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With a combination of reluctance and relief, Judith closed the book she bad been studying and laid her pen on top of her thick notebook. She had been working steadily for hours, and her back felt cramped as she pushed back the old-fashioned swivel chair and got up from the desk. The day was overcast. Long ago, she had turned on the powerful desk light she bad bought to replace the elaborately fringed Victorian lamp which belonged in this furnished rental flat in the Knightsbridge district of London.


Flexing her arms and shoulders, Judith walked over to the window and looked down at Montpelier Street. At three-thirty, the grayness of the January day was already merging with the approaching dusk and the slight shudder of the windowpanes testified that the wind was still brisk.


Unconsciously she smiled, remembering the letter she had received in answer to her inquiry about this place: 


 


Dear Judith Chase,


The flat will be available from 1 September until 1 May. Your references are most satisfactory, and it is a comfort to me to know that you will be engaged in writing your new book. The Civil War in seventeenth-century England has proved marvelously fertile to romantic writers and it is gratifying that a serious historical writer of your stature has chosen it. The flat is unpretentious but spacious and I think you will find it adequate. The lift is frequently out of order; however, three flights of stairs are not too formidable, do you think? I personally climb them by choice."


 


The letter ended with a precise, spidery signature: "Beatrice Ardsley.'' Judith knew from mutual friends that Lady Ardsley was eighty-three.


Her fingertips touched the windowsill and she felt the cold, raw air forcing its way through the wooden frame. Shivering, Judith decided that she would have just enough time for a hot bath, if she hurried. Outside, the street was almost empty. The few pedestrians were scurrying along rapidly, their heads bent into their necks, coat collars rolled up. As she turned away, she saw a toddler running down the street just below her window. Horrified, Judith watched as the little girl tripped and fell into the road. If a car came around the corner, the driver wouldn't see her in time. There was an elderly man halfway down the street. She pulled at the window to scream for him to help, but then a young woman appeared from nowhere, darted into the road, scooped up the child and cradled it in her arms.


"Mummy, Mummy," Judith heard it cry.


She closed her eyes and buried her face in her hands as she heard herself wailing aloud, “Mummy, Mummy." Oh God. Not again!


She forced herself to open her eyes. As she had expected, the woman and toddler had vanished. Only the old man was there, making his careful way along the sidewalk.


The phone rang as she was fastening a diamond pin to the jacket of her silk faille cocktail suit. It was Stephen.


"Darling, how did the writing go today?" he asked.


"Very well, I think." Judith felt her pulse quicken. Forty-six years old and her heart leaped like a schoolgirl's at the sound of Stephen's voice.


"Judith, there's a bloody emergency Cabinet meeting and it's running late. Do you mind terribly meeting me at Fiona's? I'll send the car."


"Don't do that. A taxi will be quicker. If you're late, it's state business. If I'm late, it's bad business."


Stephen laughed. "God, you do make my life easy!" His voice lowered. "I'm besotted with you, Judith. Let's only stay as long as we must at the party, then go off for a quiet dinner together."


"Perfect. Good-bye, Stephen. I love you."


Judith replaced the receiver, a smile playing on her lips. Two months ago, she had been seated at a dinner party next to Sir Stephen Hallett. "Quite the biggest catch in England," her hostess, Fiona Collins, confided. "Stunning looks. Charming. Brilliant. Home Secretary. It's common knowledge that he'll be the next Prime Minister. And darling Judith, best of all, he's eligible."


" I met Stephen Hallett once or twice in Washington years ago," Judith said. "Kenneth and I liked him very much. But I came to England to write a book, not to get involved with a man, charming or not."


"Oh nonsense," Fiona snapped. "You've been widowed for ten years. That's quite long enough. You've made your name as an important writer. Darling, it really is nice to have a man around the house, especially if the house turns out to be 10 Downing Street. My bones tell me that you and Stephen would be perfect together. Judith, you're a beautiful woman, but you always send out signals saying 'Stay away, I'm not interested.' Don't do that tonight, please." She had not sent out those signals. And that night Stephen had escorted her home and come up for a nightcap. They had talked till nearly dawn. When he left, he had kissed her lightly on the lips. "If I have passed a more pleasant evening in my life, I don't remember it,'' he had whispered.


A taxi was not quite so simple to find as she had expected. Judith waited a chilly ten minutes before one finally came along. As she stood at the curb, she tried to avoid looking into the road. This was the exact spot where, from the window, she had seen the toddler fall. Or imagined it.


Fiona's home was a Regency house in Belgravia. A Member of Parliament, Fiona took glee in being compared to the acerbic Lady Astor. Her husband, Desmond, chairman of a worldwide publishing empire, was one of the most powerful men in England.


After leaving her coat in the cloakroom, Judith slipped into the adjoining powder room. Nervously she touched her lips with gloss and patted back the tendrils that the wind had scattered around her face. Her hair was still a natural dark brown; she had not yet begun to cover the occasional strands of silver. An interviewer had once described her eyes as sapphire blue and her porcelain complexion a constant reminder that she was believed to be of English birth and heritage.


It was time to go into the drawing room, to let Fiona drag her from group to group. Fiona never failed to give an introduction that sounded like a sales pitch. "My dear, dear friend, Judith Chase. One of the most prestigious writers in America. Pulitzer prize. American Book Award. Why this beautiful creature specializes in revolutions when I could give her so much delicious gossip, I'll never know. Nevertheless, her books on the French Revolution and the American Revolution are simply brilliant and yet manage to read like novels. Now she's working on our Civil War, Charles the First, and Cromwell. Absolutely immersed in it. I'm so afraid she'll find some nasty secrets that some of us would just as soon not know about our ancestors."


Fiona would not stop the running commentary until she'd made sure everyone was aware of who Judith was, then, when Stephen arrived, she would rush around whispering that the Home Secretary and Judith had been dinner partners right here, in this house, and now ... she would roll her eyes and leave the rest unsaid.


At the entrance to the drawing room Judith paused for a moment to take in the scene. Fifty or sixty people, she estimated quickly, at least half the faces familiar: government leaders, her own English publisher, Fiona's titled friends, a famous playwright ... A fleeting thought crossed her mind that no matter how often she came into this room, she was struck by the exquisite simplicity of the muted fabrics on the antique sofas, the museum-quality paintings, the understated charm of the slender draperies that framed the French doors to the garden.


"Miss Chase, isn't it?"


"Yes." Judith accepted a glass of champagne from a waiter as she gave an impersonal smile to Harley Hutchinson, the columnist and television personality who was England's leading gossipmonger. Somewhere in his early forties, he was long and lean, with inquisitive hazel eyes and lank brown hair which fell forward on his forehead.


"May I say you're looking lovely tonight?"


"Thank you." Judith smiled briefly and began to move on.


"It is always a pleasure when a beautiful woman is also blessed with an exquisite sense of fashion. That's something we don't often see at high levels in this country. How is your book going? Do you find our little Cromwellian spat as interesting as writing about the French peasants and the American colonists?"


"Oh, I think your little spat is right up there with the others." Judith felt the anxiety that had been caused by the hallucination of the toddler begin to disappear. The thinly veiled sarcasm Hutchinson used as a weapon restored her equilibrium.


"Tell me, Miss Chase. Do you hug your manuscript to yourself until it's complete, or do you share it along the way? Some writers enjoy talking over the day's work. For example, how much does Sir Stephen know about your new book?"


Judith decided it was time to ignore him. "I haven't spoken to Fiona yet. Excuse me." She did not wait for Hutchinson's response as she walked across the room. Fiona's back was to her. When Judith greeted her, Fiona turned, quickly kissed her cheek, and murmured, "Darling, just one moment. I've finally cornered Dr. Patel and do want to hear what he has to say."


Dr. Reza Patel, the world-renowned psychiatrist and neurobiologist. Judith studied him intently. About fifty years old. Intense black eyes that burned from under heavy brows. A forehead that furrowed frequently as he spoke. A good head of dark hair framing his even-featured brown face. A well-cut gray pin-striped suit. Besides Fiona, there were four or five others clustered around him. Their expressions as they listened to him ranged from skepticism to awe. Judith knew that Patel's ability to regress patients under hypnosis to very early childhood and have them accurately describe traumatic experiences was considered the greatest breakthrough in psychoanalysis in a generation. She also knew that his new theory, which he called the Anastasia Syndrome, had both shocked and alarmed the scientific world.


"I do not expect that I will be able to prove my theory for quite a time to come," Patel was saying. "But after all, ten years ago many scoffed at my belief that a combination of benign medication and hypnosis could release the blocks that the mind throws up in self-protection. Now that theory is accepted and in general use. Why should any human being be forced to undergo years of analysis to find the reason for his or her problem, when it can be uncovered in a few brief visits?"


"But the Anastasia Syndrome is quite different, surely?'' Fiona protested.


"Different, yet remarkably similar." Patel waved his hands. "Look at the people in this room. Typical of the crème de la crème of England. Intelligent. Knowledgeable. Proven leaders. Any one of them might be an appropriate vessel to bring back the great leaders of the centuries. Think how much better off the world would be if we could have the present counsel of Socrates, for example. Look, there is Sir Stephen Hallett. In my opinion, he will be a superb Prime Minister, but wouldn't it be comforting to know that Disraeli or Gladstone was offering him counsel? Was literally part of his being?''


Stephen! Judith turned quickly, then waited as Fiona darted to greet him. Realizing that Hutchinson was watching her, she deliberately stayed with Dr. Patel when the others drifted away. "Doctor, if I understand your theory, the woman Anna Anderson, who claimed she was Anastasia, was receiving treatment for a nervous breakdown. You believe that during a session when she was under hypnosis and had been treated with drugs, she was inadvertently regressed to that basement in Russia at the exact moment when the Grand Duchess Anastasia was murdered with the rest of the royal family."


Patel nodded. "That is exactly my theory. The spirit of the Grand Duchess as it left her body, instead of going on to the next world, entered the body of Anna Anderson. Their identities became fused. Anna Anderson in truth became the living embodiment of Anastasia, with her memories, her emotions, her intelligence."


"And what about Anna Anderson's personality?'' Judith asked.


"There seems to have been no conflict. She was a very intelligent woman but willingly surrendered herself to her new position as the surviving heiress to the throne of Russia."


"But why Anastasia? Why not her mother, the Czarina, or one of her sisters?"


Patel raised his eyebrows. "A very shrewd question, Miss Chase, and by asking it you have put your finger squarely on the one problem of the Anastasia Syndrome. History tells us that Anastasia was by far the most strong-minded of the women in her family. Perhaps the others accepted their death with resignation and went on to the next plane. She was not willing to go, fought to stay in this time zone, and seized on the inadvertent presence of Anna Anderson to cling to life."


"Then you are saying that the only people you could in theory bring back would be those who died unwillingly, those who desperately wanted to live?"


"Exactly. Which is why I mention Socrates who was forced to drink hemlock, as opposed to Aristotle who died of natural causes. That is the reason why I was truly being frivolous when I suggested Sir Stephen might be an appropriate vessel to absorb the essence of Disraeli. Disraeli died peacefully, but someday I shall also have the knowledge to recall the peaceful dead whose moral leadership is needed again. And now Sir Stephen is making his way to you." Patel smiled. "May I say I admire your books tremendously. Your scholarship is a pleasure."


"Thank you." She had to ask him. "Dr. Patel," she said hurriedly, "you have been able to help people retrieve memories of very early childhood, haven't you?"


"Yes." His expression became intent. "That is not an idle question."


"No, it isn't."


Patel reached into his pocket and handed her his card. "If you ever wish to talk to me, please call."


Judith felt a hand on her arm and looked up into Stephen's face. She tried to keep her voice impersonal. "Stephen, how good to see you. Do you know Dr. Patel?"


Stephen nodded curtly to Patel and linking her arm in his, steered her to the far end of the room. "Darling," he murmured, "why in the name of heaven are you wasting your breath on that charlatan?"


"He's not—" Judith stopped. Of all people, Stephen Hallett was the last man who could be expected to endorse Dr. Patel's theories. The newspapers had already printed Patel's suggestion that Stephen would be a likely candidate to become infused with the spirit of Disraeli. She smiled up at him, not caring for the moment that they were being observed by almost everyone in the room.


There was a stir as the Prime Minister was greeted at the door by her hostess. "I don't usually do many of these cocktail parties, but for your sake, my dear," she said to Fiona.


Stephen put his arm around Judith. "It's about time you met the Prime Minister, darling."


They went to Brown's Hotel for dinner. Over salad and sole Veronique, Stephen told her about his day. "Perhaps the most frustrating in at least a week. Damn it, Judith, the P.M. has got to end the speculation soon. The mood of the country demands an election. We need a mandate and she knows it. Labour knows it and we're at a stalemate. And yet I understand. If she doesn't stand for re-election, then of course that's it. When my time comes, I shall find it very hard to retire from public life."


Judith toyed with her salad. "Public life is your entire life, isn't it, Stephen?"


"Through all the years when Jane was ill, it was my salvation. It occupied my time and my mind and my energies. In the three years since her death, I can't tell you how many women I've been introduced to. I went out with a few of them, and I realized their faces and names all blended together. You want to know an interesting test of a woman? When she makes plans that include you, is she visibly annoyed when you're unavoidably late? Then one night, on a cold November evening, I met you at Fiona's, and life has been different. Now when the problems pile up, a quiet voice whispers, 'You'll be seeing Judith in a few hours.' "


His hand reached across the table and touched hers. "Now let me ask the question. You've created a very successful career. You've told me that sometimes you work through the night or hole up for days at a stretch when you have a deadline. I would respect your work as you respect mine, but there would be times, many times, when I'd need you to attend affairs with me or accompany me on trips abroad. Would that be a burden, Judith?"


Judith stared into her glass. In the ten years since Kenneth’s death, she had managed to create a new life for herself. She’d been a journalist at the Washington Post when Kenneth, the White House correspondent of the Potomac Cable Network, was killed in a plane crash. She had enough insurance money to give up her job and begin the project that had been haunting her since the first time she had read a Barbara Tuchman book. She was determined to become a serious historical writer.


The thousands of hours of tedious research, the long nights at the typewriter, the rewriting and editing, had all paid off. Her first book, The World Is Upside Down, about the American Revolution, won a Pultizer prize and became a best-seller. Her second book, published two years ago, about the French Revolution, Darkness at Versailles, had been equally successful and received an American Book Award. Critics hailed her as “a spellbinding storyteller who writes with the scholarship of an Oxford don.”


Judith looked directly at Stephen. The soft lighting from the shaded wall sconces and the glass-enclosed candle that flickered on the table softened the stern lines of his aristocratic features and emphasized the deep blue-gray tones of his eyes. “I think that like you, I’ve both loved my work and immersed myself in it to escape the fact that in the true sense of the word I haven’t had a personal life since Kenneth died. There was a time when I could meet deadlines and still happily juggle all the commitments that come with being married to a White House correspondent. I think the rewards of being a woman as well as a writer are marvelous.”


Stephen smiled and reached for her hand. “You see, we ‘do think alike, don’t we?”


Judith withdrew her hand. “Stephen, there’s one thing you should consider. At fifty-four you’re not too old to marry a woman who can give you a child. I’d always hoped to have a family and it simply didn’t happen. At forty-six it certainly won’t happen.”


“My nephew is a splendid young man and has always loved Edge Barton Manor. I shall be glad for him to have it and the title when the time comes. My energies at this age simply do not extend to fatherhood.”


 


Stephen came up to the flat for a brandy. They toasted each other solemnly as they agreed that neither one wanted to attract publicity about their personal life. Judith did not need the distraction of gossip columnists pestering her while she was writing her book. When the election came, Stephen wanted to answer questions about the issues, not about his courtship. “Although of course they’ll love you,” he commented. “Beautiful, talented, and a British war orphan. Can you imagine the field day they’ll have when they connect us?”


She had a sudden vivid recollection of the incident this afternoon. The toddler, “Mummy, Mummy!” Last week, when she’d been near the Peter Pan statue in Kensington Gardens she had been torn by the haunting memory of having been there before. Ten days ago she had almost fainted in Waterloo station, sure that she’d heard the sound of an explosion, felt pieces of debris falling around her.


“Stephen,” she said, “there is one thing that is becoming very important to me. I know no one came forward to claim me when I was found in Salisbury, but I was well dressed, obviously had been well cared for. Is there any way I might be able to track down my birth family? Will you help me?”


She could feel Stephen’s arms tense. “Good God, Judith, don’t even think about it! You’ve told me every effort was made to trace your relatives and not one single clue was turned up. Your immediate family was probably wiped out in the raids. And even if it were possible, all we need is to unearth some obscure cousin who turns out to be a drug dealer or a terrorist. Please, for my sake, don’t even consider it, at least not while I’m in public life. After that, I’ll help you, I promise.”


“Caesar’s wife must be above reproach?”


He drew her to him. She felt the fine wool of his suit jacket against her cheek, felt the strength of his arms around her. His kiss, deep and demanding, quickened her senses, awoke in her feelings and desires she had resolutely put away when she lost Kenneth. But even so, she knew she could not wait indefinitely to search for her birth family.


It was she who broke the embrace. “You told me you have a very early meeting,” she reminded him. “And I’m going to try to get another chapter written tonight.”


Stephen’s lips brushed her cheek. “Hoist on my own petard, I see. But you’re right, at least for the immediate future.”


Judith watched from the window as Stephen’s chauffeur opened the door of the Rolls for him. An election was inevitable. In the near future, would she be riding in that Rolls as the wife of the Prime Minister of Great Britain? Sir Stephen and Lady Hallett


She loved Stephen. Then why this anxiety? Impatiently she went into the bedroom, changed into a nightgown and warm wool robe, and went back to her desk. A few minutes later, she was deep in concentration as she wrote the next chapter of her book about the Civil War in England. She had completed the chapters about the causes of the conflict, the destructive taxes, the dissolved Parliament, the insistence on the divine right of kings, the execution of Charles I, the Cromwellian years, the restoration of the monarchy. Now she was ready to write about the fate of the regicides, those who had planned, signed, or carried out the death warrant of Charles I and were to know the swift justice of his son, Charles II.


