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1

The marriage of Miss Amelia Marsh to Evelyn 
Tollarhithe was a long-anticipated event. The two 
had been sweethearts from childhood, and their 
respective families believed that it was only a matter 
of time before the courtship came to a satisfactory 
conclusion. After the double tragedy at Marsh Hall 
that spring, Amelia left her home to stay with Evelyn’s 
family at Foxgrove, Sir Percival Tollarhithe’s estate 
near Norwich. The wedding was announced for 
September. As the eventful day drew near, friends and 
relatives made plans to attend.
 Two days before the wedding, Amelia’s cousins 
Frederick Babington and the Honourable Captain 
Kellynch Marsh drove from Freddie’s flat in London 
with Sir Percival’s son, Phillip. From there, the journey 
normally took two or three hours, but Phillip and Kell 
insisted on stopping frequently along the way.
 “You don’t have to come if you don’t want to,” 
Freddie told them at the Green Man Inn. They were 
barely five miles from the gates of Foxgrove Park 
and might be there within a quarter-hour—if only 
his cousins would move. Phillip and Kell, however, 
seemed content to sit in the bar-parlor. “If you’ll let 
me have the roadster, Kell, I’ll drive on by myself. You 
two can sit here for the rest of the afternoon, then 
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take a train back to London. Better to turn back than 
drag your feet every step of the way.”
 “I couldn’t turn back if I wanted to,” said Phil. 
“I’ve been summoned. Mother wrote me last week 
to ask if I were coming home for this wedding—and 
when Mother ‘asks’ in that particular way, I’m not 
allowed to say No.”
 “I’ll come.” Kell sighed and sat forward to put 
his empty glass down on the table. “I promised Mellie 
I would, and I won’t disappoint her. Besides, I can’t 
leave Phil to face the wolves alone. It’s going to be 
beastly for both of us with all the Tollarhithes there 
and most of the Marshes too. An alliance between our 
two families is a cause for celebration, except in our 
case.” He lay his hand on Phillip’s arm. “You know 
how Father feels about us, and I’ve no choice but to 
talk to him sooner or later about this air service plan 
of mine.”
 “You’ve faced worse things than your parents, 
Kell.” Kellynch Marsh was in fact a decorated war 
hero, renowned for his bravery.
 “Even facing the whole bally Bosch army 
doesn’t seem so terrible right now. The worst they can 
do is shoot at you, and you’ve a sporting chance to 
shoot back. Those frozen smiles of Aunt Egeria’s are 
more than I can bear.”
 “At least my father’s not so bad,” said Phillip. 
“He’s known about us since we were schoolboys and 
never made much effort to come between us. I suppose 
he’s still hoping that I’ll grow out of it. He’d prefer 
I concentrate on my studies rather than run around 
playing detective—but that’s more on you, Freddie, 
than Kell.”
 The loud puttering sound of an engine outside 
the inn caught their attention. Kell rose from his seat 
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and went to the nearest window. Freddie followed to 
see what appeared to be an important cavalcade: A 
silver Rolls Royce was gliding into the parking area 
escorted by a motorbike with sidecar.
 “It looks like a General arriving,” he said.
 “General, hell,” replied Kell. “It’s Mother.”
 The motorbike pulled up beside Kell’s red 
roadster and two young men clambered out. One 
pointed to the roadster and turned to speak to the 
occupants of the Royce. Even from a distance, the 
heads of the three ladies seated within the grand 
automobile were familiar: the bright, strawberry-gold 
waves of Kell’s mother, Emily, Lady Marshbourne; 
the graceful upright figure and long, dark plaits of 
Theresa Marsh, Amelia’s mother; and the smaller, 
plumper form of Matilda Marsh, her head covered 
by a flowered hat. The two boys were Matilda’s sons, 
Daedelus and Icarus, called Dotty and Bicky by their 
friends.
