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Fun with Richard III never stops! Joan Szechtman’s latest novel, Loyalty Binds Me, brings King Richard III to 21st century Portland, Oregon, via time machine travel. But Richard Gloucestre (the name on his passport) longs to visit his 15th century home, a trip interrupted by the London police, M15, the American FBI, and the inevitable tabloid reporter—all suspicious of his name, his identity, and his intent regarding the current monarchy.
Szechtman’s solid historical research and skillful writing make Loyalty Binds Me a welcome addition to novels about the endlessly engrossing Wars of the Roses.—Arlene Okerlund, author of the historical biographies Elizabeth: England’s Slandered Queen and Elizabeth of York.
Loyalty Binds Me, the second of Joan Szechtman’s series of novels about Richard III in the 21st Century, brings Richard “home” to England where his past catches up with him and her has to go on the run from the British authorities. Having established himself with his new–and partly old–family, he faces losing everything again.
Following on seamlessly from This Time, Loyalty Binds Me shows Richard III in a fresh, unexpected and very human light. A must read....—Brian Wainwright, author of Within the Fetterlock and The Adventures of Alianore Audley
* * *
ONE
Richard III awakened to several loud knocks, where daylight, filtering through lace curtains, illuminated an unfamiliar room. It took him a few seconds to remember that he and his family had just flown into London from Portland, Oregon.
Only two years ago, he had closed his eyes August 22, 1485 and opened them, five centuries later, on August 21, 2004. A team of Ricardians had brought him through time into the present, thus rescuing him from certain death on the battlefield, where Henry Tudor had defeated him. However, his forced entry into the twenty-first century had made him feel like a captive and an alien—isolated, alone.
Now, finding himself in that London hotel room, Richard remembered shutting his eyes for what seemed only moments, but his watch showed that two hours had passed. He staggered from the small bedroom and into the hotel suite’s living area where his son, Edward, sat on the couch, rubbing his eyes. For Richard, seeing Edward alive, and in this century, still struck him as miraculous.
Before that battle against Henry Tudor, he had lost both his first wife and his son to natural causes. Then, after a year in the twenty-first century, he’d married Sarah, a divorcée, and adopted her two daughters, Emma and Mary. With Sarah’s ingenious help, he had been able to rescue Edward just before he would have died in the fifteenth century, in the same way the Ricardian team had done for him. His first wife, Anne, could not be saved, and remained in her tomb at Westminster Abbey.
The knocking continued, louder and more urgent. Sarah walked into the living area from the other bedroom. “What is going on?”
Richard shrugged. “I just woke up, too.” He went to the door and looked through the peephole. “There are two people in the hallway, one in uniform.”
“Who is it?” Richard asked, facing the door. Sarah came to his side and put a hand on his arm.
“Police.” The man’s voice was deep and firm. “I’m Detective Sergeant Lambert and with me is Detective Constable Link. May we come in?”
After verifying they really were the police, Richard held the door open and let them enter. DC Link took a position by the door as if to prevent anyone from leaving, while DS Lambert stepped forward.
“What is going on, Detective Lambert?” Sarah’s voice filled with anxiety. “We just flew in from the States. Has something happened?”
“Please step aside, ma’am,” Lambert said.
Sarah shook her head. “I prefer to stay by my husband.”
“Very well.” Lambert fixed his eyes on Richard. “Are you the Richard Gloucestre residing in Portland, Oregon?”
“Yes,” Richard said. They had come to London as part of a pilgrimage of sorts to say their final farewells to his fifteenth-century wife and Edward’s mama.
“The Metropolitan Police received communication from your government indicating that you are a person of interest.” Lambert paused. “You are wanted for questioning in regard to a murder.”
TWO
“I don’t understand,” Richard said. “We landed at Heathrow only a couple of hours ago after a twelve-hour flight.” Not quite believing what he had just heard, Richard stared at the detectives, still standing with their backs to the hotel suite’s door. “Who was murdered, when did it happen, and why do you think I would know anything about it?”
Before Lambert could respond, Sarah said, “This is ludicrous. Are you sure you have the right person?”
“I believe so,” Lambert said. “To confirm, are you the Richard Gloucestre residing at 621 NE Floral Park Lane, Portland, Oregon?”
Richard’s mouth went dry. All he could do was to say “yes.”
Sarah tightened her grip on his arm.
Lambert took a deep breath. “You are wanted for questioning regarding the murder of King Edward IV’s two boys, Princes Edward and Richard, in the autumn of 1483.”
“What?” Richard released Sarah’s hand and planted his fists on his waist. “You can’t seriously expect me to believe that you are arresting me for something that occurred over five hundred years ago? Is this an elaborate joke?”
“I understand your incredulity,” Lambert said. “We would have reacted the same, but our superiors were quite emphatic that this is not a prank and that they have sufficient cause to bring you in to answer some questions. Before we proceed any further, please show me your passport as proof of your identity.”
“And if I’m not the person you seek...” Even though Richard knew they had the right man, he could not stop himself from blurting out that question.
“Then we will leave you to your travels. It will be viewed favorably if you cooperate.”
“My passport is in the bedroom,” Richard said. “I’ll be right back.”
While Lambert followed Richard to the door of the bedroom on the right of the living area, Emma, their nine-year-old, and her younger sister Mary came into the living area from the bedroom on the left. Emma curled a strand of red hair around her index finger. “Mom? Dad? What’s goin’ on?”
Sarah went to her daughters. “I’m not sure, but right now we need both of you to sit down and be very quiet. Do you understand?”
Mary skipped to the couch, her black curls bouncing as she threw herself on the cushions. Emma, her eyes wide, tiptoed to Edward’s left and eased onto the cushion, tucking her leg under her bottom. Edward sat still, back rigid and away from the cushions. Every freckle on his cheeks stood out against his pale skin.
“Papa?”
Richard turned to his son. “I’m sure this is a mistake. Sit with your sisters while we straighten this out.” He hoped that this was a mistake. But were the police too close to the truth about his identity for him to hold onto that hope? He returned his focus to Lambert. “This has to be a misunderstanding. Why do you think I know anything about murders that happened over five hundred years ago, except for what I can get from history books?”
Lambert shifted his weight before responding. “What I think has nothing to do with it. As I previously mentioned, we received official documentation that, among other things, alleges you are Richard III, late king of England. Based on that allegation, we must assume you know a great deal of what happened then and that you have information that isn’t in our historical records.”
More than keep his identity secret, Richard had to protect Sarah and the technology that she had developed. The authorities could not learn that she was the surviving inventor of the device that had brought him into this century. He glanced first at his wife before asking Lambert, in as calm a tone as he could muster, “Look at me. I’m thirty-four. Do I look like I’m over five hundred? Do you seriously believe I am Richard III?”
