
Chapter 5 

 

 They found the head gardener, Wright, in a large, earthy-smelling potting shed, elbow 

deep in dirt and pots. He looked to be about sixty and had not missed too many meals. As they 

entered, he looked up but continued his work. 

 “Chief Inspector Blood and Inspector Bridger.” Blood flashed some credentials, but the 

gardener didn’t look. “We need to ask some questions about the missing dog.” 

 “Oh aye. Ask away,” croaked the man. 

 The scent of fresh mint punched the air as the gardener pushed a sprig into a pot, his 

hands scratched and dirty.  

“You were in charge of exercising the dog as I understand it.” 

 Wright nodded. 

 “Why was this task not assigned to a servant with less authority?” asked Blood. 

 Wright stuck a hand shovel into the dark potting soil and pushed back his cap to wipe his 

brow. “You obviously don’t know her ladyship very well,” he began. “She didn’t trust any of the 

lower staff, said they were too young and irresponsible. Told me it was a matter of trust.” He 

scrunched his large, pore filled nose. “It’s an honor, she said.” A cross between a growl and a 

grunt erupted from the gardener. 

 Living in the city, Blood was not a gardener, but he could appreciate the smell of freshly 

dug earth as well as the next man. “And how long had you been exercising the animal?” 



 “Nigh on five years.” Wright delivered the news as if he were speaking of a prison 

sentence. 

 Blood had difficulty hiding a grin and exchanged a look with Inspector Bridger.  

“I take it you were not fond of the dog.” 

 The gardener made a sound that was almost a laugh. “Not fond of the pipsqueak? No! I 

like real dogs. Dogs that serve some purpose not spoiled little beggars that do nothing but yap all 

day long.” 

 Inspector Bridger stepped forward. “Did you hate the dog enough to hurt it?” 

 Wright stepped back, eyes wounded. “Come on, now. What are accusing me of? I may 

not have liked the little rat, but I did my job. I never hurt the stupid animal.” He put down the 

shovel and laid his palms on the table. “But I would be lying if I said I missed the daft thing.” 

 Now that the man was on the defensive, Blood thought it was time to hear the details of 

the day the dog disappeared. 

 “Run me through that day. Was it any different from any other?” 

 “The day before, I had left the dopey thing running around in circles after our walk and 

gone to find a tool. When I came back, I couldn’t find her for a few minutes, which is not 

unusual.  

“I called out and after a while she came running from those trees, yonder.” He pointed 

with the shovel and soil cascaded to the wooden floor. “I didn’t think much of it. Then the next 

day, the same thing happened, and I called her, but this time she didn’t come running. I walked 

over to the trees but she was nowhere to be found. That’s when I started to panic. Thought I’d 



lose my job for sure. I looked for a couple of hours then ran in to tell the master. He was most 

understanding. He’s a good man he is.” 

 Blood glanced through the grimy window that looked out onto the trees. “And you saw 

no strangers on the grounds that day?” 

 “No sir. But that doesn’t mean there weren’t any. I’m tucked away over here when I’m in 

this shed.” Wright pulled his sagging trousers up. 

 The trees were about twenty feet from the gardener’s nursery. Out of the other window 

Blood could see rows of greenhouses. “But she had never wandered off before without coming 

back when you called?” he asked. 

 “Never.” The old gardener twitched his large nose. 

 This had proven to be a bit of a dead end. Blood supposed they could look for a trail in 

the woods but if the animal went there as part of her usual routine how would they distinguish 

one trail from another? 

 “I have been told she barks a lot. Did you hear her barking before you went to find her?” 

he asked. 

 The gardener raised a grubby hand to grip his mouth, as his eyes narrowed in 

concentration. “Now that you mention it, I don’t think I did. But if a stranger tried to take her, 

she would have barked up a storm and tried to bite the fellow.” He fixed Blood with a rheumy 

eye. “Perhaps they used chloroform.”  



 Blood tried to imagine a stranger gaining access to the estate, luring the dog and then 

sedating her. “That is a possibility,” he conceded. “Thank you, Wright. If I have any more 

questions, I know where to find you.” 

 They moved to the door and the gardener followed them. “What’s a chief inspector doing 

looking into the disappearance of a dog, if you don’t mind me asking.” 

 “I do,” replied Blood, straightening his hat. “Let’s just say your master is an influential 

man.” 

 The old man nodded, the twist of his mouth betraying his dissatisfaction with the answer. 
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 The pair of policemen went back to the large, modern kitchens. The housekeeper, Mrs. 

Martin, ran a tight ship and the servants merely flicked their eyes at the two strangers before 

returning to their assigned tasks. 

 Mrs. Martin allowed them to conduct the servant interviews in her spotless sitting room 

and they questioned a line of nervous maids and gangly footmen without discovering any 

information that was helpful. 

 The housekeeper returned with a tea tray and plate of biscuits and sat in one of the chairs. 