 “No sign of Father,” Kell observed with some 
relief. “Maybe he isn’t coming. It won’t be so bad if it’s 
just Mother and the aunties.”
 “Aunt Emily’s always been decent,” Phillip 
agreed. He drained his glass and set it down on the 
table with a decisive thump. “All right then. Let’s go 
say hello.”
 The three went out through a side door into 
the parking area.
 “Kell, dear,” Emily cried, lowering her window 
and extending one hand out towards her son. “Dotty 
said that that must be your motor-car. And Freddie 
and Phillip are with you? How wonderful! We were so 
hoping you boys were going to Foxgrove today.”
 “Didn’t you get my last letter?” Kell asked as he 
leaned in through the window to bestow a quick kiss 
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on his mother’s cheek.
 “A week ago, but you also wrote that you were 
developing some important business deal with an 
American millionaire. I was afraid that might’ve kept 
you.”
 “Larry Martens is no millionaire, but I think 
his father is.” While spending the summer in London 
with Freddie, Kell had made the acquaintance of 
an American youth who had also flown in the war. 
“We’re starting up charter flights for shipping goods 
and passengers across the Channel. We only want an 
airport. It’s simply a matter of choosing a good spot, 
putting up a hangar, and buying an aeroplane or two. 
That’s partly why I’ve come. I wanted to talk to Father 
about giving me a field he’s no better use for. Plenty 
of flat land in Norfolk and the Marshes own so much 
of it. Where is he, by the way?”
 “Your father? He might not be able to attend. 
This Mr. Martens, is he a new… friend?” Emily asked 
delicately and glanced at Phillip.
 Kell understood and grinned. “Nothing of the 
sort. It’s purely a business venture. Larry’s pining for 
a girl he left behind in the States and wants to make 
good before he goes home to pop the question.”
 This answer seemed to relieve Emily. She was 
eager to hear more about her son’s plans, until the 
other ladies gently reminded her that they ought to 
be going if they wanted to reach Foxgrove by teatime. 
The Royce drove on and the young men returned to 
their own vehicles to follow it. They were soon at the 
tall iron gates of Foxgrove Park.
 As they proceeded up the long avenue of lime 
trees, the octagonal Jacobean towers of the house 
could be glimpsed ahead. The drive opened out 
into a great circle and the façade of Foxgrove stood 
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before them, a vast red brick wall crisscrossed with 
a diamond pattern of pale yellow and innumerable 
mullioned windows framed in stone. The butler and 
a well-ordered row of footmen stood near the open 
front door, and with them were Sir Percival and Lady 
Egeria Tollarhithe. They were a handsome couple: 
Sir Percival was a distinguished-looking man of 54 
with ginger hair turning gray at the temples. His wife 
was taller than he, with dark chestnut hair in tightly 
crimped waves held back above her ears by golden 
combs.
 Although a footman was there to open the 
passenger door of the Royce, Freddie took his aunt’s 
hand to assist her out. Once she gained the ground, 
Emily gave him a kiss and said, “How well you look, 
dear boy. So much better than when I saw you last. 
You haven’t brought along that lad who looks after 
you?”
 “No, Aunt Emily. I’m doing much better and 
don’t need Billy to play nurse to me. Besides, there isn’t 
room for four in the roadster. I’ve given him a week’s 
holiday.” At Freddie’s suggestion, his manservant Billy 
Watkins had gone to the village of Abbotshill to see 
his sweetheart and settle matters between them.
 Freddie then assisted the other Marsh ladies. 
Each in turn kissed his cheek and agreed that he was 
looking much better than when he’d visited Marsh 
Hall last spring. His aunts had doted on him since 
he’d been left orphaned at a young age. Although 
Emily was most like a mother to him, all three had 
had a share in his upbringing.
 Sir Percival and his lady greeted Emily first, 
not only as the highest-ranked personage among 
their guests as the Viscountess Marshbourne, but 
also Percival’s younger sister. Even though Freddie 
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accompanied his aunts, Sir Percival and Lady Egeria 
paid their respects to Theresa and Matilda before 
turning their attention to him.