Up to this point, it seemed that Lambert was having trouble accepting his assignment. Now, he stood erect and stared down his long nose at Richard. “It’s not a matter of what we believe. This is preliminary to the investigation for exclusionary purposes. We wish to ask you some questions and to get some DNA from you. Will you cooperate?”
Richard pinched the bridge of his nose, a nervous habit he'd acquired when he found himself in the twenty-first century and without the comforting dagger he’d normally finger. “I just don’t see what good it will do. What could possibly link me to something like this?”
“The U.S. Homeland Security faxed us information stating Richard Gloucestre is the same person as Richard III.”
“Have you verified your sources?” Sarah asked.
“Yes, Mrs. Gloucestre,” Lambert said. “We would not be here otherwise.”
“May we see the fax?” Richard asked.
“You’ll have to ask DCI Mortimer,” Lambert said. “Please come with us, sir.”
“Do I need an attorney?”
“You may request a solicitor when you meet with the detective, or arrange to have one meet you at the station.”
"I will cooperate. May I have a word with my wife before we leave?”
“Remain in this room.” Lambert pointed to his watch. “You have five minutes.”
Tears welled up in his wife’s eyes as she turned her head from the police. Then Emma moaned and started to cry. Edward patted her hand, his eyes darting from Richard to Sarah to Lambert.
Richard wrapped Sarah’s hand with his and drew her close. “Children, stay on the couch. I’ll be with you in a minute.” He walked with Sarah to the window to put distance between them and the police, and then put his head close to hers, keeping his voice low. “Call Evan Hosgrove. He needs to know and may have information we’ll need.”
“This doesn’t make any sense,” she said. “How can they arrest anyone for something that may have happened over five hundred years ago?”
He shrugged. “I agree, but if I resist arrest, I’ll give them a real reason to hold me.”
“I think we need a lawyer,” she said, chewing on a nail already bitten to the quick, “but we don’t know anyone in England.”
“Evan may be able to help us with that as well. He knows many people here.”
“I know this sounds stupid, but I’ve got a really bad feeling about this.”
“In order to find out what they do have for evidence, I shall have to go with the police.” He felt her tremble. “It will be all right. That was 500 years ago. As you know, my nephews were not murdered. I don’t see how they can have any evidence to hold me.”
“The princes could have been murdered after Henry took the throne. Maybe he had their bones buried in the tower.”
He paused. He was still bitter over his defeat to Henry, an unseasoned usurper who’d spent most of his life in exile. “That makes no sense, Sarah. Why would he go to all that trouble and not openly state I had murdered my own nephews?”
“I thought Henry did accuse you.”
“According to the historical record, he never openly accused me nor did he display bodies or remains of any kind, bones or otherwise. I think Henry would have done anything in his power to prove I had murdered my own nephews. He would have used the remains, if there had been any to use.”
Sarah nodded. “I wonder what they’re really after.”
“What do you mean?” he asked.
“Even though there’s no statute of limitations for murder, I can’t imagine they’d go to this much trouble for something that happened so long ago.” She put her lips to his ear, and he could barely hear what she said. “I’m scared this is just the tip of the iceberg.”
“What could be worse than being wrongly accused of murder?” he asked. “Call Evan and hopefully I’ll know more by this evening.”
Lambert cleared his throat. “It’s time to go.”
Richard merely nodded an acknowledgment, his throat suddenly constricted.
Sarah wrapped her arms around him and hugged him tightly. “I love you.”
“I love you.” He stroked her auburn hair. “It’ll be all right.” He returned her hug, and then went to where his children sat and knelt before them. “I want all of you to listen to your mother. It’s very important that you do whatever she says.” Richard squeezed his son’s hand. “Be brave.” He stood.
Never cautious, Mary jumped up from the sofa and ran at Lambert, flailing at his stomach with her fists. “Leave my daddy alone!”
Lambert backed away while Richard grabbed Mary and pulled her from the policeman. “It’ll be okay, honey. Please, you must listen to us.”
“Daddy!” She spun around and buried her face in his shirt. “Don’t go.” He felt her hot, damp breath on his stomach.
“Mary, you must go to Mommy,” he said. “Do you understand?”
Mary clung to Richard. “No.”
He knelt down and took his seven-year-old’s hands in his. “I’ll be back, I promise. Stay with Mommy.” He ruffled her curly hair and kissed her on the forehead.
She let go of him and stepped back. Richard straightened up and walked over to Lambert. “I am ready.”
“You might want to put your shoes on, Mr. Gloucestre.”
* * *
DC Link drove the police car down Whitehall. Richard leaned forward and squinted out the windshield, expecting to see the buildings lining the street. However, his mind was on his family, and their faces appeared staring back, as they did when he left them at the hotel. He blinked. Parliament and Westminster Abbey came into view. In his day, Parliament did not have a permanent home, but met where and when at the king’s pleasure. Now, its permanent home was in the great hall of the palace. He shaded his eyes from the sun and focused on Parliament. “Is that Big Ben?” Richard pointed to the great hall on the left.
“Yes,” Lambert said.
Stuck in heavy traffic, they crawled past the Abbey, and Richard could not stop staring. Even though larger than he remembered, it appeared diminished against the crowded street, whose new structures blocked the view of the grounds. It was an archaic island of weathered stones. The crowd of tourists milling about the Abbey grounds gave Richard pause. Visiting his wife’s tomb would hardly be the private moment he’d envisioned. “We’d planned to tour Westminster Abbey tomorrow.”
“You might still do, sir,” Lambert said. “We are looking into evidence at present and do appreciate your cooperation.”
Richard remembered Edward’s bitterness when he had learned that his mother would have to remain in her grave of five hundred years. It had taken him many weeks to accept that she could not be brought to the present. And despite Edward putting on a good face, Richard knew his son had not completely accepted Sarah. Edward needed to have his father with him at Westminster when they said goodbye to his mama.
Although he had lived in the twenty-first century for two years now, events and losses of the fifteenth century occasionally became confused with today in Richard’s mind. When he’d first awakened in modern times, he had thought he’d died, his last memory being that of sinking to the mud, having been shot, his armor pierced by a bolt. In that muddled, dream-like state of half-consciousness, he had hoped he’d rejoined his wife and son, both having predeceased him. Instead, not only was he alive, but he’d been brought forward some five hundred years to a strange and alien time. Within days of arriving in the twenty-first century, Richard learned that his rescuers hoped he could tell them where proof could be found that the Tower bones were not those of the princes.
Richard found it ironic that the reason he was being taken to a police station in London was the same reason he had been rescued from a sure death—the purported murder of the princes, his nephews, in 1483. He snorted.
Lambert shot him a sharp look. “I would take this seriously if I were you.”