Her first stop the next morning was the Public Records Office at Chancery Lane. Harold Wilcox, the Assistant Keeper of Records, willingly pulled out piles of aging documents. It seemed to Judith that centuries of dust had been assumed into their pages.


Wilcox thoroughly admired Charles II. “A lad of nearly sixteen when he first had to flee the country to escape his father’s impending fate. A clever one he was. The Prince slipped through the Roundhead lines at Truro and sailed to Jersey and on to France. He came back to lead the Royalists, escaped again to France and remained there and in Holland until England came to its senses and begged his return.”


“He stayed near Breda. I’ve been there,” Judith remarked.


“An interesting place, isn’t it? And if you look about, you’ll see many in town with traces of the Stuart features. Charles the Second loved the women. It was at Breda that he signed the famous declaration promising amnesty to his father’s executioners.”


“He didn’t keep his promise. In effect that declaration was a carefully-worded lie.”


“What he wrote is that he extended mercy where it was wanted and deserved. But neither he nor his advisers believed that everyone deserved that mercy. Twenty-nine men were tried for regicide—the killing of a king. Others turned themselves in and were sent to prison. Those found guilty were hanged, drawn, and quartered.”


Judith nodded. “Yes. But there was never a clear explanation for the fact that the King also attended the beheading of a woman, Lady Margaret Carew, who was married to one of the regicides. What crime did she commit?”


Harold Wilcox frowned. “There are always rumors that surround historical events,” he said. “I do not deal in rumors.”


 


The raw wintry cold of the past few days had given way to brilliant sunshine and an almost balmy breeze. When she left the Records Office Judith walked the mile to Cecil Court and spent the rest of the morning browsing through old bookshops in the area. The tourists were out in full force, and she decided that tourist season was now twelve months long. And then realized that in British eyes she too was a tourist.


Her arms filled with books, she decided to have a quick lunch in one of the little tea shops near Covent Garden. As she cut through the busy marketplace, she stopped to watch the jugglers and clog dancers, who seemed to be especially festive in the unexpected reprieve of the pleasant day.


And then it happened. The steady, piercing wail of the air raid sirens shattered the air. The bombs blotted out the sun, racing toward her; the building beyond the jugglers dissolved into a crumbled mass of broken bricks and fire. She was choking. The heat of the smoke was searing her face, closing her lungs. Her arms went limp and the books fell to the ground.


Frantically she reached out, groping for a hand. “Mummy,” she whispered. “Mummy, I can’t find you.” A sob rose in her throat as the sirens receded, the sun returned, the smoke cleared away. As her eyes refocused, she realized she was clinging to the sleeve of a shabbily-dressed woman who was carrying a tray of plastic flowers. “You all right, luv?” the woman was asking. “Not going to faint, are you now?”


“No. No. I’ll be fine.” Somehow she managed to collect the books, to make her way to a tearoom. Not bothering with the menu the waitress offered, she ordered tea and toast. When the tea came, her hands were still trembling so violently she could barely hold the cup.


When she paid her bill, she extracted from her wallet the card Dr. Patel had given her at Fiona’s party. She had noticed a phone box in Covent Garden. She would call him from there.


Let him be in, she prayed as she dialed the number.


The receptionist did not want to put her through. “Dr. Patel has just finished his last patient. He does not have afternoon hours. I can arrange an appointment for next week.”


“Just give him my name. Tell him it’s an emergency.” Judith closed her eyes. The whine of the air raid sirens. It was going to happen again.


And then she heard Dr. Patel’s voice. “You have my address, Miss Chase. Come over immediately.”


By the time she reached his office on Welbeck Street, she had recovered some measure of control. A thin, fortyish woman, dressed in a white lab coat, her blond hair pulled back into a severe bun, admitted her. “I’m Rebecca Wadley,” she said, “Dr. Patel‘s assistant. The doctor is waiting for you.”


The reception room was small, his office quite large. Cherry-paneled, with a wall of books, a massive oak desk, several comfortable easy chairs, and an unobtrusive upholstered reclining couch in the corner, it felt like a scholar’s study. There was nothing to suggest a clinical atmosphere.


Subconsciously Judith absorbed the details of the place as, at his invitation, she deposited her bags on a marble table near the reception-room door. Automatically she glanced in the mirror over the table and was startled to see that her face was deadly white, her lips ashen, the pupils of her eyes enormous.


     “Yes, you look like someone who is just emerging from shock,” Dr. Patel told her. “Come. Sit down. Tell me exactly what happened.”


The somewhat genial attitude he had displayed at the party was gone. His eyes were serious, his expression grave, as he listened. Occasionally he interrupted her to clarify what she was telling him. “You were found as a toddler less than two years old wandering in Salisbury. You either had not yet begun to speak or were unable to speak because of shock. You were not wearing identification tags. To me that suggests you must have been traveling with an adult. Unfortunately, a mother or nurse would often carry a child’s tags if they were traveling together.”


“My dress and sweater were handmade,” Judith said, “and I don’t think that would suggest I was abandoned.”


“I’m astonished that an adoption was permitted,” Pate! observed, “particularly to an American couple.”


“My adoptive mother was the British Wren who found me. She was married to an American Naval officer. I was in the orphanage until I was nearly four before they were allowed to take me.”


“You’ve been in England before?”


“A number of times. After the war, my adoptive father, Edward Chase, was in the diplomatic corps. We lived abroad in many countries until I went to college. We visited England and even went back to the orphanage. Oddly, I had no memory of it whatsoever. It seemed as though I’d always been with them, and I was never troubled about it. But now they’ve been gone for years and I’ve been living in England for five months, immersing myself in English history. It’s as though all my English genes are churning about. I feel at home here. I belong here.”


“And so whatever defensive blocks you built in your brain as a very small child are being attacked?” Patel sighed. “It happens. But I think there is more behind these hallucinatory incidents than you realize. Does Sir Stephen know you have come to see me?”


Judith shook her head. ‘No. In fact, he’d be very annoyed.”


“I think ‘charlatan’ is his label for me, is it not?”


Judith did not answer. Her hands were still trembling. She clasped them firmly together in her lap.


‘Never mind,” Patel said. “I see three factors here. You are immersing yourself in English history—in a sense forcing your mind to go back to the past. Your adoptive parents are dead and you no longer feel a sense of disloyalty to them by searching out your birth family. And finally, living in London is accelerating these episodes. The Peter Pan statue in Kensington Gardens which you fantasized seeing a small child touch can probably be explained very easily. You may very well have played there as a child. The air raid sirens, the bombing. You may have experienced air raids, although that would not explain your being abandoned in Salisbury. And now you want me to help you?”


“Please. You said yesterday that you can regress people back to earliest childhood.”


“Not always successfully. Strong-minded people, and I would certainly characterize you as one of them, fight hypnosis. They have a sense that hypnosis signifies the surrender of their will to another. That is why I would need your permission to use a mild drug if necessary to block that resistance. Think about it. Can you come back next week?”


“Next week?” Of course, she shouldn’t have expected him to be able to treat her immediately. Judith tried to manage a smile. “I’ll call your receptionist tomorrow morning for an appointment.” She started to walk to the table where she’d left her shoulder bag and books.


And saw her. The same toddler. This time running from the room. So close that she could see the dress she was wearing. The sweater. The same outfit that she had been wearing when she was found in Salisbury, the outfit that was now packed in a closet in her Washington apartment.


She took a quick step forward, wanting to see the child's face, but the toddler, a mass of golden ringlets bobbing around her head, disappeared.


Judith fainted.


When she regained consciousness, she was lying on the chaise in Patel's office. Rebecca Wadley was holding a vial under her nostrils. The pungent odor of ammonia made Judith recoil. She pushed the vial away. "I'm all right.' she said.


"Tell me what happened," Patel ordered. "What did you see?"


Haltingly Judith described the hallucination. "Am I going crazy?'' she asked. "This just isn't me. Kenneth always said I had more common sense than the rest of Washington put together. What's happening?"


"What is happening is that you are close to a breakthrough, closer than I realized. Do you think you feel strong enough to begin treatment now? Will you sign the necessary permission forms?"


"Yes. Yes." Judith closed her eyes as Rebecca Wadley explained that she was going to open the collar of her blouse, remove her boots, and cover her with a light blanket. But Judith's hand was steady as she signed the forms Wadley gave her.


"All right, Miss Chase, the doctor will begin the procedure," Wadley said. "Are you quite comfortable?"


"Yes." Judith felt her sleeve being rolled up, a pad wrapped around her arm, the pinprick of a needle in her hand.


"Judith, open your eyes. Look at me. And then feel yourself begin to relax."


Stephen, Judith thought as she stared into Reza Patel's now shadowy face. 


Stephen . . .


The decorative mirror behind the chaise was actually a one-way glass that made observation and filming of hypnotic sessions possible from the laboratory without distracting the patient. Rebecca Wadley walked quickly into the laboratory. She switched on a video camera, the television screen, the intercom, and the machines mat would monitor Judith's pulse and blood pressure. Carefully she observed the slowing heartbeat, the dropping pressure, as Judith began to succumb to Patel's efforts to hypnotize her.


Judith felt herself drifting, felt herself responding to Patel's gentle suggestions that she relax, fall into a restful sleep. No, she thought. No. She began to fight against the lulling drowsiness.


"Not responding. Fighting," Wadley said quietly.


Patel nodded and pushed the plunger attached to the hypodermic needle in Judith's hand, releasing a small amount of the drug into her system.


Judith wanted so to force her way to wakefulness. Her body was warning her not to let go. She struggled to open her eyes.


Again Patel released fluid from the plunger into the hypodermic needle.


"You're at maximum dosage, Doctor. She won't allow herself to be hypnotized. She's coming out of it."


"Give me the vial of litencum," Patel ordered.


"Doctor, I don't think ..."


Patel had used the drug litencum to get through psychological blockage in profoundly disturbed cases. It had the same characteristics as the substance used in the treatment of Anna Anderson, the woman who claimed to be the Grand Duchess Anastasia. It was the drug that, administered in quantity, Patel was sure would recreate the Anastasia Syndrome.


Rebecca Wadley, who worshiped Reza Patel as a genius and loved him as a man, was frightened. "Reza, don't," she pleaded.


Vaguely Judith heard their voices. The sleepy feeling was passing. She stirred.


"Give me the vial," Patel ordered.


Rebecca reached for it, opened it as she hurried from the lab back into the office, watched as Patel extracted a drop from it and injected it in Judith's vein.


Judith felt herself slipping away. The room faded. It was dark and warm and she was drifting again.


Wadley returned to the laboratory and consulted the monitors. Judith's heartbeat had once again slowed. Her blood pressure was dropping. "She's under."


The doctor nodded. "Judith, I'm going to ask you some questions. It will be easy to answer them. You won't experience discomfort or pain. You will feel warm and comfortable and as though you are floating. We will begin with this morning. Tell me about your new book. Weren't you doing research for it?"


She was in the Records Office, talking to the Assistant Keeper, telling Patel about the restoration of the monarchy, about the fact that she had caught an incident in her primary research that fascinated her.


"What was that incident, Judith?"


"The King attended the beheading of a woman. Charles the Second was remarkably merciful. He was generous to Cromwell's widow, even forgave Cromwell's son who had become Lord Protector. He said that enough blood had been shed in England. The only executions he attended were for the men who signed his father's death warrant. Then why would he have been so angry at a woman that he chose to attend her execution?"


"That fascinates you?"


"Yes."


"And after you left the Records Office?"


"I went to Covent Garden."


Rebecca Wadley watched and listened as Dr. Patel brought Judith back in time to the day of her marriage to Kenneth, to her sixteenth birthday, her fifth birthday, the orphanage, her adoption.


Judith Chase was no ordinary woman, Wadley realized as she listened. The clarity of her memories was startling even as she regressed farther and farther into childhood. Wadley thought once again that no matter how many times she observed this procedure, she was endlessly awed to watch a mind open and reveal its secrets, to hear a self-assured, sophisticated adult speak with the soft, unclear speech pattern of a young child.


"Judith, before you were taken to the orphanage, before you were found in Salisbury—tell me what you remember."


Restlessly Judith shook her head from side to side. ''No. No."


The monitor showed that Judith's heartbeat was accelerating. "She's trying to block you," Wadley said quickly. Then, horrified, she watched as Patel released another drop from the vial into the plunger. "Doctor, don't."


"She's almost there. I can't stop now."


Wadley stared at the television screen. Judith's body was in a state of total relaxation. Her heartbeat was less than forty, her blood pressure seventy over fifty. Dangerous, Wadley thought, too dangerous. She knew that there was a zealot in Patel but had never seen him act so recklessly.


"Tell me what frightened you, Judith. Try."


Judith was breathing in soft, quick gasps. Now her sentences were fragmented, her voice the soft yet high-pitched tone of a very young child. They were going to go on a train. She was holding Mummy's hand. She began to scream, a child's frightened wail.


"What is happening? Tell me." Patel's voice was gentle.


Judith clutched at the blanket and in a childish cadence cried for her mother. "They're coming again, just like when we were playing. Mummy said, 'Run, run!' Mummy won't hold my hand. It's so dark. . . .I'm running up the steps. The train is there. . . . Mummy said we're going to get on the train."


"Did you get on the train, Judith?"


"Yes. Yes."


"Did you talk to anyone?"


'' Nobody was there. I was so tired. I wanted to go to sleep so that Mummy would be there when I woke up."


"When did you wake up?"


"The train stopped. It was light again. I went down the steps. ... I don't remember after that."


"It's all right. Don't think about that anymore. You're a bright little girl. Can you tell me your name?"


"Sarah Marrssh."


Marsh or Marrish, Rebecca thought. Now Judith's speech was that of a two-year-old.


"How old are you, Sarah?"


"Two."


"Do you know your birthday?"


"May fork."


Rebecca turned up the volume of the set, taking notes, straining to interpret the slurred, babyish words.


"Where do you live, Sarah?"


"Kent Court."


"Are you happy there?"


"Mummy cries so much. Molly and I play."


"Molly? Who is Molly, Sarah?"


"My sister. I want Mummy. I want my sister."


Judith began to weep.


Rebecca studied the monitor. "Pulse quickening. She's fighting you again."


"We'll stop now," Patel said. He touched Judith's hand. "Judith, you're going to wake up now. You'll feel rested and refreshed. You will remember everything you told me."


Rebecca sighed with relief. Thank God, she thought. She knew that Patel's desire to experiment with litencum was burning in him. She reached to turn off the television set and men stared as Judith's face convulsed in anguish, and she screamed, "Stop! Don't do that to her!"


The needles on the monitors were jumping erratically. "Heart fibrillating," Rebecca snapped.


Patel grasped Judith's hands. "Judith, listen to me. You must obey me."


But Judith could not hear him. She was standing on an executioner's block outside the Tower of London on the tenth of December, 1660 . . .


 


In horror she watched as a woman in a dark green gown and cape was led past the Tower gates through a jeering mob. The woman looked to be in her late forties. Her chestnut-brown hair was streaked with gray. She walked erectly, ignoring the guards who clustered around her. Her beautifully sculpted features were frozen in a mask of Jury and hatred. Her hands were bound before her with thin wirelike strands that bit into her wrists. An angry red crescent-shaped scar at the base of her thumb glistened in the early morning light.


As Judith watched, the crowd separated to make way for dozens of soldiers, marching in orderly fashion toward a draped enclosure near the execution block. The ranks parted to allow a slender young man in a plumed hat, dark breeches, and embroidered jacket to step forth. The crowd cheered wildly as Charles II raised his hand in greeting.


As though in a nightmare, Judith saw the woman who was being led to the block stop before a long spike to which a human head was fixed. "Hurry along,” a soldier ordered, pushing her forward.


"Do you deny me a wife's farewell?" The woman's tones were icy with contempt.


The soldiers hustled her to the place where the King was now seated. The dignitary standing next to him read from a scroll. "Lady Margaret Carew, His Majesty has deemed it indelicate that you be hanged, drawn, and quartered.''


The people in the mob nearest the enclosure began to hoot. “Don't she have innards the same as me wife?'' one yelled.


The woman ignored them. “Simon Hallett,'' she said bitterly,''you betrayed my husband. You betrayed me. If I have to escape from hell, I'll find a way to punish you and yours.''


"That's enough from you." The captain of the guard grabbed the woman and tried to hustle her toward the platform where the executioner awaited. In one last defiant gesture she turned her head and spat at the foot of the King.


"Liar!'' she screamed. “You promised mercy, liar.  A pity they didn't have your head when they took your father's."


A soldier slapped her mouth and dragged her forward. "This death is too good for you. I'd burn you at the stake if I had the say.''


Judith gasped as she saw that she and the prisoner bore a striking resemblance to each other. Lady Margaret was forced to her knees. “You'll not pull this off again,"  a soldier sneered as he covered her hair with a white cap.


The executioner raised the ax. It hovered for a moment over the block. Lady Margaret turned her head. Her eyes bored into Judith's, demanding, compelling. Judith screamed, “Stop! Don't do that to her!" rushed across the platform, threw herself down, and embraced the doomed woman as the ax fell.


 


Judith opened her eyes. Dr. Patel and Rebecca Wadley were standing over her. She smiled up at them. "Sarah," she said. "That's my real name, isn't it?"


"How much do you remember of what you told us, Judith?" Patel asked. His tone was guarded.


"Kent Court. That's the street I talked about, isn't it? I remember now. My mother. We were near the train station. She was holding my hand, my sister's hand. The doodles, I guess I meant doodlebugs, came. A drone like planes overhead. The sirens. The sound of the engines stopped. And then everywhere people screaming. Something hit my face. I couldn't find my mother. I ran and got on the train. And my name—Sarah, that's what I told you. And Marsh or Marrish." She got up and grasped Patel's hand. "How can I thank you? At least I have some place to start looking. Right here in London."


"What was the last thing you remember before I awakened you?"


"Molly. Doctor, I had a sister. Even if she died that day, if Mother died that day, I know something about them now. I'm going to search the birth records. I'm going to find the child I was."


Judith buttoned her collar, rolled down her sleeve, ran her fingers through her hair, bent down and reached for her boots. "If I can't trace my birth certificate, can you put me under again?" she asked.


"No," Patel said firmly. "At least not for some time."


 


After Judith left, Patel returned to Rebecca. "Show me the last few minutes of the tape."