 “Frederick, how good of you to come.” Egeria 
took both his hands and bestowed a rather formal 
kiss. Percival patted his shoulder, shook his hand, 
and added his own welcome. “And Kellynch.” The 
lady smiled stiffly as Kell came forward. “Welcome to 
Foxgrove.”
 “Didn’t Phillip come with you boys? Ah, there 
he is.” Percival found his son by the back of the Royce, 
helping Dotty and Bicky unstrap the luggage. “Never 
mind that, lads!” he called out to them. “The footmen 
will take care of the bags.” At a gesture from the butler, 
the footmen hastened to do so. “Come inside.”
 “Yes, please come in, all of you,” added Egeria. 
“We hoped you’d arrive in time for tea. Much of the 
family is already here. They’ll be so pleased to see 
you.”
 She guided her guests to the drawing room, 
which was crowded with members of the Tollarhithe 
family: The bridegroom Evelyn and his elder brother 
Reginald stood with their father Aubrey. The left 
sleeve of Reginald’s coat was pinned shut, for he’d 
lost his arm below the elbow at the Somme. Evelyn 
was a boyish-looking youth with sleek, auburn hair 
and a reddish wisp of mustache; he was generally 
considered good-looking, but not as handsome as his 
cousin Felix.
 Felix Tollarhithe was Sir Percival’s third cousin 
once removed, and called the baronet “Uncle.” He and 
Evelyn had been best friends from childhood. After 
his elder brothers Frank and Clement were killed 
within days of each other in the spring of 1918, Felix 
had joined the army and Evelyn had gone with him. 
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The two had only just finished their training and were 
preparing to go to France when the war ended, to the 
great relief of their families.
 Since Felix had an interest in estate management, 
he’d been living at Foxgrove this summer while he 
learned the business from Sir Percival. His parents, 
who lived in a London suburb, had arrived earlier 
that afternoon for the wedding and were seated with 
other visiting relatives.
 Felix was at the center of the room amid a 
giggling group of girls, Evelyn’s sisters, Alma and 
Isolde, and Phillip’s sisters, Perdita and Iphigenia, 
called “Piggy” by her family. Perdita was strawberry-
curled and looked very like her aunt Emily. Although 
she wasn’t as pretty as Perdita or as clever as their 
eldest sister Phaedra, there was nothing porcine about 
Piggy’s manners or appearance despite her nickname. 
Phaedra, who most resembled their mother, sat apart 
from the others, near one of the garden windows; she 
and Reginald had married two years ago and had an 
infant son, Peveril, who’d been brought down from 
the nursery for this special occasion.
 Great-Uncle Archibald, from another branch 
of the family, sat in a wing-backed chair by the fire 
conversing with an elegant lady in her fifties.
 As the Marshes entered the room, the assembled 
Tollarhithes welcomed them. The elegant lady rose 
from her seat to embrace Emily affectionately. This 
was Diana Montcliffe, Percival’s and Emily’s elder 
sister. She was married to a grandee in Cumberland 
and hadn’t visited her old home in more than ten 
years.
 “How wonderful you look,” she said to Emily. 
“So lovely, no different from the young girl who 
attended me at my own wedding. Theresa and Matilda, 
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my dears, I would know you anywhere.”
 “I daresay we haven’t changed very much, but 
you won’t know our children,” said Matilda. “You 
haven’t seen them since they were small. These two 
are my sons—Daedelus, the eldest, and this is Icarus. 
This handsome young man is Emily’s Kellynch, and 
this is Freddie Babington.”
 “Babington?” Diana murmured and regarded 
Freddie as if she wondered how someone neither a 
Tollarhithe nor a Marsh could possibly have found his 
way into their midst.
 “Pamela Marsh’s son,” Emily explained. “You 
remember.”