The memory receded. “I am taking this quite seriously,” Richard said. “I’m on edge.” He was reminded of what he might lose.
At the police station, DS Lambert left Richard alone in an interrogation room. He faced a mirrored wall, knowing the police were watching his every move. He would not give them reason to believe the fax. He sat on one of four gray chairs at a gray table in a gray room. How like a dungeon in spirit, he reflected. A recording device awaited activation at the end of the table abutting a wall.
He stood when the door opened, and two people entered—a man and a woman. Both wore two-piece navy suits, and both eclipsed Richard’s five foot-eight inches by half a head. They seemed to be the same height, but the woman’s shoes had two-inch heels. Still, she was tall.
The man appeared to be in his mid to late forties. He did not hide his balding pate by combing the remaining strands of his brown hair over it. His open expression suited his care-lined face. His unbuttoned jacket was the one concession to the hot August day. The buttons on his white shirt strained against his stomach.
“Sit down, please,” the man said. “Before we get started, I want to thank you for your cooperation. I am DCI Mortimer, and this is Dr. Elizabeth Allen, our forensic anthropologist.”
The gray-haired woman extended her slender hand to Richard. “It is my pleasure to meet you, Mr. Gloucestre, or should I say ‘Your Grace’?” Her stern face was transformed by a warm smile.
Richard shook her hand and laughed. “Mr. Gloucestre is correct. Don’t tell me you believe the fax.”
“Our job is to prove or disprove a case, not to believe,” Dr. Allen said. “However, point taken.”
“Do I need an attorney? Mine is in the States. Will I be able to make arrangements should I require?”
“This is all preliminary, but you may request to have your solicitor present,” Mortimer said. “Alternately, we can assign the duty solicitor to you.”
“I would prefer to find one of my choosing.” Richard frowned. If Hosgrove could not suggest someone, he’d have to let Mortimer make the selection. “If I can stop the interview at any time should I feel the need for representation, then I’m willing to start without one.”
“Agreed,” Mortimer said. “Then let us begin.”
He turned on the recording device and spoke into it. “This is Detective Chief Inspector Nicholas Mortimer. With me are Dr. Elizabeth Allen, forensic anthropologist, and Mr. Richard Gloucestre of Portland, Oregon, U.S.A. It is 15:45, British Summer Time.
“We have received information that alleges you are Richard III, born the second October, 1452, and presumed to have been killed...” Mortimer switched the recorder off. “Excuse me,” he said, laughter creeping into his voice. “I bloody well can’t believe I’ve been assigned to investigate a murder that happened such a long time ago. I’m having a great deal of difficulty accepting you really are Richard III, despite the fax. Will you swear to it?”
The sudden change in Mortimer’s deportment lifted Richard’s spirits. It gave him hope the investigation would not go much further. He grinned. “Would you swear to something that at best made it seem insanity ran in your family and at worst had the potential to get you executed?”
“I don’t suppose I would,” Mortimer said. “However, capital punishment has been abolished. It’s a mandatory life sentence if murder could be proven.”
“We don’t need you to swear to it,” Dr. Allen said. “Your DNA should tell us who you are.”
“How? I fail to see what my DNA will prove.” Richard leaned his elbows on the table and pinched the bridge of his nose.
“There are the Tower bones, thought to be those of the princes,” Dr. Allen said. “We will be able to establish whether they are related to Richard III’s brother and his Queen, Elizabeth. Then, if we can establish they could have been the princes, we can compare your DNA to Edward’s and to Edward’s mother, Cicely, Duchess of York.”
“What if I refuse to let you have my DNA?”
“It will be viewed that you are being uncooperative,” Mortimer said, “if you don’t let us take a sample.”
“I have no reason to refuse,” Richard said. “What do you want me to do?”
Dr. Allen retrieved a cotton swab and sat next to Richard. “Not much. All I need is a swab of your saliva. Please open you mouth so that I may get a sample,” Dr. Allen said.
After Dr. Allen swabbed the inside of his cheek, he asked, “I’m curious about the fax. Why don’t you think it’s an elaborate prank?”
Mortimer twirled a pen through his fingers. “That was our first thought, so we contacted the FBI, and they confirmed it was they who sent it, and they are serious.”
“May I have a copy of the fax?”
“No.” Mortimer leaned back and folded his arms across his broad chest.
Richard arched an eyebrow. “I’ve nothing to hide. Of course I’ll cooperate. I’m having a great deal of trouble accepting that you are investigating something that may or may not have happened over five hundred years ago.”
“Ours is not to reason why...” Mortimer mumbled. “I would too, were I in your shoes, but it is to our mutual benefit to expedite this investigation in order put it behind us quickly.”
Richard sighed. “I was led to believe that the bones that were found are not the princes’ bones.”
“You seem to know a great deal about the history, more than most,” Mortimer said.
“You’re correct,” Richard said. “I would, and for two reasons: I’ve been told I’m a descendent of that family line, plus the man I work for, Evan Hosgrove, is an avid Ricardian. He’ll divulge, to anyone willing to give him the time, his theories on Richard III. I have provided him with a willing ear.”
“Most Ricardians will argue that the Tower bones do not belong to the princes.” Dr. Allen slipped her gold wedding band off and on as she spoke. “But as they have been barred from testing the DNA until now, they have not been able to prove or disprove anything. It is now a murder investigation, and we can’t be prevented from doing our work.”
Richard knew the crown had stopped all testing after the bones were examined in 1933, but those tests were inconclusive. Today, scientists could only say the bones were of two children found in the shadow of the White Tower. They could not say when, prior to their discovery in 1674, they had been interred, nor of what sexes the bones were. Further, when the bones were found, no one thought they were of any importance. As a result, the bones were thrown onto a pile of construction debris where they remained for several days and were contaminated with the rest of the dross, including animal bones.
The children’s bones were of less concern to Richard than his mother’s and his brother’s bones. If they could get enough DNA from them, then they could match his and prove his identity. Could they have a circumstantial case against him?
“Wouldn’t it only show whether or not they were those of the princes?” Richard asked. “It would not show if a crime was committed or who was responsible. Don’t tell me that you’ve unearthed a witness.”
“Interesting choice of words.” Mortimer snickered. “That is why we are requesting your full cooperation. With it, I’m optimistic that we can quickly dismiss this investigation.”
Seeing how determined Mortimer was to complete this interview, Richard stopped himself from questioning what his cooperation had to do with their getting access to the Tower bones.
Mortimer turned on the recorder. “The interview is resuming at 15:55, BST. No one has entered or left the room. Mr. Gloucestre, during the break, you allowed us to take a sample of your DNA?”
“That is correct,” Richard said.
“And you agree we can compare it to the bones found in the Tower, to Cicely, Duchess of York, and to Edward IV to establish kinship.”