Somberly they watched as Judith's expression changed from shock and horror to bitter anger, listened again to her shriek, "Stop! Don't do that to her!"


"Do what to her?" Rebecca demanded. "What was Judith Chase experiencing?"


Patel's forehead was furrowed, his eyes sick with worry. "I have no idea. You were right, Rebecca. I never should have injected the litencum into her. But perhaps it is all right. She had no memory of whatever experience she had."


"We don't know that," Wadley told him. She put her hand on his shoulder. "Reza, I have tried to warn you. You must not experiment with our patients, no matter how much you want to help them. Judith Chase seems to be all right. Pray God that she is." Rebecca paused. "There's just one thing I noticed. Reza, did Judith have a faint crescent-shaped scar at the base of her right thumb when she got here today? When I was looking for the vein in her hand for the hypodermic, I absolutely did not see it. But look at that last frame before she woke up. She has one now."


Stephen Hallett did not notice the lovely English countryside, with its premature hint of spring in the sunny afternoon, as he was driven to Chequers, the Prime Minister's country estate. The Prime Minister had gone there after her brief appearance at Fiona's party. Her abrupt summons this morning could have only one meaning: At last she was going to tell him she intended to retire. She was going to indicate her preference as to her successor for party leadership.


Stephen knew that except for one blot on his record, he would have been the inevitable choice. How long would that terrible scandal of thirty years ago continue to haunt him? Had it spoiled his chances now? Was the Prime Minister being generous enough to tell him personally that she could not support him, or was she planning to announce her support?


His longtime chauffeur, Rory, and his Scotland Yard Special Branch bodyguard, Carpenter, were keenly intelligent men, and he sensed their awareness of the importance of the meeting. When they stopped in front of the imposing mansion, Carpenter got out of the car and saluted him as Rory held open the car door.


 


The Prime Minister was in the library. Although the warmth of the sun flooded the handsome room, she was wearing a heavy cardigan, and the vital energy that had always characterized her was somehow missing. When she greeted him, even her voice had lost its usual vigor.


"Stephen, it's not good to lose the lust for battle. 1 was just scolding my psyche for betraying me so badly."


"Surely, Prime Minister!" Stephen stopped. He would not insult her with hollow sentiments. For months her obvious fatigue had been the subject of media speculation.


The Prime Minister waved him to a seat. "I have made a decision that is very difficult. I am going to retire to private life. Ten years in this office is enough for anyone. I also want to spend more time with my family. The country is ready for an election and a newly-elected party leader must head the campaign. Stephen, I believe you are my ideal successor. You've got what it takes."


Stephen waited. It seemed to him that the next word would be "but." He was wrong.


"There is no doubt that the press will rake up the old scandal. I've personally had it investigated again."


The old scandal. As a twenty-five-year-old solicitor Stephen had gone to work in his father-in-law's law firm. A year later his father-in-law, Reginald Harworth, was convicted of embezzling from his clients and sent to prison for five years.


"You were totally exonerated,'' the Prime Minister said, "but a nasty business like that has a way of bobbing up constantly. However, I don't think the country should be deprived of your abilities and services because of your unfortunate in-law."


Stephen realized that every muscle in his body was tense. The Prime Minister was about to endorse him.


Her face became stem.'' I want a straight answer. Is there anything in your personal life that could embarrass the party, cost us the election?"


"There is not."


“None of those sluts who have a way of selling their life history to the newspapers? You are an attractive man and a widower."


"I resent the implication, Prime Minister."


“Don't. I need to know. Judith Chase. You introduced me to her last night. I met her father, her adoptive father I suppose, a number of times over the years. She seems above reproach."


Caesar's wife must be above reproach, Stephen thought. Wasn't that what Judith had said last night?


"I hope and expect to marry Judith. We have both agreed that we do not want personal publicity at this time."


"Very wise. Well, count your blessings. Her adoptive parents were top drawer, and she has the romance of being a British war orphan. She's one of ours." The Prime Minister smiled, a smile that warmed her entire being. "Stephen, congratulations. Labour will give us a run for it but we'll win. You'll be the next Prime Minister, and no one will be gladder than I to see you present yourself to Her Majesty. Now for God's sake, be a good fellow and pour us both a generous scotch. We need to plan carefully."


When she left Patel's office, Judith went directly to the apartment. In the taxi she realized she was whispering "Sarah Marsh, Sarah Marrish." I'm going to like my real name, she thought with delight. Tomorrow she would begin the search for her birth record. She could only hope that she had been born in London. If her recollections were accurate, knowing her name and birth date would make the search infinitely easier. No wonder they hadn't been able to trace her. If she had gotten on a train in London and wandered off it in Salisbury and men blocked out the memory of what had happened, it would explain why no one had claimed her. She was sure her mother and Molly must have died that day. But cousins, Judith thought. Who knows, I may have an extended family living right around the corner.


"We're here, Miss."


"Oh." Judith fumbled for her billfold. "I'm woolgathering, I guess."


In the flat she made a cup of tea and resolutely went straight to her desk. Yes, tomorrow would be time enough to begin the search for Sarah Marrish. Today she had better stick to being Judith Chase and get back to writing her book. She studied the notes she had made at the Records Office and wondered once again about the woman, Lady Margaret Carew, who had been executed in the presence of the King, and what her crime had been.


It was nearly six o'clock when Stephen phoned. The harsh ring of the telephone, so different from the ones in America, startled Judith from the total concentration she experienced when she was writing. Astonished at how much time had passed, she realized that except for the desk light the apartment was dark. She fumbled for the phone. "Hello."


"Darting, is anything wrong? You sound troubled." Stephen's voice was concerned.


"Oh Lord, no. It's just that when I'm writing, I'm in another world. Takes me a minute or two to come back to earth."


"That's why you're such a good writer. Dinner tonight at my place? I have rather interesting news."


"And I have interesting news for you. What time?"


"Is eight o'clock all right? I'll send the car."


"Eight is fine."


She replaced the receiver, smiling. She knew Stephen hated to waste time on the phone, and yet he always managed to be brief without seeming abrupt. Deciding that she had worked enough for one day, she turned on the lamps as she walked through the living room and down the narrow hallway toward the bedroom.


That's something else terribly English about me, she thought a few minutes later as she relaxed in steaming, scented water. I love these long claw-footed cast-iron tubs.


She had time for a brief rest, no, a "lie-down," she thought as she pulled the quilt over her. What was Stephen's news? He'd sounded almost noncommittal, so it couldn't have to do with the election, could it? No, of course not. Even he didn't have that much sangfroid.


When she dressed, Judith chose a silk print she'd bought in Italy. She'd always thought that the vivid colors were not unlike the effect of paints poured indiscriminately over a palette. It was a dress to brighten the now overcast January night. It was a dress in which to give bright news. "Stephen, do you like the name Sarah?"


She let her hair fall loose, just skimming the collar of the dress. The strand of pearls that had been her mother's, her adoptive mother's. The pearl and diamond earrings, the narrow diamond bracelet. A festive evening. And you don't look your age, she assured her image. And then thought, I've been two years old today. Maybe that helps bring a touch of youth back. Smiling at the possibility, she looked down at her hands, trying to decide which rings to wear.


And then noticed it. The faint outline of the crescent scar at the base of her thumb. Frowning, she tried to remember how long it had been there. When she was a teenager, she'd caught her hand in a car door and it had been badly cut and bruised. It had taken a long time for the scars from the plastic surgery to fade.


And now one of them is coming back, she thought. Great!


It was five of eight. She knew the car would be downstairs waiting. Rory was always early.


 


Stephen's town house was on Lord North Street. He refused to tell her his news until after they had dined and were settled on the deep, high-backed sofa in the library. A fire was blazing and a bottle of Dom Perignon was chilling in a silver wine cooler. He had dismissed the servants and closed the library doors. Solemnly he got up, opened the champagne, filled the glasses, and handed one to her. "A toast."


"To what?"


"A general election. The Prime Minister's assurance that she will support me to become her successor as party leader."


Judith jumped up. "Stephen, oh my God, Stephen." She touched her glass to his. "Britain is very lucky."


Their lips met and clung. Then he warned, "Darling, not a hint of this to anyone. The plan is that for the next three weeks or so, I'll be busy preparing a campaign strategy, making political broadcasts, becoming highly visible in the EEC conferences on terrorism and quietly gathering support."


"In Washington it's called developing a high profile." Judith's lips grazed his forehead. "God, I'm so proud of you, Stephen."


He laughed. "A high profile is exactly the goal. Then the Prime Minister will announce her decision not to stand for her seat again. The first battle will be when the party chooses a new leader. There's competition but with her backing it should be all right. Once I'm elected party leader, the P.M. will go to the Queen and ask for Parliament to be dissolved. The general election follows about a month later."


He put his arm around her. "And if our party wins the election and I become Prime Minister, I can't tell you what it will mean to know that you're here at the end of the day. Darling, I never realized how alone I'd been all those years when Jane was so ill until that night at Fiona's when I met you. So exquisitely dressed. So witty and beautiful. And your eyes with that hint of sadness."


"They're not sad now."


They settled back on the sofa, his long legs stretched on the leather cocktail table, she curled beside him. "Tell me every single detail of your meeting with the Prime Minister," she demanded.


"Well, I assure you, in the early moments I was certain she was about to let me down as gently as possible. I don't think I've ever told you about my father-in-law."


As Judith listened to Stephen's account of the scandal, and of his fears that it might have cost him the support of the Prime Minister, she realized that she could not tell him about her visit to Dr. Patel, could not ask for his help in uncovering her background. No wonder he had so vehemently opposed her desire to find her natural family. And that would be all the newspapers would need, to learn that the future wife of the Prime Minister was consulting the controversial Reza Patel.


"And now for your news," Stephen said. "You said you had good news."


Judith smiled and touched her hand to his face. "I remember when Fiona informed me she was placing me next to you at dinner. She said you were absolutely stunning. She was right. My news pales after hearing yours. I was going to tell you about a tremendously interesting chat with the Assistant Keeper of the Records Office. He seemed to love the fact that Charles the Second had an eye for the ladies.'' She raised her lips to his, put her arms around him, felt the eagerness of his response. Oh God, she thought, I'm so in love with him. She told him that.


On Friday evening, they went to Stephen's country home in Devon. On the three-hour drive down, he told her about Edge Barton Manor. "It's in Branscombe, a beautiful old village. Built during the time of the Norman Conquest."


"About nine hundred years ago," Judith interrupted.


"I really must remember that I'm dealing with an historian. The Hallett family acquired the estate when Charles the Second returned to the throne. I imagine you'll run across some references to it in your research. Quite a lovely place. I'm not very proud of my ancestor, Simon Hallett. Apparently he was quite a slippery chap. But I think and hope you will love Edge Barton as I do."


The manor was situated on a ledge near a wooded combe. Lamps glistened behind the mullioned windows, sending rays of light over the stone exterior. The slate roof had a dark sheen beneath the crescent moon. On the left a three-story gabled wing, which Stephen said was the oldest part of the building, rose majestically above the treetops. Stephen pointed out the roundheaded door with a fanlight and glazing bars, near the right wing of the mansion. "Antique dealers are always begging to buy that one. In the morning you'll be able to see the remains of the moat. It's dried up now but apparently was quite an effective defense a thousand years ago."


Her research for her book had made Judith familiar with ancient houses, but as the car stopped at the main door of Edge Barton, she realized that whatever sensation she was experiencing was completely different from her reactions to other historical homes.


Stephen was studying her face. "Well, darling. You look as though you approve."


"I feel as though I'm coming home."


Arm in arm they explored the interior of the house. "For years now I've spent too little time here," Stephen said. "Jane was so ill. She preferred London, where her friends could visit easily. I came alone and stayed only long enough to attend to my constituency."


The drawing room, the dining room, the great hall, the Tudor fireplace in the bedroom above the drawing room, the Norman staircase in the old wing, the magnificent windows with concave molding, the smooth, soft Beer stone in the upper hall, which generations of children had covered with drawings of ships and people, horses and dogs, initials and names and dates. Judith stopped to examine them as a servant came up the stairs. There was a phone call for Sir Stephen. "I'll be back in a moment, darling," he murmured.


One set of initials seemed to burn from the wall. V.C., 1635. Judith ran her hands over the initials. "Vincent," she murmured, "Vincent." Dazed, she made her way down the foyer and to the staircase that led to the ballroom on the fourth floor. It was totally dark. Groping along the wall, she found the light and then watched as the room filled with people in the formal dress of the seventeenth century. The scar on her hand began to blaze. It was December 18, 1641 . . .


 


''Edge Barton is a magnificent home, Lady Margaret."


"I can't disagree.'' Margaret Carew's tone was cold as she addressed the dandified young man whose carefully curled hair, even features, and foppish dress could not conceal the impression of slyness and duplicity that emanated from Hallett, bastard son of the Duke of Rockingham.


“Your son, Vincent, is scowling at us. I don't think he favors me,'' he said.


"Has he a reason not to favor you?"


''Perhaps he senses that I am in love with his mother. Really, Margaret, John Carew is no man for you. You were fifteen when you married him. At thirty-two you are more beautiful than any other woman in this room. How old is John? Fifty? And virtually a cripple since his hunting accident.''


"And he is the husband I love dearly."  Margaret caught her son's eye and nodded to him. Quickly he crossed the room to her.


"Mother."


He was a handsome boy, tall and well developed for his sixteen years. His features made it clear he was a Carew, but as Margaret teasingly reminded him, he could thank her for his thick mane of chestnut-brown hair and his blue-green eyes. They were characteristics of the Russell family.


"Simon, you have met my son, Vincent. Vincent, you remember Simon Hallett.''


"I do."


"And exactly what do you remember about me, Vincent?" Hallet's smile was condescending.


"I remember you, sir, as being quite indifferent to the new taxes which threaten everyone in this room. But as my father has observed, when a man has nothing to be taxed, it is quite easy to pledge loyalty to a monarch who believes in the divine right of kings. Isn't it a fact, Mr. Hallett, that it is the hope of your breed that the estates which are confiscated for nonpayment of taxes by the crown will someday be given to the apologists of the King? To yourself? My father has noticed that your eyes are covetous when you accompany your friends to Edge Barton Manor. Is it, then, that this house holds great fascination for you, as well as your obvious interest in my mother?"


Hallet’s face was flushed with anger. "You are impertinent. ''


Lady Margaret laughed and took her son's arm. “No, he's a very astute young man. He has given you exactly the message I asked him to deliver. You' re quite right, Mr. Hallett. My husband, Sir John, is not well and that is why I do not choose to trouble him with speaking to you. Do not enter this house again under the pretext of accompanying mutual friends. You are not welcome here. And if you are indeed as close to the King as you would have us believe, tell His Majesty that the reason so many of us have fled his Court is because we cannot stomach his scorn of Parliament, his claim of divine right, his indifference to the genuine needs and rights of his people. My family has served both in the House of Lords and in the House of Commons since Parliament was created. The blood of the Tudors flows in our veins, but that does not mean we will go back to the days when the only right that the monarch acknowledged was his own will and willfulness."


Music filled the room. Margaret turned her back on Hallett, smiled at her husband, who was seated with friends, his cane beside him, and went onto the dance floor with her son. "You have your father's grace," she said. "Before his accident, I used to tell him he was the best dancer in England."


Vincent did not return her smile. ''Mother, what is going to happen?"


"If His Majesty does not accept the reforms which Parliament demands, there will be civil war."


"Then I shall fight on the side of Parliament."


“Pray God, that by the time you are of age for battle, it will be settled. Even Charles must know that he cannot possibly win this battle of conscience.”


 


Judith opened her eyes. Stephen was calling her. Shaking her head, she hurried to the staircase. ''Up here, darling." When he reached her, she put her arms around his neck. "I feel as though I've always known Edge Barton." She did not realize that the scar on her hand which had flared to a deep crimson shade had once again faded to a pale, almost indistinguishable outline.


On Monday, Judith drove to Worcester to look at the site of the last major conflict of the Civil War. It had taken place in this town in 1651. She went first to the Commandery, the timbered building that had served as headquarters for Charles II. Completely restored now, it held uniforms and helmets and muskets which visitors were encouraged to handle. When she picked up the uniform of a captain of Cromwell's army, she was aware of a sense of terrible sadness. An audiovisual presentation realistically evoked the historic engagement and the events that led to it. Eyes burning, she watched the tape, unaware that her hands were clenched into fists.


An attendant gave her a map of what the museum called the Civil War Trail, which marked the progress of the battle of Worcester. He explained: "The Royalist troops were soundly defeated at the battle of Naseby. The war was effectively over that day, won by Cromwell and his Parliamentarians. But still it dragged on. They had the final great clashing of arms here. The Royalists were led by young Charles. Only twenty-one years old, and historians say he provided 'an incomparable example of valor,' but it was no use. They'd lost five hundred officers at Naseby and never recovered from mat."


Judith left the Commandery. The day was typical of January, cold, a bit raw. She was wearing a Burberry, the collar pulled up around her neck. She had twisted her hair into a chignon, and tendrils had escaped to frame her now ashen face and wide-pupiled eyes.


She followed the map as she wandered through town, pausing to consult her own notes and to jot down impressions. At the top of Worcester Cathedral she stood staring out, remembering mat it was from this exact spot Charles II had watched Cromwell's preparations for the battle. And when it was obvious that the battle was lost, his Royalist troops had rushed to certain slaughter in a final attack against the Parliamentarians to cover their future monarch's escape. It was from here mat Charles began his long, harrowing journey across England to sanctuary in France.


A pity he escaped, she thought bitterly as the scar on her hand began to blaze. She was no longer seeing the wintry   landscape of Worcester. It was a warm July evening in  1644, and she was in a closed carriage riding to Marston Moor in the hope of finding that Vincent was still alive. . .


 


A drumroll accompanied a small detachment of Roundhead troops. At the sight of the approaching carriage two sentries stepped forward and with long poles barred its way.


Lady Margaret stepped from the carriage. She was wearing a dark blue simply cut daytime gown of fine linen with a white ruffled collar. A matching cape fell loosely from her shoulders. Except for her wedding ring, she wore no jewelry. Her thick chestnut hair, now shot with silver, was gathered at the nape of her Russell family, were dark with pain,


"Please," she begged. "I know that many of the wounded are lying untended. My son fought here."