 “Oh, yes. Yes, of course.” Diana gave him a 
warmer smile. “How very much you resemble your 
mother, poor dear girl.” She looked around the room. 
“Where is Phillip?”
 Phillip had come in with the other boys, but 
after saying hello to his favorite uncle Aubrey, stopped 
briefly at the tea-table to greet Piggy and Perdita and 
his cousins, and to grab a scone,  before going to see 
his new nephew. He sat beside Phaedra, practically 
hiding behind a potted fern. He wasn’t avoiding Diana 
as much as trying to stay out of his parents’ sight.
 “What about Mellie?” asked Dotty. “Where is 
she?”
 “Over at the Vixen,” Alma reported with a 
giggle. The Vixen was the family’s name for the dower 
house, which sat behind the larger Foxgrove. Since 
there’d been no dowager in many years, it was currently 
the home of Aubrey Tollarhithe, Sir Percival’s cousin. 
“She’s working on her wedding dress.”
 “Is something wrong with the dress?” Theresa 
asked with a note of deep concern.
 “Oh, it’s not that. One of her father’s American 
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relatives sent some lovely old Valenciennes lace as 
a wedding present. Amelia thought it would look 
smashing with the dress, but it isn’t the sort of piece 
she can use for a veil. There wasn’t time to consult the 
dressmaker and she’s determined to sew it on herself. 
She ought to come in soon. She must’ve heard that 
loud motor.”
 Amelia did come in a few minutes later. She 
was a pretty girl with large brown eyes and brunette 
curls cut short in the modern style, more rosy-cheeked 
and certainly much happier than she’d been when 
Freddie had seen her at Marsh Hall. He felt shy seeing 
her again, afraid that she blamed him for how his 
investigation into the death of their cousin Bertram 
had ended, but when Mellie noticed him, she smiled. 
“Freddie, how wonderful! I was afraid you wouldn’t 
come.”
 After embracing her mother and aunts, Amelia 
went over to Evelyn and, with a whisper and playful 
tug on his sleeve, drew him aside. Reginald joined 
his wife and Philip. Great-Uncle Archibald offered 
Aubrey the chair Diana had vacated, but Aubrey 
refused it and instead went around to the other side 
of the tea-table.
 “It’s been a very long time since we’ve had so 
much of the family together,” Egeria said to the Marsh 
ladies. “I’m sorry to see that Cecilia and Marcus didn’t 
come with you.”
 “Celia didn’t feel up to the long drive. She’s 
expecting her baby next month—her first, you know, 
and I’m afraid she’s having a difficult time of it, 
poor dear,” Matilda explained, adding this last in an 
undertone. “Marcus has stayed with her, though he 
was kind enough to lend my boys his motorbike.”
 “What about Father?” Kell asked his mother. 
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“You said he wasn’t coming.”
 “Your father’s been detained on estate business,” 
Emily answered. “He and your Uncle Kellynch hope 
to arrive for the wedding. You might tell him all about 
your aeroplanes then.”
 Freddie met Kell’s eyes and gave him an 
encouraging smile. It wouldn’t be so bad if Kell had to 
be in his father’s company for only one day. Phillip, on 
the other hand, was in the midst of his entire family.
 While Lady Egeria was coolly polite to Kell 
because of his relationship with Phillip, and cool to 
Freddie because he was Kell’s friend, Sir Percival was 
honestly glad to see them. His elder son Peter had been 
killed in the war and the deaths of Felix’s brothers not 
long afterwards had also been a hard blow; Freddie 
thought he was all the more eager to befriend the 
young men of his family who had survived.
 “I know you won’t stay for the shooting after 
we see Ev and Amelia off,” Sir Percival told Freddie 
and Kell after a long story about how diligently Felix 
had been rearing a brood of pheasant chicks, “but the 
local hunt meets here just before Christmas. Will you 
come for that? It’s good exercise, no guns going off, 
and there’s a capital line of our black-tailed foxes in 
the Threescore Oak Wood. The vixens have outdone 
themselves for kits the last few years.”
