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  Chapter One




  The argument that the telephone interrupted had been about violence.




  It had been a comfortable argument, the kind that can go on for an evening, punctuated by digressions, by laughter, by the necessity to top up drinks, that can seldom be achieved except between

  old friends.




  Max Rowley and Peter Harkness were very old friends. They had been at school together. A very minor public school, and a part of their friendship had grown out of the fact that they had hated it

  almost equally. Then they had gone to Oxford together, Max to study Law and Peter Medieval History. Then for a time their paths had diverged. Peter sometimes wondered why this had happened. Why had

  they drifted apart? Had it been, on his side, that for a time he had needed to escape from the dominance of Max’s sharp, critical intellect? However, when they had met again accidentally on

  the Underground, their friendship had been casually resumed at the point, it seemed, where it had been broken off.




  Yet both of them had changed a great deal in the intervening years. Peter as a boy had been excessively shy, full of embarrassed consciousness of his oversized hands and feet, which had

  indicated that he would later be a big man, and had been charged with intense emotions which had caused him great suffering since he had not known how to express them. But with time he had acquired

  considerable confidence in himself and cared very little what others thought of him. Max, on the other hand, had become dignified and wary, a man who thought carefully before he spoke. He was

  married and lived in a block of flats near Regent’s Park. He had become a partner in a firm of solicitors. Peter was still single, but close to trying to discover what a girl called Caroline

  might think about marriage, since it seemed the logical consummation of a surprisingly long-lasting relationship. He lived in a mews flat in Paddington, was a freelance journalist and writer

  of popular history and was generally worried about money.




  On the cold March evening that he and Max spent together and somehow got into an argument about violence, both men had had to admit that, being too young to have been in the war, they had never

  encountered it personally, except in its twisted mental forms, since their schooldays. But both had encountered it then, though their experience of it had been singularly different. Max, a small

  boy with a clear brain and a long memory, had submitted to brutality with self-contained, unforgiving bitterness, waiting for the time when his cleverness would help him to achieve some revenge.

  Peter, who had been larger and with a temper that could be terrifying, once it blazed out of control, had retaliated to bullying with a ferocity that had scared his attackers. But this had not

  earned him respect. There had been something too emotional in his furies to seem proper to the conventional young, whom he frightened and who did not forgive him for it. And he had become afraid

  himself of his rages and at the back of his mind, now aged forty, he was still afraid of them.




  This had left him with the conviction that violence is an inborn, horrifying evil, to be suppressed at all costs. Max, on the other hand, contended that if childhood could be happy and free from

  fear, the young were not naturally violent but had it instilled into them by the unpleasant example of their elders. Peter called this sentimentality and told Max that the trouble about him was

  that he simply did not dare face the existence in himself of the violence that was certainly there.




  ‘Of course it’s there in all of us, don’t tell me it isn’t,’ Peter said. ‘We enjoy hating, we enjoy cruelty, we enjoy destruction, even the least perverted of

  us. Would war have remained an honoured institution in our society for all these aeons if we hadn’t a natural love of it? And what’s ever had the slightest effect in controlling that

  obscene love but fear?’




  ‘There you go again – fear!’ Max exclaimed. ‘How you keep harping on it. What is it you’re so afraid of, Peter?’




  ‘Of myself, of myself!’ Peter answered. ‘Haven’t I been telling you so for the last hour? And if you aren’t afraid of yourself too, God help you! That sort of

  fear’s a great safeguard, d’you know that? Now tell me, aren’t you a little afraid of yourself? Inside that nicely balanced brain of yours, isn’t there a trace of irrational

  fear of what you might do, given the circumstances?’




  ‘What circumstances, for instance?’




  ‘I don’t know. I don’t know what your fatal temptation might be. And of course I don’t expect you to tell me about it, even if you know what it is. Our fears are strictly

  private things. We’ve all got the right to try to conceal them.’




  ‘The fatal temptation for me,’ Max said thoughtfully, ‘is most likely to be my clients’ cash. I’m very attracted by money. You don’t know how I’d love

  to find a safe way of getting some to stick to my fingers, after which I’d slip quietly off to South America. But violence, murder – which is what we’re talking about, isn’t

  it? – isn’t a thing I’m much afraid of. Quite simply, I’m too squeamish. You know me well enough for that. I’m not sure if I’m what you’d call afraid of

  myself, but I do know I’m a physical coward. I don’t care much for the sight of blood. I dislike the feeling of firearms. But of course I’m interested in the subject in the

  abstract. I mean, if one isn’t somehow attracted by it, as you say, why does one listen to the nine o’clock news? I’m inclined to think that perhaps we actually sleep better after

  our regular dose of shootings and bombings and hijackings and rioting. So up to that point I agree with you. And d’you know, I’ve sometimes thought I’d like to know a murderer.

  Oddly enough too, a murderer who’d committed some particularly atrocious sort of crime.’




  It was then that the telephone rang.




  Max got up to answer it. He was host that evening. They were in the Regent’s Park flat. Max’s wife, Kate, was away, staying with friends. The room that they were in, not a very large

  one, was cluttered with too much furniture for comfort, with a dining table and sideboard at one end and a number of easy chairs at the other, gathered around the gas fire, and with bookcases round

  the walls, reaching from floor to ceiling. The room in the flat that had been intended as a dining-room had been taken over by Kate, who was a novelist and needed somewhere to work. In the crowded

  living-room Peter always felt as if he were too large and too clumsy to have been allowed loose in it.