"On which side?" The soldier's query was accompanied by a sneer.


"He is an officer in Cromwell's army."


"From the look of you I'd have guessed him to be a Cavalier. But sorry, ma'am, there are too many women searching these fields already. Orders are to


allow no more through. We'll attend to the bodies.'“ 'Please,'' Margaret begged. “Please.''


An officer came forward. “What is your son's name madam?”


"Captain Vincent Carew."


The officer, a plain-faced lieutenant in his mid-thirties, looked grave. “I know Captain Carew. I have not seen him since the battle ended. He was with the charge against the Langdale regiment. That's in the wet ground to the right. Perhaps you should begin your search there."


The fields were littered with the dead and dying. Women of all ages moved among them, searching for their husbands and brothers, fathers and sons. Broken weapons and dead horses gave evidence of the fierceness of the battle. The warm, sultry evening air was filled with insects, which buzzed around the fallen bodies. Sporadic cries of agony and grief could be heard as loved ones were found.


Margaret joined the search. Many of the bodies were lying face down, but she did not have to turn them. She was looking for chestnut hair that refused to conform to the simple rounded cut adapted by so many of Cromwell's army, hair that still curled thick and loose around a boyish face.


Ahead of her a young woman of about nineteen sank to her knees and threw her arms around a dead soldier in the uniform of a Cavalier. Moaning, she rocked him in her arms. "Edward, my husband."


Margaret touched the girl's shoulder in an unspoken gesture of sympathy. And then saw what had happened. The dead soldier's sword was still grasped in his hand. Bits of cloth clung to it. A few feet away a young Parliamentarian officer was lying on the ground, his chest split open. Margaret paled as she instinctively knew that the broken threads on his tunic would match the threads on the sword. The head of chestnut hair. The handsome, patrician features so like his father's. The blue-green eyes of the Russell family, staring sightlessly up at her.


"Vincent, Vincent." She knelt beside him, cradled his head against her breast, the breast that twenty years ago his infant lips had sought." . .I shall fight cm the side of Parliament.'' "Pray God that by the time you are of age for battle, it will be settled. Even Charles must know that he cannot possibly win this battle of conscience."


The young woman whose husband's sword had killed Vincent began to scream. "No. . . no . . . no. . . ."


Margaret stared at her. She is young, she thought. She'II find another husband. I will never have another son. With infinite tenderness, she kissed Vincent’s lips and forehead and laid him down on the swampy marsh. The coachman would help her carry his body to the carriage. For an instant she stood over the sobbing girl. “A pity your husband's sword did not settle in the heart of the King,'' she said. “If it were mine, it would have found its mark there."


 


Judith shivered. The sun had disappeared and the wind was increasing in strength. She realized that a group of tourists were standing near her. One of them tried to get the attention of the guide. "What year was Charles the First executed?"


"He was beheaded on January 30, 1649," Judith said. "Four and a half years after the battle of Marston Moor." Then she smiled. "Sorry. I didn't mean to interfere." She hurried down the steps, anxious now to be away from this place, to get home to the apartment, start a fire, have a sherry. Funny, she thought as she drove through the ever increasing traffic, when I began this book I had much more sympathy for the Royalists. I believed that the Stuarts back to Mary were either very stupid or very tricky and that Charles I was both but should not have been executed. The deeper I get into research, the more I believe that the M.P.s who signed his death warrant were right, and if I'd been there, I'd have lined up to sign it with them. . . .


The next day, her heart beating wildly, Judith walked up the shallow step to the revolving door of the General Register Office, St. Catherine's House, Kingsway. Let this be the place, she begged silently, remembering the stories her adoptive parents had told her about how the authorities had scrutinized the parish records in Salisbury and posted her picture in the nearby communities, hoping to trace her family. But if she had been born in London and stumbled onto the train . . . Let it be true, she thought. Let it be true.


She had planned to be at this office yesterday, but when she looked in her book and realized she'd scheduled the visit to Worcester, she decided without hesitation to keep to her schedule. Was it because she was afraid that this would be a dead end, that the recollection of the bombing near the station, the names Sarah and Molly Marsh or Marrish, were just details that her hypnotized mind had capriciously offered?


At the inquiry desk, she waited in an unexpectedly long queue. From scraps of conversation she realized that most of the people in the line were tracing ancestors. When she finally reached the clerk she was told that the birth records were kept in the first section, recorded in large volumes marked with the various years.


"Each year is divided into four quarters and the books are marked March, June, September, December," the clerk informed her. "What date did you want? . . . May fourth or fourteenth? Then you must look in the June volume. That holds the records for April, May and June."


The room was a beehive of activity. The only place to sit was at one of the long bench-like tables. Judith slipped off the hooded hunter-green cape she had impulsively bought mat morning at Harrods. "It's lovely, isn't it?" the saleswoman had said. "And so perfect with this strange weather. Not too heavy but with a sweater under it plenty warm."


She was wearing her favorite kind of outfit, a cable-knit sweater, stretch slacks and boots. Unaware of the admiring glances that followed her, she took down the ledger marked June 1942.


To her dismay she found that under the names Marrish and Marsh there was no Sarah listed, nor was there a Molly. Had everything she said under hypnosis been simply fantasy? She got back on the queue and eventually reached the clerk again.


“Isn't there a requirement that a birth be registered within a month after the child is born?"


"Quite right."


"Then I have the right book."


"Oh, not necessarily. The year 1942 was wartime. Very possibly the birth wasn't recorded until the next quarter or even later."


Judith went back to the bench and began running her finger along the pages of Marrish and Marsh, looking for the middle initial S. Or maybe Sarah was my middle name, she thought. People do call a child by her middle name if her first name is the same as her mother's. But there was no listing of a female Marsh or Marrish with that initial. Each line contained the family name and given name of the newborn, the mother's maiden name, and the district where the birth had occurred. That information was listed together with the volume and page number of the index, needed in order to obtain copies of the birth certificate. So without the right name, I'm going to hit a dead end, she thought.


She did not leave until closing time. By then her shoulders ached from the hours of poring over the ledgers. Her eyes were burning and her head throbbing. It was not going to be an easy process. If only she could enlist Stephen's aid. He could put clerical help to the task. Maybe there were ways to search records that she didn't know anything about. . . . And maybe her mind had played a trick on her, and Sarah Marrish or Marsh was a figment of her imagination.


There was a call from Stephen on her answering machine. At the sound of his voice her spirits lifted. Quickly, she dialed his private number at the office. "Burning the midnight oil?” she asked when she was put through to him.


He laughed.”I might ask the same of you. How did it go at Worcester? Impressed by our lack of brotherly love?”


She had implied that she would return to Worcester today. Certainly she would not tell him about the search for her birth family.


She hesitated, then said hurriedly, "The research was a bit slow today, but that's all part of the game. Stephen, did you enjoy the weekend as much as I did?"


"I haven't stopped thinking about it. Rather like an oasis for me at this time.''


On Saturday and Sunday at Edge Barton, they had gone riding. Stephen kept six horses in his stable. His own horse, Market, a coal-black gelding, and Juniper, a mare, were his favorites. They were both jumpers. Stephen had been delighted that Judith kept pace with him as they cantered around the estate, taking the fences in stride.


"You told me you rode a little," he had accused her.


"I used to ride a lot. I've scarcely had time in the last ten years."


"It certainly doesn't show. I was shocked when I realized I hadn't warned you about that stream. Unless the rider is aware of it, the horses tend to balk."


"Somehow I expected it," she had replied.


When they returned to the stable, they had dismounted and, arm in arm, strolled toward the house. Safely out of sight of the stable hands, Stephen put his arms around her.


"Judith, it's definite. In three weeks the Prime Minister will announce her retirement and the new party leader will be chosen."


"You."


"I have her support. As I warned you, there are others clamoring for the post, but it should be all right. The next few weeks until the election are going to be pretty frantic. We'll have very little time together. Can you accept that?" "Yes, of course. And if I can wrap up the book while you're busy campaigning, so much the better. And incidentally, Sir Stephen, I'm delighted to see you in a riding habit instead of a business suit or evening dress. Just a touch of Ronald Colman, I think. I used to love watching old movies in the middle of the night, and he was my hands-down favorite. I'm starting to feel a bit like the lovers in Random Harvest. Smithy and Paula found each other again at about our age."


“Judith!'' Stephen's voice came from what seemed to be far away.


"Stephen, I'm sorry. I was just thinking about you and the weekend, and wondering if at this moment you look like Ronald Colman."


''Sorry to disappoint you, darling, but the comparison is unfair to the late Mr. Colman. What are you doing this evening?"


"Fixing whatever to eat and getting to the typewriter. Fieldwork is necessary but it certainly doesn't help the manuscript to expand."


"Well, do get it finished. Judith, the election will be March 13. Would a quiet April wedding suit you, preferably at Edge Barton? It's certainly the place I feel most at home in the entire world. It's meant refuge and solace and peace for me since I was born. And I sense that you have already captured something of that feeling."


"I know I have."


When Judith replaced the receiver on the cradle, she thought yearningly of preparing something simple, of going to bed and reading for a while. But she had given a precious day to the shopping at Harrods and the General Register Office.


Deciding not to pamper herself, she showered, put on warm pajamas and a robe, heated a can of soup, and went back to her desk. With satisfaction she skimmed the manuscript: the first third she devoted to the events leading up to the Civil War; the middle section to life in England during the war, the seesawing of the tides of battle, the thrown-away chances for reconciliation between the King and Parliament, and the capture, trial, and execution of Charles I. Now she was well into the return of Charles II from his exile in France, his promise of religious freedom, "liberty to tender conscience," the trial of the men who had signed the death warrant for his father.


Charles returned to England on his thirtieth birthday, May 29, 1660. Judith picked up her pen to underline her notes about the number of petitions he received from Royalists besieging him for titles and for the confiscated estates of the Cromwellians.


Her head was throbbing. The scar on her right hand began to blaze. "Oh, Vincent," she whispered. It was September 24, 1660 . . .


 


In the sixteen years since Vincent's death Lady Margaret and Sir John had lived quietly at Edge Barton. Only the execution of the King and the defeat of the Royalist troops had offered any consolation to Lady Margaret. At least the cause for which her son died had been victorious. But in those years she and John had grown apart. At her blazing insistence he had reluctantly signed the execution order for the King, and he had never forgiven himself.


 “Exile would have been sufficient,'' he told her sadly many times. "And what did we get for ourselves instead? A Lord Protector who carries himself with the attitude of royalty and whose Puritan ways have robbed England of religious freedom and of all the joys we once knew."


Loving her husband almost as much as she hated the executed King, watching John deteriorate into a forgetful old man, knowing he could not forgive her for forcing him to become a regicide, and longing daily for her lost son had changed Margaret. She knew that she had become an embittered woman. Her temper became legendary and her looking glass told her she no longer bore any resemblance to the beautiful young daughter of the Duke of Wakefield who had been the toast of the court when she married Sir John Carew. Only when she sat with John and listened as he talked more and more about the past was she able to remember how happy her life had once been.


Charles II had returned to England in May. Saying that enough blood had been shed, he offered general forgiveness except for the men who were directly involved in his father's murder. Forty-one of the fifty-nine who had signed the death warrant were still alive. Charles promised special consideration to those who turned themselves in.


Margaret did not trust the King. Clearly John had little time left. His mind was failing. Often he called for Vincent to come join him for a ride. He had begun to look into Margaret's face again with the deep love he had shown her for so many years. He spoke of going to court and planning the annual ball at Edge Barton. His shallow breathing and ashen pallor told Margaret that his heart was failing.


With the assistance of a handful of devoted servants she devised a scheme. John would set off for London to surrender to the King. The carriage would be seen leaving the estate by the tenant farmers and townspeople. And when it was dark, the coach would return. They had prepared an apartment for John in the hidden rooms that were once known as priest holes. There, in the time of Queen Elizabeth I, members of the Catholic clergy had found sanctuary as they sought to escape to France. Then the carriage would be returned to a remote spot near the road to London and made to look as though it had been attacked by highwaymen, and its occupants would be assumed to have been murdered.


The plan worked well. The coachman was handsomely paid, and on his way to the colonies in America. John's personal servant stayed with John in the hidden apartment. Margaret slipped down into the kitchen at night and with the help of Dorcas, an elderly scullery maid, prepared food for them.


When word came of the fate of the regicides who had been hanged at Charing Cross, drawn, and quartered, Margaret knew she had made the only decision possible. John would die in peace at Edge Barton.


Accompanied by a contingent of Royalist soldiers, Simon Hallett arrived at dawn on October 2. Margaret had just returned to her own room. She had spent the night with John, wrapping his frail body in her arms, feeling the chill that preceded death. She knew he had only weeks or even days to live. Hurriedly she grabbed a robe, tying it as she ran down the stairs. It had been eighteen years since she had laid eyes on Simon Hallett. When the war ended, he'd gone to join the King in exile in France. Now his once weak features had thickened. Arrogance had replaced the sly expression that so repelled her.


''Lady Margaret, how good to see you again,'' he said sardonically when she opened the great wooden door. Without waiting for her permission, he stepped past her and looked around. “Edge Barton has not been tended well since last I was here."


''While you were in France languishing at the feet of your royal master, other Englishmen were home paying heavy taxes to compensate for the cost of the war.'' Margaret hoped that her eyes did not reveal her terror. Did Simon Hallett suspect that John's carriage had not been waylaid by highwaymen? His order to the soldiers confirmed that fear.


“Search every inch of this house. There's bound to be a priest hole. But take care. Do not cause damage. As it is, it will cost enough to property restore the estate. Sir John is cowering here somewhere. We don't go back without him."


Lady Margaret summoned up all the contempt and scorn that was burning in her soul. "You are quite wrong," she told Simon. "My husband would meet you with a sword if he were here." And you would, John, she thought, but you are not here. You dwell in a happy past. . .


Room by room, the search continued through the great house. Cupboards were opened, walls tested for hollow sounds that would point to hidden passageways. Hours passed. Margaret sat in the great hall near the fire a servant had built wondering if she dared to hope. Simon roamed through the house, his impatience growing. Finally, he returned to the great hall Dorcas had just brought Margaret tea and bread. Margaret knew it was all over when Simon's gaze fell reflectively on the elderly woman. In a quick bound he was across the room, had grabbed the servant by the arms and twisted them behind her. "You know where he is,'' he said. “Tell me now.''


"Don't know what you mean, sir, please," Dorcas quavered. Her plea became a shriek as Simon twisted her arms again and the horrifying sound of cracking bone echoed through the massive room.


' I'll show you where he is," she shrieked. ''No more. No more."


"Do it, then.'' Still twisting her arms, Simon hurried the sobbing old woman up the great staircase.


Moments later two soldiers dragged the shackled body of Sir John Carew down the stairs. Simon Hallett was replacing his sword into its sheath. "That manservant did not live to regret his insolence," he told Margaret.


Numbly she got up and ran to her husband. ''Margaret, I seem to be not well," John said, his tone bewildered. ''It's very cold. Will you ask that the fire be fed. And send Vincent to me. I haven't seen the lad all morning."


Margaret put her arms around him. ' I will follow you to London." As the soldiers hustled John from the house, she stared at Simon. “Even those madmen can see his condition. And if they want to put someone on trial, let them try me. It was I who demanded my husband sign the King's death warrant."


"Thank you for that information, Lady Margaret." Hallett turned to the officer in charge. '' You witnessed her confession."


Margaret was barred from her husband's trial. Friends told her about it. “They said he was playing the part of the fool but had managed to concoct a clever getaway scheme. He has been given the regicide sentence, to be carried out in three days.''


Hanging at Charing Cross. His body drawn and quartered. His head exhibited on a spike.


“I must see the King,'' Margaret said. “I must make him understand."


Her cousins had neither understood nor forgiven her for siding with the Parliamentarians. But she was of one of the great families of England. They managed to secure an audience.


The day that John was to be executed, Margaret was ushered into the presence of Charles II. She had heard that the King had told his advisers he was weary of the hangings and wanted no more of them. She would beg that Sir John be allowed to die in peace in Edge Barton, and offer herself in his place.


Simon Hallett was standing to the right of the King. He looked amused as Margaret sank into a deep curtsy. "Sire, before you hear Lady Margaret, who can be most persuasive, may I present other witnesses?"


Aghast, Margaret watched as the captain of the guard who had arrested John was admitted and told the monarch: “Lady Margaret swore that she demanded her husband sign His Majesty's death warrant."


''But that is exactly what I am here to tell you. Sir John did not want to sign it. He has never forgiven me for forcing him to it," she cried.


"Your Majesty," Simon Hallett interrupted. "Sir John Carew's entire life, his military service, his years in Parliament show him to be a man of strong convictions, not one to be swayed by a nagging wife. It is not to excuse him that I say this, but to have you understand that despite your generous and forgiving nature, you are looking into the face of a woman who is as guilty as though she herself had signed the unpardonable document. And I have one more person I would beg you to heed—Lady Elizabeth Sethbert."


A woman in her thirties entered. Why did she look familiar? Margaret wondered. She soon understood the reason. It was Lady Elizabeth's husband who had killed Vincent. “I shall never forget, Your Majesty,'' Lady Elizabeth said, staring at Margaret with stony disdain. "As I held my husband in my arms, glad he had given his life in His Majesty's service, this woman said it was too bad his sword did not settle in the heart of the King. She then said, 'If it were mine, it would have found its mark there.' When she left I inquired her name of a Parliamentary officer, since she was clearly a woman of rank. I have never forgotten the horror of that moment and have told that tale many times, which is why Simon Hallett learned of it."















The King turned his gaze on Margaret. She had heard that he fancied himself a student of physiognomy and could read people's characters by studying their faces.


She said, ''Sire, I am here to acknowledge my guilt. Do with me whatever you wish, but spare a sick and feebleminded old man.''


"Sir John Carew is clever enough to feign madness, Sire,'' Hallett said. “And if with your gracious pardon he is allowed to return to Edge Barton, he will soon be miraculously restored to health. Then he and his wife will continue to put their heads together with their fellow high-placed and dangerous revolutionaries. These scoundrels plot for Your Majesty the same fate as our late King, your father, suffered,"


Stunned, Margaret stared at Simon. Her cousins had told her that beneath his smiling exterior Charles II was haunted by the premonition that he was destined to experience his father's fate.