“I do.”
“The DNA from the Tower bones will be compared to that of the putative parents and to each other,” Dr. Allen said. “If the bones can be linked to them, then the evidence will be that much stronger.”
“Can you be sure of when the bodies were buried, and the age and sex the children were when they died?” Richard asked.
“Yes,” Dr. Allen said. “The techniques have improved dramatically since researchers were allowed to examine them in 1933.”
While Richard knew with certainty he’d removed both children from London—Prince Edward to Ireland and Prince Richard to Portugal—he could not indicate any of this to Mortimer and Allen, as that would be tantamount to admitting he was Richard III. There was no longer any question he had need of a lawyer.
“Will you swear you are Richard III, King of England from 26 June 1483 to 22 August 1485?”
Richard glared at Mortimer. “I wish to stop this interview until I can obtain an attorney.”
THREE
As soon as Richard left the interview, he called Sarah, and then a cab. He stood outside the station, and his thoughts drifted back to the start of his life in the twenty-first century.
The first few months of his new life had been hard. Although Richard was able to adapt to Modern English quickly—having a natural aptitude for language—culturally, he didn’t fit. However, he had made friends who were eager to help him understand what was expected, and he had taken advantage of the educational system to learn about recent history and technology. Even though he hadn’t understood the mechanics behind the new technology, he had understood its benefits. This had been especially true of today’s medicine. Soon, he had switched from wondering how medicine could have saved his family, to actually working to bring Anne and Edward forward in time so that modern medicine could save them. However, Anne had died of tuberculosis and was medically too compromised to be cured, even if she could have been brought forward. She was left in her grave at Westminster Abbey, which was the reason they were in London now.
A cab pulled to the curb, and the driver called through the open window, “Where to, boss?”
Richard gave the driver the address, got in the back, and settled in the seat. He closed his eyes, remembering how devastated he had been when he found there was nothing he could do for Anne. But Edward’s condition, acute appendicitis, could be cured in the present day, and so Richard and the scientists at Ambion Technologies had focused on bringing Edward into the twenty-first century. Previously, Michael Fairchild had been the principal scientist on the project, responsible for modifying a device originally designed to move objects through space, to one that could move objects through space and time. When he had later left the company, Ambion hired Sarah, the physicist who had invented the original design, to replace him. Although he had not admitted it at the time, Richard had fallen in love with Sarah the moment he’d met her.
Their feelings for each other had rapidly grown, and Richard had even asked Sarah to marry him. Then he’d learned that she was Jewish. Jews had been exiled in England from before Richard’s time, so the only Jews Richard had known were conversos. His religious beliefs nearly stopped him from marrying Sarah, but after an incident where he almost lost her permanently, he put aside his objections, and they married prior to bringing Edward into the twenty-first century.
He had been truly happy these past few months—more than a year, in fact. Would he lose it all now? Would he be deprived of his family because of a five-hundred-year-old false accusation?
At the hotel’s entrance, Richard paid the cabdriver and then entered the lobby. He was about to go to his room, when he spotted the bar and decided to get a drink. He needed a few minutes to quiet his nerves. He sat at the green marble bar, cleared his throat, and got the bartender’s attention.
The bartender turned unhurriedly toward Richard, a towel in one hand and a highball glass in the other. “What’ll be your pleasure, sir?”
“Laphroaig, with a splash of water, please.”
The bartender mixed the drink and slid it across the bar. Richard curled his fingers around the glass and inhaled the sharp aroma to dispel the odor from the police station. He swallowed half the drink. The peaty fire slid down his throat, spreading its numbing warmth through his gut.
He had gone to the police quite confident they didn’t have grounds to hold him. Now they had his DNA and passport. He took another sip, slowly this time, allowing the pungent malt to fill his mouth.
Even though he had been certain he had secured his nephews’ safety in the fall of 1483, he no longer felt confident of it now that the police were investigating. He had told Sarah the truth about what he had done to protect the princes, but he hadn’t told her everything. Now he would have to tell her that he had instructed Brackenbury to locate two boys who could pose as the princes. Brackenbury had found two brothers who were both Edward’s natural children, and who, once they were cleaned up, looked enough like the princes that they could have easily been mistaken for them—as long they did not speak. While Edward acknowledged some of his bastards, he hadn’t recognized those two, so it was easy to convince the mother to part with them for a month or two with the promise of an annual stipend. As far as he knew, the children had been returned to their mother. He had withheld this information from Sarah, afraid that she would have rejected him if she thought he had put any children in danger.
He’d have to talk to an attorney—tonight if possible.
He couldn’t bear the thought of being torn from his family. What if he were charged and then found guilty? Didn’t they need bodies to press charges? The significance of matching his DNA to the Tower bones did not escape him. How confident was he that the boys had made it out of England and that he’d been able to secure their safety once away? He’d had to arrange it all by letter and by seal. Although he had not witnessed their safe departure, he'd thought that by picking Edward Brampton and James Tyrell—each to remove one of the boys from London—he had chosen wisely. Neither man was as prominent to his enemies as were some men of higher rank. To use a modern phrase, they flew under the radar.
Richard was also quite concerned that if they proved he was Richard III, they would connect Sarah, Ambion Technologies chief physicist to the time machine. How far would the authorities go to gain access to this technology?
He finished the drink and considered having another, but he knew Sarah would be worried. As much as she’d try to hide her fears, her fingers would make their silent, bitten confession.
The drink did not calm him as much as he had hoped, so he took the hotel stairs two at a time and found the physical release far more effective. Maybe both helped. He opened the door and went in.
Sarah rushed up to him. “How’d it go?” She stroked his cheek and then quickly hid her hands behind her back.
What could he tell her? She’d remained behind and, until he called, was left to wonder whether he would be released or not. After all, what did they really have on him? A questionable birth certificate? Hardly something the British government should be concerned about.
He nodded toward the closed bedroom doors. “Asleep?”
“Um-hmm.” She rubbed her eyes with the back of her hand. “They were keyed up until you called. They settled down enough to take a nap.”
“Why don’t we sit?” How much longer would he be able to touch her? He slipped his hand under her thick auburn hair and caressed the nape of her neck. “I had to leave my passport with the police.”
“What?” She faced him. Her eyes darted from his face to the bedroom.
“They are holding it to ensure I don’t leave the country.” They sat on the couch. “My release is conditional, and I have to keep the police informed of my whereabouts.” He took her hands in his and uncurled her fingers. He drew her fingers to his lips and kissed each tender end. “I’m sorry.”
“For what? You didn’t do anything wrong.”
He needed to memorize her face, how it looked and how it felt. He peered into her violet eyes, stroked her smooth cheek, and then ran his finger down her slightly crooked nose—broken in a softball game when she was ten. “Instead of coming straight to the room, I selfishly stopped at the bar to have a drink, to think.”