 “How long have you worked here,” began Chief Inspector Blood, biting into a buttery 

biscuit that melted on his tongue. 

 “Thirty years,” she replied, checking the back of her gray hair with a deeply veined hand. 

“Can you believe I started as a lowly housemaid and worked my way up. I’ve seen many people 

come and go.” 



 “I bet you’ve seen some changes,” commented Inspector Bridger. 

 “Oh my, yes,” said Mrs. Martin. “And not all of them good!” She chuckled and her laugh 

was like a bubble that sat in her throat. 

 “Did you have anything to do with her ladyship’s dog?” asked Blood, taking another 

biscuit. 

 “No. Lady Monroe-Spencer mostly takes care of—” she stopped and covered her mouth 

with her hand. “Oh! I keep forgetting the dog is gone. Her ladyship took care of her except for 

the exercising which is done by Wright the gardener. And her food which is brought up by a 

maid twice a day.” 

 “Have you noticed anything out of the ordinary recently?” asked Blood, replacing his cup 

and saucer on the table. The tea was excellent too. 

 “Well, the maid, Lucy Starks, keeps staring at Robby Farnton, the second footman as if 

she’s never seen him before, but that’s probably not the kind of thing you are interested in.” 

There was a twinkle in her eye. Blood had been wrong—she could smile, and it transformed her 

face. He had the feeling it was a rare sight. 

She tapped her chin. “I really can’t. Everything has been as it usually is. 

 A clock struck the hour. “Now, if you will excuse me, I have things to attend to,” she 

said. “Unless there is anything else?” 

 “There is one thing. Nurse Farthing said her cat has gone missing,” 



 The efficient housekeeper put her hand to her throat. “Missing? Oh no! Why didn’t she 

say? Two animals missing. Do you think someone has taken them?” Her eyes bulged. “Do you 

think they are dead?”  

 “The fact that both animals are missing does lead me to think they may have been taken, 

yes. But as to their…condition. Let’s not jump to any conclusions just yet.” 

 A knock on the parlor door interrupted them and seeing a maid, Mrs. Martin stood up and 

whispered something to the girl’s question. Turning she explained, “A minor emergency, Chief 

Inspector. Will that be all?”  

  “Yes, I think we’re done. Please don’t mention the missing cat to anyone. Thank you for 

your time and for the tea. Can you send the cook in to see me?” He checked his watch. “Or is it 

too close to dinner?” 

 Mrs. Martin opened the door. “I think Mrs. Green can spare five minutes. The scullery 

maid can get things ready.” 

 “What are your thoughts so far,” asked Inspector Bridger as the housekeeper left, leaving 

them alone in the room. 

 “The fact that the gardener couldn’t find the dog for a bit the day before leads me to 

believe this was planned, not random, and therefore the minister may have good reason to be 

worried. I would guess that the cat was in the wrong place at the wrong time.” 

 After a light knock, a portly woman with a gray bun, hidden under a white cap, slipped 

into the room. She wore an immaculately clean apron and bore a smudge of flour on one cheek. 

 “Mrs. Green?” asked Blood. “Please take a seat.” 



 The cook’s eyes were troubled. “I’m not sure that I can help in any way,” she began, her 

gaze darting around the room.  

 “Let me be the judge of that,” Blood began in a gentle tone. “I am interested in anything 

out of the ordinary that may have happened the day her Ladyship’s dog disappeared.   

 The cook gripped her chin, then poked the air with a finger. “Mrs. Harris, Lady De 

Courcy’s cook came over for tea. We’ve known each other since we were knee high.” 

 “Is that unusual?” asked Blood. 

“No, she comes a couple of times a year and I go there from time to time, but you asked 

about things that happened that day.” She brushed the flour from her rosy cheek.  

 Blood squeezed his mouth with his fingers. Nothing suspicious there. 

 “Oh!” continued the cook. “She was late. She often is but she was fifteen minutes late 

this time. I asked her why and she said a lot of words that didn’t tell me anything. I didn’t push 

it.” 

 Now that was something. He made a note to talk to the De Courcy’s cook. 

 “And what did you two talk about?” 

 “The usual, varicose veins, lumbago, the shocking price of beef.” She folded her arms 

across her ample chest. “She was in a right hurry to go though.” 

 “Did she say why?” 

 “Just some song and dance about profiteroles. I can make those in my sleep.” Her mouth 

flattened and he realized she was wearing dentures.  



 Blood looked at Bridger to see if he had any questions. He shook his head. 

 “Thank you, Mrs. Green. That will be all for now.” 

 She smiled the kind of smile you might give your dentist when you arrive and hurried out 

of the room. 

 “There’s at least one woman you had no effect on,” said Bridger, his face betraying that 

he spoke, in spite of worrying that he would incur the chief inspector’s wrath. 

 Blood replaced his hat, pulling it down with his hand. Bridger’s face fell until Blood’s 

face split into a grin. “You’ve got me there, Inspector.” 