"Liar!" Margaret screamed at Simon. "Liar!" She tried to rush toward the King. "Your Majesty, my husband, spare my husband."


Simon Hallett threw himself on her, knocking her to the ground, his body covering hers. She saw the glint of a dagger in his hand. Thinking he meant to stab her, Margaret tried to wrest it from him. The dagger cut deeply into the base of her thumb; then Simon forced her fingers around it as he pulled her to her feet.


"You would murder the King!" Simon shouted. "Look, Sire, she carried a weapon into this audience."


Margaret knew it was useless to protest. Blood poured from the wound as her hands were bound and she was pulled away from the royal presence. Simon followed her out. “Let me have a word with Lady Margaret,'' he told the guards. “Step back please.'' He whispered to her, "Even now Sir John is swaying from the rope at Charing Cross and his entrails are being torn from him. The King has already created me a baronet. For my reward in saving his life from your mad attack, I shall request and be granted Edge Barton."


 


Over the weekend Reza Patel had tried repeatedly to ring Judith. When her answering machine went on, he did not leave a message. He wanted to sound offhand when he suggested to her mat she come into his office for a blood pressure check, to be sure that the hypnotic drug had not physically affected her.


Monday she was out of her flat as well. On Tuesday evening, he and Rebecca stayed after office hours and once again studied the tape of Judith's hypnosis.


"Psychically something happened," Patel told Rebecca. "We know that. Look at her face. The anger, the hatred in it. What kind of creature did Judith bring back? And from where? If my theory is correct, the spirit, the essence, of the Grand Duchess Anastasia literally overwhelmed Anna Anderson. Will mat happen to Judith Chase?"


"Judith Chase is a very strong woman," Rebecca reminded him. "That was why you needed so much of the drug to regress her to childhood. You know you can't be sure that whatever she experienced didn't end when you awakened her. She had no memory of it. Isn't it presumptuous to be so certain that you have proven the Anastasia Syndrome?"


"I wish to God I were wrong, but I'm not."


"Then can't you hypnotize Judith again, regress her to the point where she brought back whatever essence she is carrying and order her to abandon it there?"


I don't know where I would be sending her." Patel shook his head. "Let me try to call her again."


 


This time the phone was picked up. He nodded to Rebecca, signaling that Judith was answering. Leaning past him, Rebecca pressed the conference call button on the answering machine.


"Yes?"


Rebecca and Patel looked at each other, puzzled. It was Judith's voice and yet not her voice. The timbre was different, the tone abrupt and haughty.


"Miss Chase? Judith Chase?"


"Judith is not here."


"Her name," Rebecca whispered.


"May I ask your name, madam? You are a friend of Miss Chase?"


"Friend? Hardly." The connection broke.


Patel buried his head in his hands. "Rebecca, what have I done? Judith is two personalities. The new one is aware of Judith's existence. She is already the dominant one."


Stephen Hallett did not get home till midnight. There had been meetings all day. Rumors of the Prime Minister's decision were everywhere. He had not been wrong in believing that his election as party leader would be challenged. Hawkins, a junior minister, was especially vociferous. "While not denying Stephen Hallett's obvious merits, I must warn you, one and all, that the old scandal will be revived. The newspapers will have a field day with it. Don't forget, Stephen came within inches of being prosecuted.''


"And was exonerated,'' Stephen shot back. He had won the skirmish. He would win the election to become party leader. But, oh God, he thought as he wearily undressed, the burden of having to live under the cloud of another man's felony. As he got into bed, he glanced at the clock. Midnight. Far too late to call Judith. He closed his eyes. Thank God that she was who and what she was. Thank God she understood why he could not allow her to begin a search for her birth family. He knew that he had asked a great deal of her by making that request. He would make it up to her for the rest of her life, he promised himself as he began to drift off to sleep.


The four-poster bed that had been in his family for nearly three hundred years creaked as he settled down. Stephen thought of the joys of sharing this bed with Judith, of the pride he would feel when she accompanied him as his wife to official functions. His last waking thought was that best of all would be their private time together in his beloved retreat, Edge Barton . . .


 


At ten after twelve, Judith looked up, saw the time, and was startled to realize that the soup on the tray beside her was cold, mat she was chilled to the bone. Concentration is one thing but this is crazy, she thought as she made her way to bed. Tossing off her robe, she gratefully pulled the covers up, bunching them at her neck. That damn scar on her hand. It was fairly bright. As she watched, it continued to fade. It shows you're getting long in the tooth when all your old scars start surfacing, she thought, as she reached over and turned out the light.


She closed her eyes and began to think of Stephen's desire for an April wedding. That would be ten or eleven weeks from now. I'll finish this damn book and then go shopping, she promised herself. She realized she was delighted Stephen had suggested they be married at Edge Barton. In these past weeks the memory of all her childhood years with her adoptive parents, all the years she'd lived in Washington with Kenneth, had faded farther and farther away. It was as though she had begun her life the night she met Stephen, as though every fiber of her being recognized that England was her home. She was forty-six, Stephen fifty-four. His family was long-lived. We might have a crack at twenty-five good years together, she reflected. Stephen. The formal and sometimes formidable manner which was a disguise for a lonely man, even, incredibly, a rather insecure man. Knowing about his father-in-law explained so much . . .


I need to know my real name, Stephen, she thought as she closed her eyes. Unless I was totally fabricating, I may be close to that knowledge now. If it is true that I was separated from my mother and sister in a doodlebug attack, I'll somehow learn the rest of the story. They were probably both killed that day. I'd like to be able to put flowers on their graves, but I solemnly promise you I won't dig up obscure cousins who may embarrass you. She fell asleep with the happy thought that she would love her life as Lady Hallett.


Judith worked at her desk all the next morning, watching with intense satisfaction the steadily growing pile of pages next to her typewriter. Her writer friends all assured her that she owed it to herself to get a computer. When I finish this one, she decided, I'll take time off. Then I can learn how to use a computer. It shouldn't be that hard to get used to one. Kenneth always called me "Mrs. Fixit"—he said that I should have been an engineer. But, she acknowledged as she stretched vigorously, traveling all over the place doing research doesn't always lend itself to finding a printer.


When she and Stephen were married, she'd get one. He'd been so afraid that she wouldn't be happy when she was busy attending official functions with him or not busy enough when left to her own devices. She was looking forward to both aspects of that life. The ten years she and Kenneth were married had been wonderful, but so hectic with both of them establishing careers. The crushing disappointment that they'd never had a child. Then these ten years of her widowhood, when work had been her goal and her salvation. Have I always been running? she wondered. Never quite at peace till now?


The sun was streaming in. Oh, to be in England now that April's there. Or January, or any month in England suited her totally. All morning she had been writing about the Restoration period when, as Samuel Pepys noted in his diary, there were a great many bonfires, and the Bow bells rang joyfully. Toasts were drunk to the King and maypoles were seen again in the villages. Brilliant colors replaced the drab gray of the Puritans, and the King and Queen rode in Hyde Park.


At one o'clock, Judith decided to go out, to walk in the area around Whitehall Palace and try to sense the relief of the people that the monarchy had been restored without another civil war. She especially wanted to visit the statue of King Charles I. The oldest and most beautiful equestrian statue in London, it had been given to a scrap dealer who was ordered to destroy it during the Cromwellian years. Recognizing its immense value and loyal to the dead King, the scrap dealer had not destroyed it, but kept it hidden until the return of Charles II. A magnificent base was commissioned to be made for it, and it was finally placed in Trafalgar Square looking directly down Whitehall at the site where Charles had been executed.


She had worked in her robe all morning. Now she showered quickly, applied lip gloss and mascara, and toweled dry her hair, noticing that it was getting too long. Not mat it looks bad, she admitted as she examined herself critically in the mirror. But at almost forty-seven I think I'd better go for the sophisticated look. Then she raised her eyebrows. You don't look forty-seven, kiddo. The image she saw was reassuring. Dark-brown hair with hints of gold. She had been blond as a young child. The English complexion. The oval face, the wide blue eyes. I wonder if I resemble my natural mother, she reflected.


She dressed hurriedly in charcoal-gray slacks, a white high-necked sweater, and boots. My uniform, she thought. 1 won't be able to get away with this in town when I'm married to Stephen. She paused, deciding between the Burberry or the new cape. The cape. She collected the knapsack with her writing pads and the reference material she might need, and set out.


 


Comely and calm, he rides


Hard by his own Whitehall:


Only the night wind glides:


No crowds, nor rebels, brawl.


 


Judith remembered the lines from the Lionel Johnson poem as she stood in Trafalgar Square and studied the magnificent statue of the executed King. The stately figure with shoulder-length hair, trim beard, erect head, and princely bearing did indeed have a peaceful expression. The stallion on which he sat seemed to be pawing the ground. Its right front hoof was raised as though it were eager to gallop.


And yet Charles I was so hated, Judith thought. What would the world have been like today if he had succeeded in destroying Parliament? Behind her she heard one of the inevitable tour groups approaching. The guide waited until his charges were gathered in a semicircle around him to begin his spiel. "What we now call Trafalgar Square was originally part of Charing Cross," he explained. "Fittingly enough, this statue was erected on the very spot where many of the regicides were executed, a subtle form of revenge for the dead King, wouldn't you think? The executions were not a pretty way to die. The condemned were hanged, drawn, and quartered, the entrails cut out of them while they still lived."


 
  
John dying like that . . .  Sick,  bewildered old man . . .


 


"January 30 was the day the King was beheaded. Come here next Tuesday and you'll see the wreath the Royal Stuart Society lays at the base. It's been a tradition since the statue was placed here. Sometimes tourists and schoolchildren add their own wreaths. Quite touching, it is."


"The statue should be razed and the fools who lay wreaths punished.''


The guide turned to Judith. "Beg your pardon, ma'am. Did you ask me something?"


 


Lady Margaret did not answer. She shifted the knapsack of books to her left hand and with her right hand, the crescent scar blazing, reached for dark glasses and folded the hood of the cape so it half covered her face.


 


For a time she walked aimlessly down the Victoria Embankment along the Thames until she reached Big Ben and the Houses of Parliament. There she waited, staring at the buildings, totally oblivious of the passersby, some of whom glanced at her curiously.


 


Her own words rang in her ears. “The statue should be razed and the fools who lay wreaths punished.'' But how, John, she wondered. How shall I go about it?


Indecisively she walked down Bridge Street, crossed Parliament Street, turned right and found herself at Downing Street. The houses at the end of the block were surrounded by policemen. One of them was 10 Downing Street. The residence of the Prime Minister. The future home of Stephen Hallett, descendant of Simon Hallett. Margaret smiled bitterly. It has taken so long, she thought. And at last I am here to do justice for John and for myself


The statue first, she decided. On January 30, she with others would lay wreaths. But hers would have an explosive hidden within the leaves and blossoms.


She remembered the gunpowder that during the Civil War had destroyed so many homes. What explosives were used now? Three blocks away she passed a building site, stopped and watched as a sweaty, muscular young man swung a sledgehammer. A cold chill made her body shudder. The ax being lifted, smashing down. The awful moment of agony, the fight to hover in this existence, waiting, always knowing that she would somehow come back. Recognizing the moment had come when Judith Chase rushed to save her.


The muscular worker had noticed her watching him. A piercing whistle came from his lips. She smiled seductively and beckoned him to join her. When she left him, it was with the promise that she would meet him in his lodgings at six.


From there she went to the Central Reference Library off Leicester Square, where a polite assistant deposited books in front of her, whispering the titles as he laid them down: The Gunpowder Plot, Authority and Conflict in the Seventeenth Century, The History of Explosives.


That evening in the sweaty arms of the laborer, between caresses and flattery, Margaret confided that she needed to destroy a rotting coachhouse on her country property and simply hadn't the money to hire a demolition company. Rob was so clever. Could he help her get some of the stuff she'd need, show her how to use it? She'd pay him well.


Rob's mouth crushed her lips. "You're a dynamite lady. Meet me 'ere tomorrow night, love. My brother's coming up from Wales. Works in a quarry there. Easy for 'im to get what you need.''


 


There were two calls from Stephen on her answering machine when Judith reached the apartment at ten o'clock. When at nine-thirty she'd walked into a pub in Soho, she'd been shocked to see how late it was. Terrified, she realized mat her last conscious memory was of standing at the statue of Charles I. That had been about two. What had she done in the intervening hours? She'd planned to search the birth records again. That's probably what I did, she thought. When I was unsuccessful again, could I have had some kind of psychological reaction? She could find no answer to that question.


With a troubled frown, she listened to Stephen's urgent request that she phone him. But first a shower, she decided. Her body ached and felt vaguely soiled. She unsnapped the cape. Whatever had made her buy it? She realized mat now she felt uncomfortable in it. Jamming it in at the end of the closet, she touched the Burberry lightly.”You're more my style," she said aloud.


She let the water of the shower wash her face and hair and body. Hot water, her delicately scented soap and shampoo, tingling cold water. For some unexplainable reason, a quote from Macbeth ran through her mind: Will all great Neptune's ocean
wash this blood clean from my hand? What made me think of that, Judith wondered. Of course, she thought as she toweled dry, that damn scar has been flaring again.


Her terry-cloth robe belted at her slender waist, a towel wrapped around her damp hair, her feet in comfortable slippers, Judith went to the phone to call Stephen. His voice told her instantly that he had been asleep. "Darling, I'm so sorry," she said.


He cut her off. "If I wake up during the night, I'll feel much better knowing I've spoken to you. Whatever have you been doing, darling? Fiona rang me. She expected you over this evening. Is anything wrong?"


"Good Lord, Stephen, I absolutely forgot." Judith bit her tongue nervously. "The machine was taking the calls and I just now checked for messages."


Stephen laughed. "A most single-minded lady. But better make your peace with Fiona, darling. She was already cross that she couldn't show me off as the potential party leader. Maybe we'll let her give us an engagement party after the election. We do owe her a lot.''


"I owe her the rest of my life," Judith said quietly. "I'll call her first thing in the morning. Good night, Stephen. I love you."


"Good night, Lady Hallett. I love you."


I despise a liar, Judith thought as she put down the receiver, and I just lied. Tomorrow she would go to see Dr. Patel. There was no Sarah Marrish or Marsh in the records book for May 1942. Had she made up everything she had told him? And if so, was her mind now playing other tricks on her as well? Why had she lost seven hours today?


 


At ten o'clock the next morning, Dr. Reza Patel's receptionist violated his order to hold telephone calls and rang through to his office to announce that Miss Chase was on the phone and it was an emergency. He and Rebecca had once again been conferring on the potential danger of Judith's condition. Patel pressed the conference and record buttons on the telephone unit. Avidly he and Rebecca listened as Judith told them about the seven-hour gap in her memory.


"I think you should come in immediately," Patel told her. "If you remember, you signed an agreement that I could tape your session. I'd like you to see that tape. Perhaps it would help you. I have no reason to believe that your childhood memory was not accurate. And don't be too troubled about what you consider a memory loss. You are a woman of tremendous powers of concentration. That was obvious when I began the hypnosis. You told me yourself that hours can go by while you're working, and you're completely unaware of their passing."


"That's true," Judith said. "But it's one thing to be at my desk when that happens and quite another to be in Trafalgar Square at two o'clock and find myself in a Soho pub at nine-thirty. I'll leave for your office now."


Today she was wearing beige slacks, brown boots, a beige cashmere sweater with a brown, beige, and yellow scarf knotted on her shoulder. The Burberry felt warm and comfortably familiar as she buttoned and belted it, again regretting the three hundred pounds she'd spent for the cape.


In Patel's office, an astonished Rebecca asked, "Surely you're not planning to show her that tape?"


"Only to the point of her regression to childhood. Rebecca, she's already asking questions. She's got to concentrate on that aspect of the session and not on what may have happened to her. We still don't know how to help her. We won't know unless we can somehow learn whom she is harboring. Quickly, make a duplicate of the tape to the point where I start to instruct her to awaken."


In the taxi on the way to Patel's office, Judith realized she was deeply worried. He had used a drug on her. She remembered the time she'd done a journalistic series on LSD and its effects. She tried to remember the consequences of using LSD. Hallucinations. Memory loss. Blackouts. Oh God, she thought, what have I done to myself?


But when, a short time later, she was watching the TV monitor, she found herself deeply stirred by what she was observing. Patel's skillful questioning. Her recounting of birthdays, her marriage to Kenneth, her adoptive parents. The way Patel worked backward to get her to early childhood. Her obvious reluctance to talk about the bombing. She felt tears sting her eyes as, in her hypnotized state, she wept for her mother and sister. And then realized something. The names. Molly. Marrish. "Stop the tape, please," she asked.


"0f course." Rebecca touched the ''stop'' button on the remote control she was holding.


"Can you go back? You see, I remember I had a speech impediment when I was a child. I was told I had a great deal of difficulty with the p sound. In the tape, I wasn't sure whether I heard that my sister's name was 'Molly' or 'Polly.' And turn up the volume where I say 'Marrish' or 'Marsh.' It's really not clear, is it?"


Intently they watched. "It's possible," Patel said. "You might have been trying to say something like 'Parrish.' "


Judith got up. "At least it's another avenue to search— after I finish with Marsh and Marrish, and March and Markey and Markham and Marmac and God knows how many others. Doctor, tell me frankly. Is there anything I ought to know about that treatment? Why did 1 lose those hours yesterday?"


She felt that Patel was weighing his words. He sat at the massive desk toying with a paper opener. In the corner she noticed the table and mirror. She'd been walking toward that table when she had the vision of a young child.


Reza Patel watched Judith glance in the direction of the table and knew exactly what she was thinking. With a flash of relief, he realized he had found a way to answer her. "You came to me last week because you were having recurring hallucinations, which I would prefer to call memory breakthroughs. That process is continuing, perhaps in a slightly varied way. Yesterday you were on your way to the Register of Births. You had already suffered one intense disappointment there. I would suggest that you probably returned and fruitlessly searched the records for a second time. I believe that is why your mind again did what it has taught itself to do. It blocked out. Judith, you may have caught something significant today. Perhaps the name you were trying to pronounce is Parrish, not Marrish, or a name similar to Parrish. You have been frustrated that you cannot find the information you want quickly. I beg you, give yourself more of a chance. Be aware of anything unusual, a flashback, a sense of having lost hours, a name or thought that crosses your mind that seems inappropriate to you. The mind has a strange way of trying to offer us clues when we probe the subconscious."


