
Chapter 8 

 

 Blood ran like an Olympic sprinter in the direction he had seen the figure, with Bridger 

bringing up the rear.  

 “Hello, Mr. Wright,” he gasped as he slid around an ancient oak to find the gardener, 

head back, eyes closed. He snapped them open. “What are you doing here?” continued Blood as 

Bridger caught up, gasping and clutching his stomach. 

 “Hello, Chief Inspector. I was checking the bark of this tree to make sure it’s healthy.” 

 Blood gulped in some air before asking, “But why are you here, at the De Courcy 

estate?” 

 “Oh, well, I’m here to see the cook, Mrs. Fletcher. We are, um, stepping out together, she 

and I.” 

 Blood had no idea what he had expected the irascible old gardener to say but that was not 

it. He pushed back his hat and chuckled. 

 “Is it so unthinkable that someone would want to be with me, Chief Inspector?” growled 

Wright, his jaw set firm. 

 Blood tried to rearrange his features. “Of course not, Mr. Wright. My apologies.” 

 “Can I go?” Wright’s face had descended into a scowl that it might never recover from. 

 Blood had definitely seen the gardener rush to avoid detection. “I do not believe your 

story about the bark of the tree. Why did you try to hide from us?” 



 “Your reaction to why I am here should answer that question, Chief Inspector. No one 

likes humiliation.” The gardener rubbed his bulbous nose. 

 He had a point.  

 “Of course. Enjoy your evening.” 

 As Blood watched Wright amble down the path toward the basement kitchen, he chewed 

the inside of his cheek. His gut was telling him something was not right. 

 “Do you believe him?” asked Bridger, whose breathing had finally resumed its normal 

pattern. 

 “Do you?” countered Blood. 

 Bridger scratched his head. “There’s something shifty about that fellow. I don’t trust him, 

but I can’t say why.” 

 “I feel the same. How about we do a little snooping while he is safely out of the way?” 

 “Splendid idea, Chief Inspector.” 

※ 

 They placed a call to Wentworth Park to discover Wright’s address.  

 “Oh, Chief Inspector! We are all at sixes and sevens!” gulped the housekeeper. 

 “Whatever for?” asked Blood, his spine beginning to tingle with apprehension. 

 “It’s Nurse Farthing. She has not returned to give the mistress her nightly medications.” 

 Blood felt a jolt pass through him. “Have you talked to her sister?” 



 “Yes. She said they parted ways just outside the pub around seven. She’s worried sick.” 

 “Which way would she have walked back?” He was drumming the top of the telephone. 

 “There’s a short cut across the back of the estate, goes right past Wright’s cottage.” 

 Having discovered the location of the cottage Blood exited the phone booth. 

 “What’s wrong?” asked Bridger. 

 “What do you mean?” asked Blood, his eyes darting to the inspector. 

 “You look like you’ve just been told your grandma died.” 

 “The nurse is missing.” The amount of fear and concern that was fighting for attention in 

his chest showed him that he felt more than a passing interest in the woman. “She walked home 

from the village through the estate, near the gardener’s cottage.” He twisted his neck. “Let’s go, 

man!” 

※  

 Though it was late summer, dusk had fallen and the cottage had no lights. Blood could 

feel his pulse in his ears as he picked his way around the exterior of the cottage, Bridger at his 

heels keeping watch for the return of the gardener. He peered in the windows but could see 

nothing. Without a warrant they could not enter the premises. 

 As they searched the back of the property a second time, Blood felt his shoe slide into 

something soft and looking down saw that he had stepped in some fresh dog waste. 

 “Bridger! Look!”  



 The inspector dropped his gaze and his mouth pulled down into a frown. “Eww. You’d 

better wipe that on the grass, sir.” 

 “Do you remember the gardener saying he had a dog?” 

 Bridger locked eyes with his boss. “No. He said he liked ‘real’ dogs, but he did not say he 

had one, as I recall. Do you suppose we’ve found our dog-napper?” 

 Blood decided it was time to make some noise. He whistled loudly. From inside they 

heard a yapping bark. Blood slapped his thigh. “Well, I never.” 

 He rattled the back doorknob which was shut tight. Above the barking he heard a noise 

and rattled the door handle again, leaning his ear against the glass.  

It was a person. 

 Taking a rock from the flower bed he tapped the glass until it broke and reached in to 

unlatch the door. Standing in the small kitchen he could hear someone yelling for help above the 

incessant dog yapping. 

 It was a woman. 

 Following the sound, the two men rushed through the cottage and came to a room that 

was locked. 

 “Hello!” cried Blood. 

 “Chief Inspector!” cried the muffled voice of the nurse as the dog lost its mind. “He tied 

me up and locked the door.” 



 With one shove of the shoulder, Blood broke the lock to find the nurse tied to a chair in 

the cupboard. She burst into tears upon seeing him and it took all his self-control not to gather 

her into his arms. 

 “Bridger, find me a knife!” The inspector ran to the kitchen and returned with an old 

paring knife. Blood grabbed it and sliced through the bonds that tied the nurse. She fell against 

his chest and he could feel her trembling. 

 “What happened?” he asked after a moment. 

 Nurse Farthing pushed herself up, tears tracking down her cheeks. “I was coming home 

from the pub. I often come this way if I’m running late.” She sniffed and Blood found a 

handkerchief. “As I rounded the hill, I saw Wright out in his back garden and could hear barking. 

Barking I knew only too well. I stared and Wright saw me. I froze.” She pushed a hand through 

the auburn curls and Blood wanted to touch them. 

 “He caught me, dragged me back to the cottage and tied me up, muttering the whole time, 

things I did not understand. I asked him why he had taken the dog, but he just gave a mirthless 

laugh and shoved me in the cupboard.” 

 She lifted green eyes that were swimming in tears. “Then I heard him leave after closing 

the dog in another room.” 

 Blood tipped his head and Bridger went to the room next door and released the tiny ball 

of fur who threw herself into the nurse’s arms. As she stroked the frightened dog’s head another 

animal strode into the room.  

 A cat. 



 “Sooty!”  