She put her hands over his and wrapped her fingers around his palms. “I think I’d have done the same.”
“Thank you,” he said. “Were you able to speak to Evan?”
Sarah pulled her hand away from him and stared at her fingers. “Yes, he’s going to call his contacts here to get you a lawyer.”
“Does he know why the FBI would be sending faxes to the police here?”
“He’s looking into it,” she said, “but he thinks it ties back to the inquiries into Michael Fairchild’s death.”
“I thought that investigation was closed,” Richard said. “Didn’t the medical examiner’s report state Michael hadn’t been murdered?”
“The cause of death was never established. Evan thinks Mike’s family reopened it.”
“I still feel guilty over his death,” he said. “If I hadn’t persuaded him to return to Portland to repair the time machine, he’d still be alive.”
She frowned. “Don’t call it a time machine, Dickon. It’s really a quantum displacement engine, or QDE. So, if you use the QDE to transport through time, your mass must exist, or be represented, in both places at the same moment, and unless your mass is compensated for, you will be torn apart on an atomic level.”
He smiled at her. Richard liked it when she called him by the pet name he’d had when he was a boy. Anne had used it too. “The thing that I’ve never been able to understand, is why the people whose mass hasn’t been compensated for, don’t die instantly.”
“We don’t understand why that doesn’t happen,” Sarah said. “It seems that only a few atoms are permanently destroyed each microsecond. However, the effects are cumulative and after a limited time, the damage is fatal.”
“Michael told me that the limit for an uncompensated mass is thirty seconds.”
“That’s true for small objects such as the cameras that were sent back,” she said, “but an adult would have a few more seconds before the damage would be a problem. Besides, if he hadn’t agreed to work on it, you might not have saved your son.”
“Didn’t you work it out by the time Michael returned?”
“Yes, but without Michael, it would have taken me much longer to make the QDE work. Anyway, his returning to the fifteenth century killed him, and not his expediting the repair.” She brushed the back of her fingers along his cheek and down to his jaw. “You didn’t send him back; he did it on his own. He knew the risks and went anyway.”
“That may be, but it doesn’t alter the end result or my regret.”
“You’ll need to tell the lawyer about Michael. I’ll write out what we just discussed.”
“Thank you,” he said, “that would help a great deal.”
She hugged her arms to her stomach. It rumbled.
“Have you eaten?” he asked. “Has anyone eaten?”
Edward ran into the room. “Papa!”
Richard caught his son by the arms and pulled him onto the couch.
“I’ll order dinner and have it sent up,” Sarah said, and went into the empty bedroom.
“I will have to go back to the police,” Richard said, “but for how long and when, I do not know.”
“They said ‘murder of Edward and Richard,’ Papa. You said Shakespeare’s play was a lie. Is it not?”
He looped his arm behind his son and drew him close. “The play is a lie. They only need look at me to see I have no deformities.”
“Are you going to prison?” Edward pressed his lips together into a thin line.
“Before I can be sent to prison, there has to be a trial, and I have to be found guilty. They are gathering the evidence, and they needed my DNA to compare it to the two small skeletons that were found buried in the Tower.”
Sarah returned to the room.
“DNA?” Edward cocked his head sideways, staring at his father.
“Don’t you remember us talking about it?” she asked.
“I didn’t know that they could test DNA in something that old,” Edward said.
“They can, and much older,” she said. “Assuming they can show the skeletons are related to your father, they can’t prove murder.”
“I still need an attorney.”
The phone rang and Sarah answered it. “It’s Evan Hosgrove.”
He went to the desk and took the receiver. “Hello Evan.”
“Richard! Sarah said the police questioned you. What’s the deal?” Evan’s gravelly voice resonated, which Richard found oddly reassuring.
“They are examining the evidence.” He shifted his weight to the other foot. “They got a sample of my DNA.”
“Don’t tell me they think the bones could be those of the princes. I thought that was disproved long ago. Never mind that for now, Dick. I spoke to a solicitor, and he’s expecting your call tonight. Do you have something to write with?”
Richard sat down and picked up a pen. “What is it?”
“Don’t go ballistic when you hear the name,” Hosgrove said. “This guy’s tops in his field, and he’s also a Ricardian. You’ll be in good hands.”
“Who is he?”
“Henry Stafford—no relation to your old enemy of the same name. Before I forget, let me give you his phone number.”
Richard jotted down the information on the hotel’s notepad by the phone. “Let’s hope this man doesn’t resemble Buckingham in character. How did Homeland Security come to find out who I am? Sarah suspects it had something to do with Michael’s death.”
“It was through the Portland police,” Hosgrove said. “Michael’s sister thought the hospital was covering up something, because they never told her why he died.”
“That was almost a year ago.” He pinched the bridge of his nose. “Why is it coming out now?”
“The hospital administrators stonewalled her for several months, and then she got frustrated and went to a law firm that specializes in malpractice,” Hosgrove said. “Well, it was the same practice that the Clearys had hired to find out what happened to their son’s body, which by then, had been traced to Ambion Technologies. I thought we had a lucky break when Greg Cleary became available, because he was so close to your height, build and appearance that we didn’t have to do much in the way of cosmetic modifications for the body to pass for you after the injuries it sustained on the battlefield. I guess it’s turning out to be not so lucky after all.”
“Jesú!” The old familiar oath exploded from his lips.
“Don’t worry, we’ll get you through this, Richard. Call me any time if you need anything, and call me tomorrow to let me know how you made out with Stafford. He knows all about you. You can trust him absolutely.”
When Richard put the phone down, he saw Sarah standing before him. Her thumb rested on her lower lip the way it did before she’d chew on it. She must have noticed his intense gaze, because she withdrew her hand and stuffed her fingers into the pocket of her jeans.
Odd that he should love this nervous habit of hers, but he did. She hated it, and despite everything she tried, her fingers would find their way to her mouth.
He stood and wrapped his arms around her. “We shall work through this. Put your mind at ease.”
“How did they figure out who you are?” She turned around to face him.
“It goes back to the body that was substituted for mine. I’ll explain it while we are eating, but first I must call the solicitor.”
* * *
“Did they substitute a body for me?” Edward asked after they’d finished dinner.
“Not exactly,” Sarah said. “We built a body to look like you from a real skeleton. We didn’t want to risk having another family making inquiries into how the body was used.”
Edward frowned, creasing the space above the bridge of his nose. “I don’t understand.”
“In my case,” Richard said, “Hosgrove purchased a cadaver from the hospital of someone who'd just died. However, the family thought their beloved’s remains would be used for medical research, and when it appeared their wishes weren’t being followed, they investigated. They’re now suing the hospital, and it appears that they’ve traced it back to Ambion Technologies.”