It made sense, but Judith repeated her question. "Then there was nothing about the treatment, about the drug you used, that might be causing some kind of reaction now?"


Rebecca studied the television remote control unit which she was still holding. Reza Patel raised his eyes and looked straight into Judith's. "Absolutely not."


When Judith left, Patel asked Rebecca despairingly, "What could I tell her?" "The truth," Rebecca said quietly. "What good would it do to terrify her?" "I think what you would be doing is warning her."


 


Judith went directly back to the apartment. She did not want to risk going to the General Register Office again today. Instead she settled at the desk, her notebooks open around her, the aging typewriter that knew the feel of her fingers on the stand to her left. She worked steadily until early afternoon, feeling the comfort and security of knowing that the book was going well. At two o'clock, she hurriedly prepared a sandwich and a pot of tea and brought the tray back to her desk. A long afternoon of writing might complete the next chapter. She was having a late dinner with Stephen.


At four-thirty, she began to retype her notes on the trial of the regicides: ''Some would say that their trials were fair, that they were given more consideration than they had offered to their King. Standing in the crowded courtroom, over the jeers of the Royalist mob, they stoutly proclaimed their commitment to conscience, their faith that their God would judge them kindly.''


Her fingers fell from the keyboard. The scar on her hand began to throb. Judith pushed back the chair and glanced at the clock. There was an appointment she had made, wasn't there?


 


Lady Margaret hurried to the closet and reached for the green cape. You thought you could hide it, Judith, she jeered. She fastened it at the neck but before she pulled the hood around her face, she reached up and twisted her hair into a chignon. Hurrying back for Judith's oversized shoulder bag, she found the dark glasses and left the apartment.


 


Rob was waiting for her in his room. Two cans of beer were on the windowsill. "You're late," he told her.


 


Lady Margaret smiled coyly at him. ''Not willingly. It isn't always too easy to get away."


“Where is your place, love?'' he asked as he unbuttoned her cape and put his arms around her.


"In Devon. Did you bring what you promised?'' "Plenty of time for that.”


An hour later, lying beside him on the rumpled bed, Margaret listened with rapt attention as Rob explained: “Now you know you could get yourself blown to kingdom come with this stuff, so mind what I'm showing you. I brought you enough to pull down Buckingham Palace, but I 'ave to admit I fancy you. Same time tomorrow night?''


“Of course. And I did promise to pay you for your trouble. Will two hundred pounds do?"


 


At ten of nine, Judith looked up. My God, she thought. The car will be here any minute. She rushed into the bedroom to change, then decided to shower. It's just that I'm so dam stiff, she thought, sitting so long. She could not understand why again tonight she felt somehow soiled.


 


Monday, January 30 was cold and clear, the sun brilliantly bright, the air dry and exhilarating. Teachers kept anxious watch over streams of schoolchildren as they gathered behind the students who had been chosen to place the wreath at the statue of Charles I.


Other floral offerings were already piled there. Cameras clicked and escorted tourist groups listened attentively to the drama of the life and death of the executed King.


Lady Margaret had already placed her wreath. Now she listened cynically as a twelve-year-old, bespectacled and shyly proud, began to recite the Lionel Johnson poem.


'“By the Statue of King Charles at Charing Cross,”' he announced.


A constable was standing by, smiling at the earnest faces of the children. The two holding the wreath were obviously aware of their importance. Scrubbed and shining they are, he thought. Well-trained, polite British children, honoring their badly-treated monarch. The constable glanced at the wreaths already piled against the base of the statue. His eyes narrowed. Smoke. There was smoke filtering slowly through the pile of flowers.


"Get back!'' he shouted. ''Back, all of you!'' Dashing forward, he ran in front of the children. ''Turn, run, I tell you. Get back.'' Frightened and bewildered, the children turned, and the circle around the statue widened. "Back, can't you hear me?" he thundered. “Clear a space.''


Now the tourists, understanding danger, began to stampede away.


Frozen with anger, Margaret watched as the constable shoved aside the wreaths, picked up the brown paper package she had placed beneath her flowers and flung


it into the clear area. Screams and frightened cries mingled with the explosion as flying shrapnel fell on the crowds.


As she slipped away, Margaret was aware that one tourist was recording the scene with a videocamera. Pulling her hood closer around her face, she vanished into the crowds of passersby who were rushing to assist the injured children. Big Ben was tolling noon.


 


She was wasting too much time walking, Judith decided as she went through the revolving door of the General Register Office at half past twelve. Granted she'd worked almost from dawn at her desk. Still, it shouldn't have taken her nearly an hour to walk here from the apartment. That hour would have been better spent examining the records.


It was becoming harder and harder to conceal what she was doing from Stephen. His interest in her research had at first delighted her. Now that she was regularly spending hours at the General Register Office and in the Library examining records of the 1942 bombings of London, she knew she sounded too vague when Stephen questioned her about her activities. And I'm getting damn careless, she thought. Somehow she had lost two hundred pounds from her wallet.


As Judith followed the familiar path to the shelves of records she thought, dear God, something else—I just never remember to ring Fiona. When I take a break, I'll do it from here.


She studiously avoided going to the P file until she satisfied herself that there was no birth entry under any possible derivation of the name Marrish that she had missed for the month of May in any 1942 volume.



An elderly woman obligingly made room for her at the crowded table.


"Absolutely frightful, isn't it?" she asked. At Judith's puzzled look she added, "Half an hour ago someone tried to blow up the statue of Charles the First. Dozens of children with cuts and bruises. They'd have been killed except for a quick-thinking constable who saw the smoke and realized something was wrong. Disgraceful, isn't it? These terrorists deserve the death penalty and let me tell you, Parliament had better face up to it."


Shocked, Judith asked for details. "I was just there the other day," she said. "The tourist guide was talking about the ceremony of laying wreaths on the statue today. People who can leave bombs around must be crazy."


Still shaking her head in disbelief, she again took down the quarterly 1942 volumes and consulted her notes. She thought of the tape Patel had given her. I said "May" clearly, she thought. "Fork" could only have been four. But did I mean four, or fourteen, or twenty-four? I was obviously trying to say "doodlebug." Her research had shown that the first doodlebug fell on London June 13, 1944. One landed near Waterloo Station on June 24. I remember getting on a train, Judith thought. I was wearing only a light sweater over the dress so it must have been fairly warm. Suppose we were going to Waterloo that day. Mother and my sister were killed. I wandered into the station and climbed on the train. I was found the next morning in Salisbury. That would explain why no one from London who might have known me saw my picture.


She had said she lived on Kent Court. A doodlebug had fallen on Kensington High Street on June 13, 1944. A few days later another had hit Kensington Church Street. Kensington Court was a residential street in the vicinity.


The Peter Pan statue was in Kensington Gardens, the park that adjoined the area.
One of her hallucinations had been of watching a toddler touch the Peter Pan statue. Her maps and research had proved that if she had lived in the area of Kensington it was possible that she had witnessed the first of the doodlebug attacks.


Judith felt herself begin to shiver. It was happening again. The table and the bookshelves disappeared. The room became dark. The toddler. She could see her stumbling through the rubble, hear her sobbing. The train. The open door. The packages and sacks piled inside.


The image vanished but this time Judith realized she had welcomed it. I am making breakthroughs, she thought triumphantly. It was some kind of freight car. That's why no one saw me. I laid down on something bumpy and fell asleep. The dates fit.


The next day, June 25, 1944, Amanda Chase, the Wren who was the bride of an American Naval officer, Edward Chase, came upon a two-year-old, wandering alone in Salisbury, her handmade smocked dress and wool sweater smudged and dirty. The child, silent and wide-eyed, unable to speak, suspicious at first, then reaching for friendly arms. The child without identification. The child no one claimed. Amanda and Edward Chase visited the little girl, whom they named Judith, at the orphanage, took her out on excursions. When she began to speak, she called them Mummy and Daddy. Two years later, after the efforts to find her natural family ended without success, Amanda and Edward Chase had been allowed to adopt Judith.


Judith still remembered the day she had waited for them to pick her up at the orphanage. "May I really live with you?"


Amanda, her brown eyes smiling, hugging her. "We did our best to find whoever let you go. But now you're ours."


   Edward Chase, the man who became her father, tall and quiet and loving. "Judith, there's an overused line about adoption: 'We chose you.' In this case it's entirely appropriate."


They were so good to me, Judith thought with renewed hope as she began another long and tedious search through the birth records. I was so happy with them.


Edward Chase, a graduate of Annapolis, had elected to make the Navy his career. After the war, he'd become Naval Military Attache to the White House. Judith had vague memories of Easter Egg hunts on the White House lawn, of President Truman asking her what she was going to be when she grew up. Later, Edward Chase became military attache in Japan, then ambassador to Greece and to Sweden.


Who could have asked for more loving parents? Judith wondered as she turned the book to the section with names that began with M. They had been in their thirties when they adopted her, died within a year of each other eight years ago, left their considerable assets to their "beloved daughter, Judith."


And now she was realizing their passing had freed her from a feeling of guilt or disloyalty as she tried to find the people who had begotten her. Hours passed. Marsh. March. Mars. Merrit. There was absolutely no derivation of Marrish, of any name beginning with M, in the records of May 1942 that had "Sarah" as a first or middle name. It was time to look under P in hope that maybe, just maybe she had tried to say "Parrish."


Her fingers ran down the pages of the names beginning with P until she found the name Parrish. Parrish, Ann, District Knightsbridge; Parrish, Arnold, District Piccadilly. And then she saw it.


 


                                               Mother's    District      Vol.  Page 


                                                Name


Parrish     Mary Elizabeth     Travers       Kensington   6B    32


 


Parrish! Kensington! Oh God, she thought. Holding her index finger on that line, she raced through the rest of the page. Parrish, Norman, District Liverpool; Parrish, Peter, District Brighton; Parrish, Richard, District Chelsea; Parrish, Sarah Courtney, Mother's Name Travers, District, Kensington, Vol. 6B, Page 32.


Not daring to believe that she understood what she was reading, Judith rushed up to the clerk at the desk. "What does this mean?" she asked.


The clerk had a small transistor radio on her desk, the volume turned so low it was almost inaudible. Reluctantly she tore herself away from the BBC news. "Terrible, the bombing," she announced. She paused. "I'm sorry. What is your question?"


Judith pointed to the names Mary Elizabeth and Sarah Courtney Parrish. "They were born the same day. Their mother's maiden name was the same. Does that suggest they might have been twins?"


"It would certainly look so. And great care is taken about who was the older twin. Often it means who inherits the title, you see. Do you want to purchase the full birth certificates?"


"Yes, of course. And another question. Isn't Polly a nickname for Mary in England?"


"Very often. My own cousin, for example. Now to obtain the birth certificates, you'll have to fill out the proper forms and pay five pounds each. They can be mailed to you."


"How much information do they give?"


"Oh, quite a bit," the clerk replied. "Date and place of birth. Mother's maiden name. Father's name and occupation. Home address."


Judith walked back to the apartment in a daze. As she passed a newsstand she saw the glaring headlines that told of the bombing in Trafalgar Square. Pictures of bleeding children covered the front page. Sickened at the sight, Judith bought the paper and read it as soon as she was home. At least, she thought, none of the injuries were life-threatening. The paper was filled with news of the stormy session in Parliament. The Home Secretary, Sir Stephen Hallett, had made a dramatic speech: "I have long argued the need for the death penalty for terrorists. These despicable people have today planted a bomb at a place they knew would be visited by schoolchildren. If one of those children had been killed, shouldn't the terrorists be worrying now about their own necks? Does the Labour party agree or shall we continue to coddle these would-be murderers?"


Another news item said that the explosive had been gel-ignite, and a massive search had been started to trace purchases and check reports of theft of the deadly component.


Judith put down the newspaper and glanced at her watch. It was nearly six. She knew that Stephen would be calling, and that she'd better be able to say she had been in touch with Fiona.


Fiona was far too interested in the events of the day to be cross about Judith's neglect of her. "My dear, most frightful, wasn't it? Parliament in an absolute uproar. When the election is called, the death penalty will certainly be an issue. Can't help but benefit dear Stephen. People are simply outraged. Poor old King Charles. I gather they wanted to blow his statue to smithereens. Such a shame it would have been. Absolutely the most ravishing equestrian statue in the kingdom. Now there are a few statues I wouldn't mind seeing off to the scrapyard. Some of them look as though the horses should be pulling wagons, not seating kings. Oh well."


Stephen phoned fifteen minutes later. "Darling, I'll be very late tonight. I'm meeting with the Commissioner from Scotland Yard and some of his people."


"Fiona told me about the uproar in Parliament over the bombing. Have any terrorists claimed responsibility?"


''Not so far. That's why I'm meeting with Scotland Yard. As Home Secretary, acts of terrorism come under my jurisdiction. I'd hoped as a civilized nation that when we outlawed execution, it would be for all time but today certainly proves the need for the death penalty. I believe it would be a deterrent."


''I gather that many people agree with you, but I'm afraid I can't. The thought of execution makes my blood run cold."


''Ten years ago I felt exactly the same way," Stephen said quietly. "Not anymore. Not when so many innocent lives are in constant danger. Darling, I must run. I'll try not to be too late."


"Whatever time you get here, I'll be waiting."


 


Reza Patel and Rebecca Wadley were about to leave for dinner when the phone rang in his office. Rebecca picked it up. "Miss Chase, how good to hear your voice. How are you? The doctor's right here."


In the movement that had become automatic, Patel pressed the conference and record buttons. He and Rebecca listened as Judith told them about her discovery. "I've been longing to talk about it," she said happily, "and realized you and Rebecca are the only two people alive who know about me and can understand what's happening. Doctor, you're miraculous. Sarah Courtney Parrish. Quite a nice name, don't you think? When I receive the birth certificates, I'll have a street address. Isn't it incredible that Polly was my twin?''


"You're turning into a very good detective," Patel observed, trying to sound buoyant.


"Research," Judith laughed. "After a while you learn how to follow threads. But I have to put it off for a few days. Tomorrow I must stay at the typewriter, and there's an exhibition at the National Portrait Gallery I want to see. It has a lot of court scenes from Charles I. Should be interesting."


"What time will you be there?" Patel asked quickly. "I'm planning to visit it myself. Maybe we can have a cup of tea."


"Lovely. Would three o'clock do?"


When he replaced the receiver on the cradle, Rebecca asked Patel, "What point is there in meeting her at the gallery?"


"I have no reason to ask her to come in here again, and I'd like to see if I detect any indication of personality modification in her."


 


Judith changed to peach silk lounging pajamas and matching slippers, undid her hair from the chignon, brushed it loose around her shoulders, put on fresh makeup, and sprayed Joy eau de cologne on her wrists. She prepared a salad and scrambled eggs for dinner. With a pot of tea, she put the dishes on the inevitable tray and absentmindedly ate as she outlined her next chapter. At nine, she laid out a plate of cheese and crackers and the brandy snifters, then went back to her desk.


It was eleven-fifteen when Stephen arrived. His face was gray with fatigue. Silently he put his arms around her. "My God, it's good to be here."


Judith massaged his shoulders as she kissed him. Then, arms around each other, they went to sit on the overstuffed maroon damask couch that was obviously a treasured possession of Lady Beatrice Ardsley. An old comforter which covered the back and arms was tucked behind the frame and cushions, then fell protectively over the cushions to the floor. Judith poured the brandy and handed a glass to Stephen. " I really do think that in honor of the future Prime Minister I should take this exhausted comforter off and trust that you won't put your feet on Lady Ardsley's precious settee."


She was rewarded by a hint of a smile. "Be careful. If I close my eyes, I'm sure I'll end up curled on it for the night. What a hell of a day, Judith."


"How did the Scotland Yard meeting go?"


"Well enough. Fortunately, a Japanese tourist was grinding away with his videocamera and we'll have the film. There were also many people in the area snapping pictures. The media is requesting that all those pictures be turned in. There'll be a substantial reward if any of them lead to the arrest and conviction of the perpetrator. You see, one bit of luck is that the bomb must have started smoking within a minute or two after it was placed. Just possibly we'll get a picture of someone laying it at the base of the statue."


"I hope so. The pictures of those bleeding children were heartbreaking." Judith was about to say they reminded her of the hallucinations she had been having about the child caught in air raids, then closed her lips. It was hard, she thought, not to tell the man she loved so dearly that she believed she had learned her true identity.


There was a safe way to keep from revealing her secret. 


Slipping over on the couch, she put her arms around Stephen's neck.


 


Deputy Assistant Commissioner Philip Barnes was head of the Anti-Terrorist Branch at Scotland Yard. A slight, soft-spoken man in his late forties with thinning brown hair and hazel eyes, he looked more like a country preacher than a senior police official. His men had quickly learned that the soft voice could become a scathing weapon when they were on the carpet for anything from a minor offense to an incredible blunder. Still they respected Barnes to the point of awe, and some even had the courage to genuinely like him.


This morning Commissioner Barnes was both angry and pleased. Angry that the terrorists would select so meaningless a target as the equestrian statue and that they chose a day when the statue would be surrounded by children and tourists; pleased that no one had been killed or maimed. He was also frustrated. "It doesn't make sense for the Libyans or Iranians to go for the statue," he said. "If the IRA wanted to bomb a monument, they'd have gone after Cromwell. He was the one who decimated their country, not poor old Charles."


His men waited, knowing he did not expect an answer.


"How many pictures have come in?" he asked.


"Dozens," his senior aide, Commander Jack Sloane, answered. Sloane was long and lean with neutral coloring, sandy hair, light blue eyes, the rugged complexion of the year-round athlete. The brother of a baronet, he was a close friend of Stephen's. His family's country home, Bindon Manor, was six miles from Edge Barton. "Some of them still needing development, sir. It's being done now. We also have that videotape when you're ready to see it."


