slipped back into the room. 
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 Nurse Farthing sat at the long servant’s dining table across from the two officers. A small 

smile stole across her face but was quickly replaced with anguish. 

 “I’m so worried about Sooty,” she began. “It’s not like her to be gone for so long. If 

someone took Mitzi, I am afraid that they took Sooty too.” She fiddled with the saltshaker.  

 “Why is that a concern?” asked Blood. 

 “Because I may not have liked the dog, but my cat did. It was an odd relationship, but 

they seemed to enjoy each other’s company. She would often join Mitzi in the trees where they 

went missing.” Her hair was pulled back under the nurse’s cap, highlighting the fine lines of her 

jaw. 

 “You didn’t like the dog?”  

 “No, and I’m not the only one.”  

 “Oh?” She and Blood locked eyes and he noticed they were a charming shade of green 

that complimented her auburn hair. 



 “Wright hated her,” she continued, unaware of the effect she was having on him. “He felt 

it beneath him to have to fuss over her. He was always complaining that she wasn’t a proper dog, 

like an Alsatian or a Labrador.” 

 “Do you believe he had something to do with the kidnapping?” asked Blood. 

 “Oh no!” Nurse Farthing cried. “I didn’t mean to suggest that. I just thought you should 

know that we didn’t all feel about the dog the way her ladyship did.” 

 Blood grinned and a slight blush crept to the nurse’s creamy cheeks. She dropped her 

dark lashes and Blood felt his heart skip. 

 Steady on, man. She is a potential suspect. 

 “I’m ashamed of my feelings now the poor thing is missing,” she continued. “But her 

ladyship spoils the dog something rotten and it’s fat as butter. She barks and snaps all the time.”  

 Blood caught on this fact. “She barks all the time?” 

 “Yes, she’s a yappy little thing. Gets on my nerves, though I generally love dogs.” She 

smiled and Blood felt heat in his veins. 

 But no one heard the dog bark when it disappeared. 

 Nurse Farthing touched her cap and he noticed her long, elegant fingers. “How long have 

you worked for Lady Monroe-Spencer?” he asked. 

 “About three years now. She had a slight stroke and her husband thought it best to hire a 

full-time nurse.” 

 A maid came in carrying some china, bobbed and put them in a china cabinet. 



 “Are you happy here?” Blood asked the nurse. 

 “Yes, on the whole. Her ladyship treats me kindly and I am well compensated.” 

 “Do you remember anything odd happening recently?” 

 “No. The only unfortunate thing that has happened in the whole area is the theft of Lady 

De Courcy’s diamonds and that’s miles away. Nothing ever happens here. It’s a very quiet 

place.” Her delicate eyes swung up at him accompanied by a dimpled smile. 

 Blood cleared his throat. “Have you mentioned that your cat is missing to the family?” 

“Not yet. I was hoping I was wrong and that she would come back this morning, but she 

didn’t. What I cannot figure out is why anyone would kidnap a dog and a cat.” 

“It is usually for money. And there is plenty of it here. I take it there has been no ransom 

note or call?” 

“No. And her ladyship may have money, but I certainly don’t.” The nurse bit her lip and 

Blood’s eyes lingered. 

“Well, one may arrive in due course,” he said, scraping back his chair to stand. “Thank  

you, Nurse Farthing. If we have any more questions, we know where to find you.”  

 “Of course.” She stood and her smile felt like a warm blanket on a cold day. As she left 

the room, she cast a last look over her shoulder that caused his mind to go blank again. 

 Inspector Bridger chuckled. “Do you always have that effect on the ladies?” 



 “I don’t know what you are talking about, Inspector?” he snapped, a little more brusquely 

than he had intended. 

 The shot found its mark and the inspector’s face fell. 

 “Time to question the rest of the staff,” Blood barked. 