“Then why didn’t they construct a simulacrum for you, Papa, as they did for me?”
“What’s a simu...uh, that thing you just said?” Mary asked.
“Mary!” Emma said. “Shut up.”
“I bet you don’t know what it means either, smarty-pants,” Mary said.
Emma turned red and looked down at her plate.
“It’s all right, Emma,” Richard said. “Simulacrum is from the Latin and means a representation.”
“Do you know Latin, Eddie?”
“Aye. I had to study it—before.”
“Mom,” Emma said, “can I learn Latin?”
“Sure, we’ll have to see what we can do when we get home,” Sarah said, and then turned to Richard. “You still haven’t answered your son’s question, though. Why couldn’t the project team have made a body for you like we did for Edward?”
“At the time, they thought that a manufactured body would not be an acceptable substitute,” Richard said. “The body had to be put on public display as proof of Henry’s victory.”
“Dickon, is there any possibility the skeletons they found are your nephews?”
“Up to this time, I thought it wasn’t possible. However, I must allow for them to have been returned to England soon after Bosworth.”
“Wouldn’t that make them at least two years older than when they are accusing you of murder?” Sarah asked.
“And will that make any difference?” Richard shrugged, frustrated.
Sarah bit her lower lip. “I’m not sure. I think a forensic anthropologist can tell the difference between twelve- and fourteen-year-old remains. I think they’d know if their ages weren’t right.”
“Then I have nothing to worry about.”
“Could your nephews have returned to London a year or so earlier without your knowing about it?”
“No. That’s one reason why I separated them—to prevent something like that from happening.”
“Could one of them have snuck back into the country?” she asked. “Could Edward have?”
“At this point, it can’t be ruled out,” Richard said. “Then, only one of the skeletons could possibly be a DNA match, and that’s assuming those skeletons have anything to do with either prince.”
Sarah’s questions forced Richard to look at the problem logically. He’d be able to lay it out for the solicitor.
“Regardless of what those bones show, they can definitely match me to my mother and brother.”
Sarah frowned. “Without a match, isn’t it all circumstantial? Don’t they need both skeletons, or some form of physical evidence to charge you?”
“Since they arrested me with the flimsiest of cause, one might say no cause at all, I need to proceed as if they have enough to charge me.”
“What does that mean, Papa?”
“It means I must be away from you for a few hours tomorrow to see the solicitor.”
Edward hung his head. “Westminster,” he whispered. “Will you be with us at the Abbey?”
This trip meant so much to Edward and him. His son needed to say good-bye to his mama and to fully accept Sarah as his mother. Richard reached over and put his hand on Edward’s shoulder. “I will be there. We are going together.”
* * *
Richard closed the door to the bedroom once the children were settled. Sarah sat on a small stool before a table with a mirror. She picked up her brush and drew it through her hair one time. She sat still for so long, Richard stopped undressing and walked up behind her. She was shaking.
He placed his hand over hers. It took him aback to see her suffering so. He only now realized the extent she’d hidden her fears from him and from the children.
Her tears flowed freely down her cheeks, dribbling off her chin to her nightgown.
He knelt down beside her. “My love, what is it?”
“I-I’m so afraid of losing you.” She sniffed and rubbed her eyes. “I didn’t know I could love someone so much as you.”
Her outward calm had anchored him when he left for the police interview and up to this moment. But now that the children were asleep, he saw she had stopped pretending. At once, the emotions he’d been suppressing broke through. In one convulsive heave, a sob burst from him. He buried his head in her lap and gripped the stool’s legs hard, until pain radiated up his arms.
She stroked his head, neck and back, in slow circular motions. Her hands came to rest on his shoulders. He sat back on his heels and saw she had stopped crying, though her eyes were puffy and red. “There is still something I must tell you.”
Nodding, Sarah withdrew her hands and started biting her nails.
“After I had the boys removed from the Tower, but before I could get them out of England, I had Brackenbury place two boys—brothers—in their apartment. They were Ned’s natural children and resembled the princes.”
Sarah jerked back. “Were they killed?”
“No! Not that I know. I also made sure the mother received an annual stipend and I provided for their education.”
She didn’t react, but just sat there staring at him.
“Understand, I had no other option. I needed people to think the princes were still secure in the Tower while I had them spirited away from England. I couldn’t risk having my enemies find a way to get their hands on the boys while they were vulnerable.”
“I do understand, Dickon. I need a little time to digest this revelation, is all.” She gave him a shaky smile. “I wish Hosgrove hadn’t said that you are Richard III. Too many people know your true identity.”
“He had to; he was under oath.”
“I know,” Sarah said, “but the thought that it could go public, terrifies me.”
When he'd first arrived in the twenty-first century, Richard hadn’t had a reason to keep his identity secret. He'd become cautious as he adjusted to his new situation. “Hopefully, it’s not too late to contain my identity.”
“Hopefully.”
He kissed her nose. “I swear to you, I shall do what I must, what I can, to keep us together.”
“And I swear to you, I will do everything I can.”
* * *
The Gloucestres arrived at Westminster Abbey late the next morning. Richard hesitated near the gothic north entrance and rested his hand on Edward’s shoulder. Sarah and the girls walked a few more steps before they too stopped. The casually attired tourists streaming by them made Richard feel out of place. Instead of slacks, T-shirt, and a water-resistant jacket, he was wearing a raincoat over his Brooks Brothers suit. Sarah wore a raincoat over a summer dress and even the children were comparably dressed. Big Ben and Parliament lay to the left of the Abbey. Still, it was easy to pick out Big Ben in the mist.
“Let’s go in before it starts to rain,” Sarah said. “Besides, it might not be so easy to find Anne’s tomb, and then you have your one o’clock with the lawyer.”
“I remember where I buried her!”
“As you’ve pointed out, the Abbey has changed.”
He whispered, “Jesú,” half in prayer and half in fear that he’d not be able to find his queen’s final resting place.
“Papa? Mama’s here, isn’t she?” Edward’s eyes darted from the line of tourists waiting to enter to the iron-studded door.
“Yes, but Sarah’s right. We may have to search for it.” They entered Westminster Abbey, and Richard purchased the tickets and a guidebook. He rejoined his wife and children who were waiting to the side.
Sarah pointed across to the south transept. “That stained glass is absolutely beautiful.”
Majestic stone arches rose two levels above, and those two levels with their stained-glass scenes reflected the architecture below. But it was the round, stained-glass window occupying the entire top third of the wall that drew the eye. The stone-segmented window radiated from the center, resembling a rose. “According to this booklet," Richard said, "most of the glass was replaced in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, including this rose window.” Despite the crowds and the altered appearance, enough remained to drag his thoughts back in time. There were some good memories. He and Anne had been crowned here.