"How about the investigation of the explosive?"


"We may have a lead already. The foreman of a quarry


in Wales has been searching the site for a quantity of missing gelignite."


"When did he realize it was missing?"


"Four days ago."


The phone rang. Commissioner Barnes's secretary had been told to hold calls except for one person's. "Sir Stephen,'' Barnes said even before he picked up the phone.


Swiftly he told Stephen about the missing gelignite, the tourists' pictures, the videotape. "We're just about to see it, sir. I'll report if it's promising."


Five minutes later in the darkened room, they watched as the tape was played. They had expected the usual uneven results of an amateur photographer and were pleasantly surprised to see a crisp, well-focused segment. The panorama of the area at Trafalgar Square. The close-up of the statue and its base. The floral wreaths already placed there.


"Stop," Sloane ordered.


The operator of the videocamera, familiar with this kind of order, instantly froze the film.


"Back up a frame or two."


"What do you see?" Commissioner Barnes demanded.


"That wisp of smoke. When this picture was taken, the bomb was already there."


"Damn shame the camera didn't catch the person placing it!" Barnes exploded. "All right. Keep running."


The schoolchildren. The tourists. The students holding the wreath. The self-conscious beginning of the poem. The constable rushing toward the statue, forcing the children away from it.


"That man should be put up for the George Cross," Barnes muttered.


The people scattering. The explosion. The camera panning about.


"Hold it." 


Again the operator stopped the camera and retraced the previous frames.


"That woman in the cape and dark glasses. She realized she was being filmed. Look at the way she's pulling the hood around her face. Every other adult in the crowd is rushing to help the children. She's turning away." Sloane turned to one of the assistants. "I want her picture plucked out of every frame in this film. Blow it up. Let's see if we can identify her. We might be onto something."


Someone snapped on the lights. "And by the way," Sloane added. "Pay special attention to see if any of the tourists caught the woman in the cape in their snapshots."


 


That afternoon as Judith was dressing to go to the National Portrait Gallery, she reluctantly decided to wear a pale gray suit, heels, and her sable coat. In the few days since Stephen had been elected party leader, there had been a number of profiles of him in various newspapers, and they had all referred to him as the most eligible and attractive older single man in England. Not since Heath had there been an unmarried Prime Minister, one paper noted, and there were unconfirmed rumors that Sir Stephen had a romantic interest that would please the English people.


That quote had come from the gossip columnist, Harley Hutchinson. So I'd better not go out looking like a Greenwich Village hippie, Judith thought, sighing as she carefully brushed her hair and applied eye shadow and mascara. She then fastened a rose-shaped silver pin on the lapel of her suit and studied her reflection.


Twenty years ago, she had married Kenneth in the traditional white gown and veil. What would she wear when she married Stephen? A simple late afternoon dress, she decided. With a very small group of friends present. There had been nearly three hundred at the reception at the Chevy Chase Country Club all those years ago. To have it happen twice in a lifetime, she mused. No one deserves that much happiness.


She transferred her wallet and makeup kit to the gray suede purse that matched her pumps, and dug out a smaller version of her oversized shoulder bag. All gussied up or not, I need my notebooks, she thought ruefully.


The National Portrait Gallery was on St. Martin's Place and Orange Street. The special exhibition was of court scenes from the Tudors through the Stuarts. The paintings had been borrowed from private collections all over Britain and the Commonwealth, and the lesser figures in the paintings who could be identified were listed in framed plaques. When Judith arrived, the gallery was still quite crowded, and with some amusement she watched as people peered down the printed lists within the plaques, obviously hoping to locate some long-forgotten ancestor.


She was particularly interested in seeing the court scenes in which Charles I, Oliver Cromwell, and Charles II were depicted. Working her way backward, she compared the festive dress of the returned ''Merry Monarch,'' Charles II, to the sternly plain Puritan-type garb of Cromwell's intimates. The court scenes of Charles I and his consort, Henrietta Maria, were especially intriguing. She knew that, ignoring the stony disapproval of the Puritans, Queen Henrietta had delighted in pageants. One painting in particular caught her eye: The setting was Whitehall Palace. The King and Queen were the central figures. The members of the court were obviously dressed for a pageant. Shepherds' crooks, angel wings, halos, and gladiators' swords abounded.


"Miss Chase, how are you?"


Judith had been drinking in the painting.


Startled, she turned around and saw Dr. Patel. His even featured face was smiling but she noticed that the expression in his eyes was serious. Lightly she touched his arm. "Doctor, you seem very somber."


He bowed slightly. "And I was thinking that you look very beautiful." He lowered his voice. "I will say it again. Sir Stephen is indeed a fortunate man."


Judith shook her head. "Not here, please. From what I can see, this place is alive with press." She turned to the painting. "Isn't this fascinating?" she asked. "When you think this was painted in 1640, just before His Majesty dissolved the Short Parliament."


Reza Patel stared at the picture. Beneath it the plaque read: "Unknown Artist. Believed to have been painted between 1635 and 1640.''


Judith pointed to a handsome couple standing near the seated King. "Sir John and Lady Margaret Carew," she told Patel.” They were both upset that day. They knew what would happen if the King dissolved Parliament. Lady Margaret's ancestors had been M.P.s since the inception of Parliament. Her family was terribly split over allegiance at that time."


Patel read the information on the plaque. Other than the King and Queen, their eldest son, Charles, Duke of York, and a half dozen royal relatives, the other figures in the painting were unidentified. "Your research must be superb," he said.'' You should have offered it to the historians here."


Lady Margaret realized she should not have told Reza Patel about John and herself. Turning abruptly from him, she hurried from the gallery.


At the door he caught up with her and stopped her. "Miss Chase, Judith. What is wrong?"


She stared him down. Her tone haughty, she said,  Judith is not here now.''


"Who are you?" he asked urgently. Startled, he observed the angry red scar on her right hand.


She pointed to the painting. “I've already told you. I am Lady Margaret Carew.''


Breaking away from him, she hurried outside.


Stunned, Patel went back to the painting and studied the figure whom Judith had indicated was Lady Margaret Carew. He realized there was a striking resemblance between her and Judith.


Sick with apprehension, he left the gallery, unaware of the pleasant buzz of conversation of the people who tried to greet him. At least, he told himself, I know who is present in Judith's body. Now he would have to learn what had happened to Margaret Carew and try to anticipate her next move.


The wind had become sharp. He turned to walk down St. Martin's Place and felt his arm taken. "Dr. Patel," Judith laughed. "I'm so terribly sorry. I was so engrossed in looking at the paintings that I started home before I remembered that we planned to have tea. Forgive me."


Her right hand. As Reza Patel watched, the scar faded into a barely discernible outline.


The next day, February 1st, brought teeming, chilling rain. Judith decided to stay in the apartment and work at her desk. Stephen phoned to say he was going to Scotland Yard and then to the country. "Vote Conservative, Vote Hallett," he joked. "A pity, you Yankee, I can't count on your vote."


"You'd have it," Judith told him. "And maybe you can use this. My father used to tell me that in Chicago half the poor souls in the cemeteries were still on the voters' list."


"You must teach me how it's done." Stephen laughed. His tone changed. "Judith, I'll be going to Edge Barton for a few days. The trouble is, I'll hardly be home, but would you like to come down? Knowing you were there at the end of the day would mean so much to me."


Judith hesitated. On the one hand, she wanted desperately to go back to Edge Barton. On the other, Stephen's total preoccupation with the upcoming campaign freed her to quietly try to discover her past. Finally she said, "I want to be there. I want to be with you. But I don't work as well away from my desk. We'll scarcely see each other, so I think it's better if I stay put here. By the time the election comes, I intend to be mailing a completed manuscript to my editor. If I can achieve that, I assure you, I'll feel like a new woman."


"Once the election is over, I won't be patient, darling."


"I hope not. God bless, Stephen. I love you."


In Scotland Yard a room had been set aside to display the enlarged snapshots that had been turned in. Several of them included glimpses of the woman in the dark glasses and cape. None of the pictures offered much more than a profile. The hood of the cape almost covered the woman's face, even before she pulled it closer when she noticed the videocamera. All the pictures that included her had been blown up and her image taken from them. "About five eight or so," Commander Sloane observed. "Quite slender, don't you think? Not more than eight or nine stone. Dark hair and an angry mouth. Doesn't help much, does it?"


Inspector David Lynch came into the room, his footsteps brisk. "Think we have something, sir. Another set of pictures just arrived. Look at this, won't you?"


The new pictures showed the woman in the cape placing a wreath at the base of the statue of Charles I. The camera had caught the corner of the brown paper parcel beneath the wreath.


"Well done," Sloane said.


"That isn't the half of it," Lynch told him. "We've been asking questions at all the local construction sites. A foreman tipped us off that a very attractive woman in a dark cape was flirting with one of his crew, Rob Watkins, and that Watkins bragged she was coming to his lodgings." Lynch waited, obviously enjoying what he was about to say. "We just talked to Watkins's landlady. Not ten days ago, he had a visitor. She came two evenings about six o'clock, stayed a couple of hours in his room. The lady had dark hair, dark glasses, looked to be in her late thirties or early forties, and she wore a dark green cape with a hood, a very expensive one, the landlady reports. Also wore very expensive leather boots, carried an oversized shoulder bag, and as the landlady reported, 'thought she was the Queen herself, the manner of her. Very haughty.' "


"I think we'd better have a chat with Mr. Rob Watkins immediately," Sloane said. He turned to an assistant. ''Take down all the enlarged pictures of the lady in the cape. Let's see if we can get this fellow to pick her out of the crowd without giving him any help."


"Another interesting thing,'' Lynch went on.”The landlady says the woman was undoubtedly English, but that she had a strange accent, or manner of speaking."


"What's that supposed to mean?" Sloane snapped.


''From what I gather it was the cadence of her speech that seemed odd. The landlady says it was like listening to one of those old films in which people use words like 'forsooth.' "


He shook his head at the expression on Commander Sloane's face. "Sorry, sir. I don't understand it either."


On February 10 the Prime Minister made her long-expected announcement. She would go to the Queen and ask Her Majesty to dissolve Parliament. She would not be seeking reelection.


On February 12 Stephen was elected Conservative Party Leader. On February 16 the Queen dissolved Parliament and the campaign began.


Judith joked to Stephen that if she wanted to see him she turned on her television set. When they did manage to meet it was usually at his home. His car would pick her up and Rory would drive around the house to the back entrance. That way it was possible to avoid the attention of the ever-present media.


Nevertheless, Judith realized that it was a blessed coincidence that Stephen was away campaigning at the same time that she was completing her book. Eagerly she awaited the moment the birth certificates would arrive. Her moods ranged from anticipation to fear. Suppose Sarah Parrish was only someone she had known as a small child? What then?


She knew that when she was married to the Prime Minister of England, she would always be recognizable. There would be no private mission like this possible for her then.


Stephen called her early every morning and again late in the evening. His voice was often hoarse from the speech-making. She could sense his fatigue as they talked. "It's going to be much closer than we anticipated, darling," he told her. "Labour is fighting hard, and after over a decade of a Conservative government, there are many who will vote for change for the sake of change." The worry in his voice was enough for Judith to completely absolve him of selfishness in not helping her search for her identity. She could only compare his disappointment if he failed to become Prime Minister to what her own anguish would be if she suddenly sat in front of her typewriter and realized that she could no longer write, that the gift was gone . . .


To accommodate her need to finish the book and to continue her search, Judith set her alarm earlier and earlier. Now she arose at four in the morning, worked until noon, prepared a sandwich and a pot of tea, and worked until eleven.


Every few days she walked in the Kensington area, thinking that given enough concentration, one of the old apartment buildings that lined the lovely streets might suddenly look familiar. Now she wished she could see the phantom toddler running ahead of her, running into the entrance of the dwelling that might have been their home. In the hallucinations she had experienced, had she seen herself or Polly? she wondered, and was rewarded by the immediate thought, I always followed Polly. She could run faster. . . The window to the past was opening a little more . . . Why was it taking so long for the birth certificates to come?


It was not the social season in London. Fiona was in a hard fight for her own seat in Parliament. The parties and dinners to which Judith received invitations were easy to refuse. She kept track of time carefully and was certain she had no more memory lapses. Dr. Patel phoned her regularly, and it amused her that his tone at the beginning of the conversation was always apprehensive, as if he expected her to report some sinister aberration.


On February 28, she completed the first draft of her book, read it through, and realized there would be very little rewriting needed before sending it to her publisher. That night Stephen arrived from Scotland, where he'd been campaigning for the Conservative candidates.


They had not seen each other for nearly ten days. When she opened the door for him, they stood for a long moment looking at each other. Stephen sighed as he held her close before he kissed her. Judith felt the warmth and strength of his arms, the beating of his heart, as he drew her to him. Their lips met and her arms tightened around his neck. Again she was aware that as dearly as she had loved Kenneth, in Stephen's arms she felt the completion of all that was possible between a man and woman.


Over drinks they compared notes, each agreeing that the other looked exhausted. "Darling, you're much too thin," Stephen told her. "How much weight have you lost?"


"I'm not keeping track. Don't worry. I'll put it all back when the book goes in. And incidentally, Sir Stephen, you've shed a few pounds yourself."


"The Americans think they have a market on rubber chicken. They're quite wrong. By the way, I'd better phone the house and tell them to expect us for dinner.''


"No need. I sent out for all the makings. Very simple. Chops and salad and a wonderfully large baked potato for carbohydrate energy. Will that do?"


"And not a single constituent to wish me luck or badger me about taxes."


They worked together in the tiny kitchen, Judith preparing the salad, Stephen proclaiming himself a master at grilling chops to the point of perfection. Stephen, his sleeves rolled up, a chef's apron enveloping him, seemed to Judith to visibly shed the lines of fatigue from around his eyes. "When I was a boy," he said, "my mother gave all the servants Sundays off unless we were having weekend guests. She loved to go down into the kitchen and cook for my father and me. I've always missed those wonderful days when we were completely alone. I suggested we carry on the tradition when Jane and I were married."


"What did Jane say?" Judith asked, suspecting the answer.


Stephen chuckled. "She was appalled.'' He gave another glance at the chops. "About three minutes more, I think."


"Salad ready to go on the table. Potatoes and rolls already there." Judith rinsed her hands, dried them, and cupped Stephen's face in her palms. "Would you like to reinstate the old tradition? When I'm not a slave to the typewriter, I'm a darn good cook."


Four minutes later, as they were still wrapped in each other's arms, Stephen sniffed, then said in an alarmed voice, "Good God, the chops!"


The search for the woman who had set the bomb at the base of King Charles's statue had come to a dead end. The young construction worker, Rob Watkins, had been interrogated relentlessly but to no avail. He quickly identified the woman in the dark cape in the photos taken at King Charles's statue as the woman to whom he had given the gelignite, but adamantly stuck to his story that Margaret Carew had told him she planned to use it to demolish an old house on her property in Devonshire. Watkins's background was exhaustively researched. Scotland Yard concluded that he was exactly what he seemed to be: a laborer who fancied himself a womanizer, totally uninterested in politics, and the sort whose brother would help himself to anything he wanted from a quarry. The mantel of the fireplace in his parents' cottage in Wales was newly constructed of valuable slabs of marble that exactly matched the marble used in the brother's last job.


Reluctantly Deputy Assistant Commissioner Philip Barnes agreed with his senior aide, Commander Jack Sloane, that Watkins had" been used for a fool by the dark-haired woman in the cape. Watkins's insistence that the woman who called herself Margaret Carew had a vivid scar at the base of her right thumb was the one clue on which they could pin some hope.


Watkins's information was kept from the media. He was charged with receiving stolen property and remanded on bail, which he was unable to raise. The charge of aiding a terrorist was held over his head pending his future cooperation. Every constable in England was given an enlarged picture of the woman in the cape and dark glasses, with instructions to be on the lookout for her. They were particularly warned to watch for a dark-haired woman around forty years old with a scar on her hand.


As the election loomed closer, the story about the bombing of the statue receded from public interest. No one had been seriously injured, after all. No group had claimed responsibility. Black humor began to emerge on the television programs. "Poor old Charles. Not satisfied with chopping off his head, three hundred years later they're trying to blow him up. Give him a break."


Then on March 5, there was an explosion in the Tower of London in the room where the Crown jewels were on display. Forty-three people were injured, six seriously, and a guard and an elderly American tourist were killed.


 


On the morning of March 5, Judith realized that she was not satisfied with her description of the Tower of London. She felt that she had not managed to convey the awesome fear that must have been experienced by the regicides and their accomplices who had been lodged there. She knew that a visit to the site she was describing could often help her to find the mood she was seeking to portray.


The day was crisp and windy. She buttoned her Burberry, tied on a silk kerchief, dug gloves out of her pockets, and decided against carrying her shoulder bag. The long hours were getting to her, she admitted to herself, and the weight of the bag was causing her shoulder to ache. Instead, she put money and a handkerchief in her pocket. She did not intend to take notes. She simply wanted to wander around the Tower.


As usual the inevitable tourists filled the courtyards and rooms. Guides speaking in a dozen languages explained the history of the massive palace. "In 1066 when the Duke of Normandy was crowned King of England, he immediately began to fortify London against possible attack. Originally the Tower was conceived and built as a fort, but some ten years later a massive stone tower was built and became known as the Tower of London.''


It was a history she knew well, but Judith found herself following at the edge of the group as it was led through the towers and apartments selected for the tour. The apartment in the Bloody Tower where Sir Walter Raleigh was imprisoned for thirteen years fascinated tourists. "It's bigger than my own studio," a young woman commented.


It's much better lodging than most of the poor wretches had, Judith thought, and realized she was chilled and shivering. A sense of panic and fear raced through her and she leaned against the wall. Get out of here, she told herself, then thought, don’t be ridiculous, this is the sensation I want to get across in the book.


Her hands clenched in her pockets, she continued with the tour to the Jewel House in the old Waterloo Barracks where the Crown Jewels were housed. "From the time of the Tudors this tower accommodated prisoners of rank," the guide explained. "During the Cromwell years Parliament had the coronation ornaments melted down and the gems sold. Desperate pity. But when Charles the Second was reinstated, as much of the old regalia as could be found was brought together, and new ornaments were made for his coronation in 1661."