 Kell refrained from quoting Oscar Wilde on 
the unspeakable pursuing the uneatable and instead 
said that it sounded like a jolly idea. He hadn’t really 
ridden since the summer of ‘14. If Phil were home 
for the holiday, he’d be happy to come and join in. Sir 
Percival looked pleased, but his lady did not.
 “While you’re here, you young men might also 
help with the flower gathering,” she said.
 “Gathering flowers, Aunt Eg?” echoed Dotty. 
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“Aren’t the caterers bringing them in?”
 “They are, but this is a charming old family 
tradition that we’ve revived for the occasion. Aubrey 
discovered it in a journal kept by one of the Tollarhithe 
daughters.”
 “Great Aunt Belinda,” Aubrey contributed. 
“In the 18th century, whenever there was a marriage 
at Foxgrove, the maidens of the village gathered 
armloads of wildflowers from the countryside to 
create a sort of bower for the newlywed couple to sit 
in during the celebrations. They gathered wildflowers 
for Aunt Belinda’s wedding, but the custom was dying 
out even then. We can’t ask the people of Foxborough 
to do it these days, but when I told Amelia and the 
girls about it, they were all very keen and so is Felix.”
 “We’re going out into the fields around the 
church tomorrow morning with baskets,” said 
Amelia. Overhearing this topic of conversation, she 
and Evelyn had come closer. “The bower’s to be made 
at the bottom of the garden. Evvy and I will sit in it 
during our wedding breakfast while everyone toasts 
us and offers their best wishes. You lads won’t mind 
giving a hand, will you?”
 “Of course not, Mellie, but why can’t we get all 
the flowers we need from the garden?” Bicky asked.
 “We can’t have the borders chopped to pieces 
and trampled down, not when so many people will be 
seeing the gardens,” said Egeria.
 “That would be awful,” Mellie agreed. “The 
garden must be perfectly lovely on our wedding day. 
I do hope the fine weather holds a while longer and it 
doesn’t rain.”
 “You know how ladies are,” Aubrey teased 
them. “A wedding’s got to be perfect in every detail.”
 “I expect I’ll feel dashed silly perched inside 
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the thing like the King and Queen of the May, but if it 
makes Mellie happy, then we’ll do it,” said Evelyn. He 
received a grateful kiss from his fiancée.
 After the guests had refreshed themselves with 
cups of tea, Egeria invited them to rest in their rooms 
before dinner. “I’m afraid we’re rather crowded with 
so many visitors. Daedelus, Icarus, we’ve put you 
two together. Kellynch, you and Freddie won’t mind 
sharing, will you?”
 “No, Aunt Egeria,” said Kell, “that’s quite all 
right. I’ve slept with Freddie before.”
 Dotty and Bicky grinned and Freddie tried to 
suppress a surprised laugh.
 Egeria’s expression didn’t change as she 
answered, “Then you’ll be comfortable.”
 As they left the drawing room, Phillip tried to 
slip out with the other young men, but his father said, 
“Wait a moment, Phil. We’d like to have a word with 
you.”
 Phillip cast an anxious look at Kell, but he had 
to obey the summons. Percival opened the door to his 
study across the wide central hall from the drawing 
room. Phillip went in. His parents followed. The door 
shut.
 Freddie and Kell accompanied the party from 
Marsh Hall upstairs to be shown to their rooms.
 “Poor old Phil,” said Bicky. “I expect he’s in for 
as awful a time as Uncle Winthrop gave you, Kell.”
 “It can’t be as bad as that,” Kell replied. “His 
father can’t have him locked up ̀ til he behaves himself. 
Besides, Uncle Percy doesn’t seem like the type to try 
it.”
 Once the butler Jermyn had shown Freddie and 
Kell to their room, they shut the door but could hear 
other members of the family in the hallway outside, 
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