“Dickon,” Sarah said. “Why don’t you be our tour guide while we’re looking for Anne’s tomb?”
Her voice brought him back to the present. “Why don’t I, indeed.”
Sarah and the girls walked ahead to the North Ambulatory and stopped in front of Edward I’s tomb. “Ancestor?” she asked when Richard and Edward caught up.
“Yes,” Richard said. “If we go a little farther, you’ll see the coronation chair.”
They passed Henry III’s tomb and stopped by the carved wooden chair, on the right. It sat on a platform, each leg supported by gilt lions. Its straight back and unyielding flat seat had not been designed for lounging.
Opposite the chair stood the Lady Chapel that had been built by Richard’s successor, Henry VII. The tomb, encased in a bronze cage, dominated the chapel’s center. On it lay the golden effigies of Henry and of Elizabeth, Richard’s niece.
Edward tucked in close to him. They stared.
“Jesú,” Richard whispered.
“You don’t have to do this,” Sarah said. “Do you just want to find Anne’s tomb, and then we can see about taking a tour?”
“Maybe you’re right,” he said. “Elizabeth was alive to me. It’s very hard to see her grave, especially reposed next to that Welsh milksop.”
Sarah glanced at him and clapped her hand over her mouth. Her cheeks bulged.
“What’s a Welsh milksop?” Emma asked.
“The name I called that man,” Richard said, glowering at the tomb.
Mary tugged at Richard’s jacket and looked up at him, eyes wide. “Did he like what you called him, Daddy?”
Richard stared at her for a second and maintained his decorum long enough to say, “No.” He gulped some air to keep from laughing aloud.
His wife’s shoulders shook, and she snorted through her fingers, which covered her mouth and the bottom of her nose. “Sorry,” she said. “We’d better move on.”
They turned around and came back down on the other side of the coronation chair, passing both Edward III’s and Richard II’s tombs, and continued to work their way back to the High Altar.
“Papa,” Edward said, standing in front of the altar. “Where is Mama’s tomb? I didn’t see it anywhere.”
Richard studied the map in the guidebook. “I buried her in the sanctuary, but I do not see it listed.”
“Where’s the sanctuary?” Sarah asked.
“We are standing on the south side.” He pointed toward the center of the Abbey. “It’s there, but—”
Sarah put her hand over his. “Why don’t I ask someone?”
He nodded. “I am at a loss.”
Richard rested his hand on Edward’s shoulder. His son pressed close to him.
“Are you okay, Eddie?” Emma asked. “You look funny.”
Richard knelt down, peering up into his son’s downcast eyes. “Edward? Do you need to sit down for a while?”
“No,” Edward said. He glanced at Emma. “I’m okay, Em.”
Richard straightened up just as Sarah returned with a guide in a long black robe, bordered in scarlet-colored silk.
“Follow me,” he said. “There would have been no marker, but for the Richard III Society dedicating this memorial plaque in 1960.” He took them to the side away from the altar. “We believe her tomb is beneath the stones near the plaque.”
He led them to a poorly lit area in the South Ambulatory and pointed to a brass plaque mounted low on the marble wall, memorializing Anne Neville.
Sarah nodded. “Thank you. We really appreciate your taking the time to show us to this spot.”
“You’re welcome,” he said. “Are you Ricardians?”
“More than most,” she said.
The guide checked his watch. “Must be going, my next tour is starting in a minute or two.” He left them by Anne’s modest memorial.
“Dickon,” Sarah said, stepping close to him. “Do you want a private moment? The girls and I can meet you by the exit.”
“No, stay close.” His throat constricted.
He rested his hand on Edward’s back. They stood side by side, directly in front of the plaque. Richard let his soul speak.
Anne, know you I am as heavy in heart as the day I buried you. Forgive my taking Edward from you, if for but a moment in eternity. Smile on us and let him grow to manhood to have babes of his own.
Richard bowed his head and prayed. It was not a prayer from his Book of Hours and Prayers, long memorized from daily use, but from his heart, now less burdened as he felt her smile upon them.
Edward stood mutely by, his head bowed. Richard and Edward each knelt on one knee, and they both crossed themselves before rising.
Upon turning away from the plaque, the sight that greeted Richard touched his heart. Sarah and her daughters stood shoulder-to-shoulder, forming a wall that shielded Edward and him from the tourists.
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“Thank you for giving us privacy,” Richard said, his throat still tight from viewing Anne’s memorial. He reached out and brushed her plaque with his fingertips. It was far more modest than she’d deserved. He wished he could give her something more fitting. “I think it’s time for us to go.” He slipped the raincoat on over his suit.
Sarah nodded.
They exited through the Abbey shop onto the East Side Plaza and then, in spite of the light rain, crossed the triangular parking area, stopping at the sidewalk. Most of the tourists clustered near the Abbey. Richard stopped near the curb facing the Abbey. Its stone arches filled him with awe, as they had done five centuries ago. His family stood in a tight circle around him.
“Papa, what happened to your memorial to Mama?”
“I went to fight Henry at Bosworth before it was ready to be dedicated.” Even though Anne was quite ill months before she died, he could not bring himself to commission a memorial until after her passing. He had always hoped that she would miraculously recover. Commissioning the memorial while she was still alive would have given lie to his urgent prayers for her recovery. “Your mama had a funeral befitting a queen, and I ordered a fine marble memorial soon after. I do not know what happened to it.” Seeing the insignificant plaque in a dark spot of the Abbey renewed his anguish. He pinched the bridge of his nose.
He couldn’t remedy it now, and he needed to attend to the present.
“I must go to the attorney very soon.”
“I want to come with you,” Edward said.
“Not this time, Edward. If we’re lucky, there won’t be a second time.” Richard attempted a reassuring smile.
He reached in his pocket, pulled out two cell phones, and handed one to Sarah.
“What? When did you get them?”
“They’re pay-as-you-go. I put ten pounds on each when I bought them this morning. You can top it up anywhere they service this brand.”
“So that’s why you ducked out.” She put the phone in her raincoat pocket. “Does Hosgrove have these numbers?”
“He should. I left them with his answering service earlier.” Richard flipped the collar of his black Burberry up, as it had started to rain. “I’ll call you when I’m done with Stafford.”
“I hope Hosgrove is right about this guy.”
“I’d better be going.” He gave Sarah and each of the children a quick hug and dashed for a taxi.
Richard sat back in the cab and peered at his family, huddled together. The rain streaked the cab’s windows, blurring their faces. He turned away and looked through the windshield as the taxi crept down Whitehall. They passed the Old Bailey, recessed from the curb. The other buildings, closer to the curb, gave the illusion that they were driving through a tunnel.