Judith walked through the lower chamber of the Jewel House slowly, stopping to stare at the Anointing Spoon; the Sword of State; St. Edward's Crown; the Eagle Ampulla, which held the holy oils for anointing the monarch; the Scepter, which contained the Star of Africa diamond . . .


The Scepter and the Ampulla were made for his coronation, Margaret thought. John and I heard about the grandeur of it all. Oils to anoint a liar's breast, a scepter to be held by a vengeful hand, a crown to be placed on the head of another despot.


Abruptly Margaret hurried past the Yeoman Warder. The room where they kept me is in the Wakefield Towers she thought. They told me I was fortunate not to be lodged in the dungeon while I awaited my execution. They said that the King was merciful to that extent only because I was the daughter of a duke who had been his father's friend. But they found ways to torture me. Oh God, it was so cold and they delighted in describing John's death. He died calling for me and Vincent, and they put his head on a stake where I would see it on the way to my execution. Hallett planned all that. Hallett visited me and mocked me with his tales of life at Edge Barton.


"Miss Chase, are you all right?"


The solicitous voice of the guard followed Margaret as she rushed blindly up the winding stairs, brushing aside the clusters of slowly moving tourists. In the courtyard she rubbed her hand over her forehead, noticing that the scar was as vivid as it had been when she was imprisoned here. Hallett took my hand and examined the scar, she remembered. He told me it was a shame that so beautiful a hand should be so marred. Turning, she stared at the old Waterloo Barracks. The crown and jeweled trappings created for Charles II will never be placed on the head and in the hands of Charles HI, she vowed.


"The lady in the dark green cloak again." Deputy Commissioner Barnes spat out the words. "Every constable in London was told to be on the lookout for her, and she managed to set a bomb in the Tower of London, of all places! What is the matter with our people?"


"There were a lot of tourists, sir," Sloane said quietly. "A woman clustered in a group doesn't stand out, and this year capes are very popular. 1 imagine the constables were alert for the first few weeks, then since there were no other incidents, rather put the woman to the back of their minds ..."


There was a tap on the door and Inspector Lynch hurried in. It was clear to his two superiors that he was shaken. "I've just come from the hospital," he announced. "The second guard in the Jewel House won't survive, but he's conscious enough to talk. He keeps repeating a name— Judith Chase."


"Judith Chase!" Philip Barnes and Jack Sloane spoke simultaneously and with equal astonishment.


"Good God, man," Barnes said. "Don't you know who
she is? The author. Absolutely marvelous." He frowned.


"Wait a minute. Didn't 1 read she's doing a book on the


Civil War, on the period between Charles the First and Charles the Second: Maybe we're onto something. Her picture is on the back of her last book—we have it at home. Get someone to go out and buy it. We can compare the lady's picture with the ones we have and show it to Watkins. Judith Chase! What kind of world do we live in?"


Jack Sloane hesitated, then said, "Sir, it's very important that no one know that we are investigating Judith Chase. I'll get the book. I don't want even your secretary to know of our interest in the lady."


Barnes frowned. "What is your point?"


"As you know, sir, my family home is in Devonshire, about five miles from Edge Barton, Sir Stephen Hallett's country place."


"What of it?"


"Miss Chase was a guest of Sir Stephen's at Edge Barton last month. The rumor is that as soon as the election is over, they will marry."


Philip Barnes walked to the window and stared out. It was a gesture his men recognized. He was weighing and analyzing the potential disaster. Sir Stephen as Home Secretary was the cabinet minister concerned with the administration of justice. Sir Stephen if elected Prime Minister would be one of the most powerful men in the world. A hint of scandal about him now could easily change the course of the election.


"What exactly did the guard say?" he asked Lynch.


Lynch pulled out his notepad. "I copied it, sir. 'Judith Chase. Back again. Scar' "


Judith's picture, cut from the book jacket, was shown to Rob Watkins. "That's her!" he exclaimed, then as his shocked listeners waited, his expression became uncertain. "No. Look at 'er 'ands. No scar. And the mouth, and the eyes. Sort of different. Oh, they look alike. Enough to be sisters."  He tossed aside  the picture  and shrugged.


Wouldn't mind taking this one out. See if you can set it up."


Aghast, Judith heard about the bombing at the Tower of London when she turned on the television for the eleven o'clock news. "I was there this very morning," she told Stephen when he phoned a few minutes later. "I just wanted to sense the atmosphere. Stephen, those poor people. How can anyone be that cruel?"


"I don't know, darling. I just thank God you weren't in that room when the bomb went off. I do know one certain fact. If my party wins and I become Prime Minister, I'm going to force through the death penalty for terrorists, at least for the ones who cause fatalities."


"After today, more people will agree with you, even though I still can't. When will you get back to London, darling? I miss you."


"Not for another week or so, but Judith, at least we're on countdown. Ten more days until the election and then, win or lose, we'll begin our time."


"You'll win and I'm down to the fine editing. I'm awfully pleased with what I wrote this afternoon about the Tower. I really think I managed to convey how it must have been to be a prisoner there. I love it when the work is really going well. I absolutely lose any sense of time, and it's glorious immersion."


After Judith said good-bye to Stephen, she went into the bedroom and was surprised to notice that the doors of the second section of the wardrobe, the area Lady Ardsley had reserved for her own clothing, were slightly ajar. Probably they weren't completely closed from the beginning, Judith thought, as she pushed them firmly together until she heard the click of the lock. She did not notice the cheap knapsack that was half hidden behind the row of prim dresses and tailored suits which constituted Lady Ardsley's London wardrobe.


At ten the next morning, Judith was startled to hear the intercom buzzer sound in the foyer. One of the joys of London is that nobody ever drops in without phoning first, she thought. Reluctantly she left her desk and went to the intercom. It was Jack Sloane, Stephen's friend from Devonshire, asking for a few minutes of her time.


He was an attractive man, she thought as she watched him sip the coffee he had quickly accepted. Forty-five or so. Very British with his fair hair and blue eyes. Diffident, with that touch of shyness that characterized so many well-bred Englishmen. She had met him at several of Fiona's parties and knew he was with Scotland Yard. Was it possible that rumors about her and Stephen had caused him to begin checking on her in an official capacity? She waited, letting him lead the conversation.


"Terrible thing about the bombing at the Tower yesterday," he said.


'' Appalling,'' Judith agreed.'' Actually I was there in the morning, just a few hours before it happened."


Jack Sloane leaned forward. "Miss Chase, Judith, if I may, that's why I'm here. Apparently one of the guards in the Crown Jewel area recognized you. Did he speak to you at all?"


Judith sighed. "I'm going to sound like an idiot. I'd gone to the Tower for atmosphere for one of the chapters in my new book which didn't seem quite right. I'm afraid when I'm concentrating, I turn pretty inward. If he spoke to me, I didn't hear him."


"What time was that?"


"About ten-thirty, I think."


"Miss Chase, try to help. I'm sure you're a keen observer, even though, as you say, you were intent on your own research. Someone managed to smuggle in a bomb in the afternoon. It was one of those plastic devices, but rather crudely made from what we can see. It couldn't have been there more than a few minutes before it exploded. The moment the guard noticed the bag and picked it up, it was detonated. When you went through security to get into the Jewel House, did you feel that the guards were attentive when they passed your handbag through the detection equipment?"


"I didn't carry a bag yesterday. I just put money in the pocket of my raincoat." Judith smiled. "For the last three months I've been doing research all over England, and my shoulder is worn down from lugging books and cameras. Yesterday I realized I didn't need anything but my cabfare and cash for an admittance ticket so I'm afraid I can't help you."


Sloane stood up. “Would you mind taking my card?'' he asked. "Sometimes we see something and tuck it away subconsciously. If we send our minds on a search-and-retrieve pattern, not unlike the way we use computers, it's amazing how often helpful information may emerge. I'm very glad that you were so fortunate as not to be in the Tower at the time of the bombing."


"I was back at my desk all afternoon," Judith told him, gesturing toward the study.


Sloane could see the pile of manuscript pages by the side of the typewriter. “Looks quite impressive. I envy you your talent."


His eyes darted about absorbing the layout of the flat as they walked to the door. "After the election and when things are quieted down, I know my family is anxious to meet you.''


He knows about Stephen and me, Judith thought. Smiling, she held out her hand. "That would be lovely."


Jack Sloane glanced down swiftly. There was the faintest outline of an old scar or even a birthmark on her right hand, but nothing like the angry reddish-purple crescent Watkins had described. A very nice woman, he thought as he went down the stairs. On the main floor he opened the outside door just as an elderly woman came up the steps carrying a large bundle of groceries. She was breathing rapidly. Sloane knew the lift was out of order.


"May I carry these for you?" he asked.


"Oh thank you," the woman panted. "I was wondering if I'd make it up the three flights, and I know perfectly well the handyman will be among the missing as usual." Then she looked at him sharply, as though wondering if he was simply trying to gain admittance to her apartment.


Jack Sloane knew what she was thinking. "I'm a friend of Miss Chase on the third floor,'' he said. " I just left her.''


The woman's face brightened. "I'm right across the hall from her. What a lovely person she is. And so pretty. Wonderful writer. Did you know that Sir Stephen Hallett calls on her? Oh, I shouldn't talk about that. Quite rude of me."


They were going up the stairs slowly, Jack carrying the bags. They exchanged names. Martha Hayward, she told him. Mrs. Alfred Hayward. From the tinge of sadness as her voice lingered over the name, Jack was sure that her husband was no longer living.


He deposited the groceries on Mrs. Hayward's kitchen table and, his good deed accomplished, turned to go. As he said good-bye, he asked a question he had not expected to hear emerge from his lips: "Does Miss Chase ever wear a cape?"


"Oh yes," Mrs. Hayward said warmly. "I've not seen her in it much, but quite lovely it is. Dark green. When I admired it last month she said she had just bought it in Harrods."


Reza Patel read the morning newspapers in his office. His hand trembling as he held the coffee cup, he studied the pictures of the dead and wounded victims of the bombing in the Tower of London. Fortunately, or unfortunately, the bomb had fallen short of its mark. It had been left where it would do maximum damage to the royal crowns and coronation fittings, but when the guard picked it up, he had caused the force of the explosion to occur away from the heavy metal glass enclosures over the priceless treasures. The glass cases had been shattered but their precious contents were unharmed. Touching the package had cost the guard his own life and the life of the tourist nearest him.


A separate article gave a history of the royal trappings, how they had been broken and dismantled after the execution of Charles I and restored for the coronation of Charles II. "Charles the First and Charles the Second again," Patel said, his voice anguished. "It's Judith. I know it."


"Not Judith—Lady Margaret Carew," Rebecca corrected him. "Reza, don't you have an obligation to go to Scotland Yard?"


He slammed his fist down. "No, Rebecca, no. I have an obligation to Judith to try to rid her of this malignant presence. But I don't know if I can do it. She is the most innocent victim of all, don't you see that? Our only hope is that she is a strong personality. Anna Anderson willingly enslaved herself to the essence of the Grand Duchess Anastasia. Judith subconsciously will fight for her own identity. We have to give her time."


Repeatedly throughout the day, Patel tried to phone Judith but reached only her answering machine. Just before he left the office he tried once more. Judith answered, a Judith whose voice was brimming with joy. "Dr. Patel, I received the birth certificates. Can you believe they were misaddressed? That's why they've taken so long to get here. We lived in Kent House at Kensington Court. Remember? I tried to tell you I lived on Kent Court. That's pretty close, isn't it? If I'm right about all this, my mother's name was Elaine. My father was an RAF officer, Flight Lieutenant Jonathan Parrish.''


"Judith, what good news! What is your next step?"


''Tomorrow I'm going to Kent House. Maybe somebody will remember something about the family, someone who was young then and is still living in the building. If that doesn't work, I'll find out how to trace RAF records. My only worry about that is that Stephen might hear about it somehow, if I start poking into government records, and you know his feelings."


"I know. And how is the book coming?"


"About a week more and I'll be totally finished editing it. Are you aware that the polls show the Conservatives are pulling ahead? Wouldn't it be wonderful if just as I finish the book, he wins the election, and as a bonus I trace the family I came from?"


"Wonderful indeed. But don't work too hard. Have you had any problems with time lapses?''


"Not a one. I just sit at this typewriter and day fades into night."


When Patel hung up, he looked over at Rebecca who had been on the extension.' 'What are you thinking?'' she asked him.


"There is hope. When Judith finishes this book, she will no longer be concentrating on the Civil War. Finding her roots will satisfy a deep hunger in her. Marriage to Sir Stephen will be a full-time commitment. Lady Margaret's grasp on her will fade. Watch and see."


Commander Sloane reported back to Deputy Assistant Commissioner Barnes at Scotland Yard. Only Inspector Lynch was allowed in the room with them. "You've spoken to Miss Chase?" Barnes asked.


Sloane noticed that in the weeks since the first bombing, Barnes's thin face had settled into rows of lines that ran down his cheeks and across his forehead. As head of the Anti-Terrorist Branch, Barnes usually reported to the Assistant Commissioner for Crime, who was the highest-ranking officer in Scotland Yard after the Commissioner. He knew that Barnes had assumed the awesome responsibility of not telling his superiors of the possible connection of Judith Chase to the bombings. Either of them would have gone to Stephen Hallett unhesitatingly. The Commissioner did not like Stephen, and would welcome an opportunity to embarrass him. Sloane admired Barnes's decision to withhold Judith's name; at the same time he did not envy Barnes the consequences if it proved to be a mistake.


The office was warm enough, but the bleak overcast day made Sloane long for a cup of coffee. He hated the report he knew he had to give.


Barnes switched on the intercom and told his secretary to hold all calls, hesitated, then barked, "Except for the obvious ones.'' Leaning back in his chair, he held his hands together, the fingers pointing up, always a sign to his staff that there had better be answers to his questions.


"You spoke to her, Jack," Barnes snapped. "What about it?"


"She has absolutely no scar. She does have the faintest of marks on her right hand, but you'd have to be within an inch of her hand to see it. She was in the Tower yesterday morning, not in the afternoon. She didn't speak to the guard and if he spoke to her, she didn't hear him.”


"Then her story dovetails with the guard's account. But what did he mean when he said 'back again'?"


"Sir," Lynch volunteered. "Doesn't it seem to be the same situation as Watkins claims—not the same woman, but one with a strong resemblance?"


"It would seem so. I suppose we should thank God that we don't have to worry about arresting the intended wife of the next Prime Minister, if that's what she is," Barnes said. "Gentlemen, obviously the fact that the guard saw Miss Chase and that she verified she had been in the Tower in the morning must be part of the official report. But no emphasis—and I repeat no emphasis whatsoever—on 'back again.' It's clear that someone who resembles Miss Chase, the one who told Watkins her name was Margaret Carew, is the woman we're looking for, but in fairness to both Miss Chase and Sir Stephen, her name must not be dragged into this."


Commander Sloane thought of his long friendship with Stephen, of how concerned Judith Chase had been when she discussed the bombing with him. Frowning, his voice subdued, he said: "There's one other fact you must know. Judith Chase has an expensive dark green cape, which she bought in Harrods about a month ago."


Judith stood in front of Kent House, 34 Kensington Court, and looked up at the crenellated parapets and ornate tower of an apartment building that had been designed in the Tudor style. Mary Elizabeth Parrish and Sarah Courtney Parrish had been brought to this house after their birth at Queen Mary Hospital. She rang the bell for the porter and wondered, as she stared at the faded marble on the foyer floor, if her mind was playing tricks. Did she remember running across that marble to that staircase so long ago?


The porter's wife was a woman in her late fifties. Wearing a long sweater over a shapeless woolen skirt, her feet encased in blue and white imitation-leather shoes, her pleasant face devoid of makeup but framed by wavy white hair, she held the door partially open. "I'm afraid we don't have a single flat to let," she said.


"That's not why I'm here." Judith gave the woman her card. She had already decided on what she would say. "My aunt had a dear friend who lived in this building during the war. Her name was Elaine Parrish. She had two little girls. It's so long ago, but my aunt was hoping to trace them."


"Oh love, I don't think there'd even be records. The place has been sold time and again, and what would be the point of keeping files on people who moved out, how many years would that be? Forty-five or fifty! Oh, that's hopeless." The porter's wife began to close the door.


"Wait, please," Judith begged. "I know how busy you are, but if I could pay you for your time?"


The woman smiled. "I'm Myrna Brown. Come in, won't you, love? There are some old records in the storeroom."


Two hours later, her nails chipped, feeling dusty and soiled from the grimy files, Judith left the office and sought out Myrna Brown. "I'm afraid you're right. It's pretty hopeless. There's been quite a turnover in the twenty years of records that you have here. There's just one thing. Apartment four B. From what I can tell, there was no record of it changing tenants until four years ago."


Myrna Brown threw up her hands. "I must be daft. Of course. We've just been here three years, but the porter who retired told us all about Mrs. Bloxham. Ninety years old when she finally gave up her flat to go to a retirement home. Bright as a button, they say, and left under protest, but her son wouldn't have her alone any longer."


"How long was she here?'' Judith felt her mouth go dry.


"Oh, forever, dear. She came as a twenty-year-old bride, I gather."


"Is she still alive?"


"I haven't the faintest. Not likely, I'd say. But then you never can tell, can you?"


Judith swallowed. So near. So near. To gain her composure she glanced around the small living room with its brilliantly flowered wallpaper, stiff horse-hair couch and matching chair, electric heating units set under long narrow windows.


The heating unit. She and Polly had been having a race. She'd tripped and fallen against the heater. She could remember the frightful smell of burning scalp, the feeling of her hair sticking to the metal surface. And then arms holding her, soothing her, carrying her down the stairs, calling for help. The young, frightened voice of her mother.


"Surely Mrs. Bloxham's mail had to be forwarded to her."


"The post office isn't allowed to release addresses, but why don't we call the building management office? They just might have it."


Late that afternoon, in a rented car, Judith drove through the gates of the Preakness Retirement Home in Bath. She had phoned ahead. Muriel Bloxham was still a resident, she was told, but quite forgetful.


Matron led her to the "social" room. It was a large-windowed, sunny area with bright curtains and carpeting. Four or five old people in wheelchairs were clustered around a television 