He should not be leaving Edward so soon after seeing the commemorative plaque marking Anne’s grave, but he had no choice. If they were to remain a family, he had to go to the solicitor now. After everything he’d been through, and after nearly failing to save Edward from a premature death, he couldn’t lose him…them now.
Would Edward accept Sarah as his mother now that he'd said his farewell to Anne, his beloved mother from the past, or would he continue to resent that his father couldn’t save her?
It was all so confusing, this time travel. Richard still couldn’t wrap his mind around the paradoxes it presented him, and he had come to the twenty-first century after both Anne and Edward had died from diseases. His son had predeceased Anne. How much more confusing it must be for him to be alive, but not his own mother?
As the cab crawled through the heavy traffic, Richard was struck with how Americanized he’d become in the two years he’d lived in the U.S. Little of this England, including the language, felt familiar to him.
“Is this your first time in London, boss?” the cab driver asked. It sounded to Richard like the driver had an Indian accent. As cosmopolitan as London was in the fifteenth century, it couldn’t compare to the London of today. At that time, Jews had been expelled from all of England, and there had been no finer glory than to join in a crusade against the Turks. He thought it rather ironic that more than six hundred years after the fall of Acre, when Muslims had ended Christian rule of the Holy Land, radical Muslims were now organizing their own crusade—jihad. He nearly snorted at the thought that the Christians of his time were the radicals, admitting to himself that he had greatly romanticized the crusaders.
“No, but it has been quite some time since I’ve been here,” Richard said. “Much has changed.”
He wondered how much the laws had changed and whether they could charge him with murder where there was no evidence that a murder had been committed.
* * *
Edward turned his back on Sarah to watch the taxi pull into traffic, carrying his father away from Westminster Abbey. The rain fell steadily, puddling into tiny ponds where the pavement dipped and cracked. It soaked his hair and ran in rivulets down his cheeks, but he didn’t care. It would replace his tears that would not come.
He knew one reason his father had planned this trip was to help him embrace Sarah as his mother. His father had urged him to trust Sarah and to warm to her. He had and liked her very much. Still, he couldn’t shake the feeling that he was betraying his mama. He’d accepted his sisters long ago; why could he not yet accept her? Was she not their mother? Did she not treat him like a son?
He also saw how close she and Papa were. At first, he had accused Papa of abandoning his mama so he could marry Sarah. Edward no longer believed that. He pinched the bridge of his nose.
He felt a hand on his shoulder and saw that it was Sarah. He sniffled as she moved the umbrella, sheltering him from the rain.
“I’m worried too,” Sarah said.
“Aye,” he said. “He is all I have.”
“Edward, why do you think that? Don’t you know you have me and Emma and Mary?” Sarah stepped in front of Edward; her violet eyes peered into him. “That’s why I adopted you, to make sure you’re protected. If anything ever happened to him—and I pray to God nothing will—there will be no question that I will be there to take care of you.”
“But...but…”
“Oh sweetheart, your sisters adore you, and so do I. You’re in my heart. I keep hoping that you’ll accept us for who we are.”
His eyes burned. “Yes Sar... Mother.” He couldn’t stop the tears. Her arm rested on his back, and she gently pulled him to her. Edward surrendered to her hug and let his forehead rest against her chest.
He became aware of his sisters, pressing in on either side of him, both stroking his back. He swallowed hard to regain control.
“It’s okay.” Sarah stroked his hair.
He pulled away and glanced at them through teary eyes. “I’m sorry.” He wiped his eyes with the tips of his fingers. A somber group stared back at him. “I didn't mean to upset you.”
“You didn’t upset me.” Her eyes brimmed with tears. “I know it’s been really hard for you. I’ll help however I can. I hope you feel you can trust me.”
“I do,” he whispered.
She hugged him again. “I do love you. You will not be alone, no matter what.”
Edward blinked and then smiled for the first time since entering the Abbey. “I’m hungry.”
“Me too,” Emma said.
“I could go for some lunch too,” Sarah said with a shaky laugh. “Besides, that will get us out of the rain.”
* * *
Richard’s cab stopped on Chancery Lane opposite a narrow four-story, brick building wedged between others of the same architecture. He paid the fare, ducked into the arched doorway, and checked the directory. Stafford’s office was on the second floor.
Richard took the stairs to the suite, one floor up, and entered a high-ceilinged, windowless anteroom crammed with books, papers, and files on every available wall and surface. It didn’t resemble the pristine reception area he had grown used to with Ambion’s lawyers in Portland. In contrast, this jumble of an office seemed less than professional, but he withheld judgment.
The dark-oak woodwork was almost black with age. A massive desk that matched the room’s trim dominated the middle of the room. Both the clerk and the computer were nearly lost in the jumble of papers and books.
The clerk peered over his reading glasses. “How may I help you, sir?”
“I’m here to see Solicitor Stafford.” Richard pointed to his name in the appointment book that the clerk had open. “I see I’m a bit early. Is there somewhere I may wait for him?”
The clerk stood and offered his pudgy hand. “Mr. Gloucestre, or should I say ‘Your Grace’?” He bobbed his head and grinned. “Ever since Mr. Stafford called me last night, I’ve been on pins-and-needles waiting for you to walk through that door. You are taller than I thought you would be. This is the most exciting day of my life.” He paused for breath. “I can’t tell you what an honor it is for me to meet the person to whom I’ve been devoted all these years. That is, once I got over my absolute shock that you could actually be here, alive.”
Richard gave the clerk a quizzical look. “It’s Mr. Gloucestre. And you are?”
“So sorry, mea culpa. I’m Collin Wood, but call me Collie,” he said and then added another breathless stream of patter, “You’re an American now, I hear, working for Evan Hosgrove at Ambion.”
Richard pinched the bridge of his nose, regretting having contacted his boss. Still, Evan seemed to put a lot of faith in this attorney. “Yes, I am. He recommended this firm, but I must ask you to keep my identity confidential.”
“Yes—of course, yes.” Collie clasped his hands, beaming. “We’ve known Hosgrove for years. He’s been attending the annual general meeting of the Richard III Society in London for the past eight years.”
This long association eased Richard’s mind. He had trusted Evan to recommend a lawyer, so now he would have to trust Stafford and Collie with knowing his true identity. “Evan could not have given you a higher recommendation.”
The clerk walked around the desk, his jacket billowing out from his substantial girth. “Yes, yes, yes. Mr. Stafford—no connection to your enemy—requested I have you wait in his office. Walk this way, please.” Collie nattered on as he led Richard down the hallway. He moved his bulk with surprising grace, like a man who'd carried an extra hundred pounds his entire life. Collie’s paunch preceded them into Stafford’s office.
He picked up some papers from the seat of a fine oak chair, upholstered in maroon leather. “He said to make yourself comfortable, but I do expect him any minute. He’s been in meetings all morning.”
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