  He was in fact a large man, but not clumsy. His big, knuckly hands were delicate in their touch and the movements of his wide-shouldered body were smooth and assured. He had sandy-coloured hair,

  thick and rough, and the wide, mild grey eyes that give a face a look of innocent curiosity, even when this has very little to do with their owner’s state of mind. His face was long, bony and

  ruddy and he smiled easily, though when there was no one there to see him his features had a way of settling into an expression of inward-looking melancholy.




  Max, threading his way between the close-standing chairs to the telephone, was smaller, neater, in all ways more sharply defined. He was slender and fine-boned, with a calm, oval face, smooth

  dark hair and dark, observant eyes. In a slightly sombre way, he was extremely handsome. He dressed with great neatness and, as Peter knew, always looked after his clothes himself, because

  Kate’s slap-happy way with them would never have kept them up to Max’s standards.




  He looked more than the forty that he was, but according to Peter’s memory of him he had always had a middle-aged look, although he never seemed noticeably to age. It was as if, early in

  his life, he had found a mould that suited him and had decided to maintain it. In ten years’ time he would probably look no older than he did at present.




  ‘Yes?’ he said into the telephone. ‘Oh? . . . Oh yes, darling.’




  He cupped his hand over the mouthpiece and said to Peter, ‘It’s Kate.’




  ‘Well, I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself,’ he went on.




  A pause.




  ‘Yes, he’s here. You want to speak to him?’ He turned to Peter. ‘Kate wants to speak to you.’




  He held out the telephone.




  Peter rose and took it from him. He knew that Kate was staying at the home of Daniel Braile, an elderly novelist who just then exerted a great deal of influence over her and who lived in a great

  Victorian box of a house called Grey Gables near the small town of Sisslebridge.




  He said, ‘Hallo, Kate, how are you?’




  ‘In a hole, Peter dear, a fearful hole,’ she answered. Her voice was rather gruff, with a throaty sort of charm. ‘I’ve been ringing you at your home all the evening and I

  tried Caroline’s number too, but she didn’t know where you were. Then I suddenly thought you might be with Max, so I tried our own number. I’m so glad I’ve found you. I want

  you to help me. I can count on you, can’t I?’




  ‘Of course – well, it depends.’




  Peter thought that she probably wanted him to find some piece of information that she needed for the book on which she was working and that this would mean a trip to some museum or library, for

  which he had very little time at the moment. But for some reason Kate, though herself a writer, never thought of him as busy at all, because he did not work from nine till five, like her

  husband.




  ‘Listen,’ she hurried on, ‘you know Dan and I and Juliet Weldon were going to do a sort of talk-in, brains trust, call it what you like, on the way writers work and so on, in

  the town here tomorrow evening, don’t you?’




  ‘No, I didn’t know that,’ Peter said. ‘It sounds wildly exciting.’




  ‘Don’t sneer,’ she said. ‘These things can be quite exciting and creative if you approach them in the right spirit. A lot of people quite sincerely want to know all about

  people like us. Didn’t Max tell you about it?’




  ‘No.’




  ‘Isn’t that just like him?’ she said. ‘He takes no interest whatever in what I do. Well, it’s a meeting of the local Arts League, who are really a very active crowd

  and they’re holding the meeting at the Manor House Hotel, which is quite near us here at Grey Gables. It’s got a very good big room for meetings. And the three of us, Dan, Juliet and I,

  were going to speak. I don’t mean speak exactly. We were just going to sit there and have questions fired at us. They’re expecting quite a big turn-out, about fifty people or

  thereabouts, because of course Dan’s a well-known figure here, apart from being rather famous generally. All sorts of people know about him since they did that television interview with him.

  But of all bloody bits of bad luck, he’s gone down with gastric ’flu or something. He’s really quite ill and there isn’t a hope he’ll be able to function tomorrow. So

  I thought – it just occurred to me as a possibility – that you might be persuaded to come down and take his place.’




  ‘For God’s sake,’ Peter exclaimed, ‘a nice fool I’d look trying to be a stand-in for someone like Dan Braile!’




  With her usual frankness, Kate replied, ‘You were the only person I could think of, and I knew you wouldn’t be offended at being asked at such short notice.’




  ‘Oh, I’m not offended, I’m flattered at being asked to take the great man’s place,’ Peter answered. ‘But I’m sorry, it won’t do, Kate.

  Nobody’s ever heard of me. Your audience would have a right to be disgusted.’




  ‘But Peter, we’ve got to get hold of a man, we simply must, don’t you see?’ Kate said. ‘Juliet and I alone just couldn’t cope. We’ve got to have a

  mixture of the sexes. And if you came, the way we could set it up would be that we were three different sorts of writer, me a novelist, Juliet a short-story writer and you non-fiction, and we could

  compare the ways we work and really make it quite interesting, even if we’re none of us up to Dan’s standard. Of course the League would pay your expenses, your travel and hotel –

  I believe the Manor House is quite a nice play to stay – and the Committee have invited us to dinner beforehand and they might even pay you a fee. Not much, but something. So do come, Peter.

  It would be such a help. For one thing, it would stop Dan fretting. He’s feeling terrible at letting these people down. He’s like that, you know, tremendously conscientious. So

  it’s making him worse.’




  ‘But if it’s simply a man you want on your panel – any man – ’ Peter said, ‘why not get Weldon? He’s staying down there with the Brailes, isn’t

  he? He generally is when I hear of him.’




  Walter Weldon, the husband of Juliet Weldon, was a critic who believed that he, almost alone, had created the recent Daniel Braile cult by the articles that he had written a few years before

  about Braile’s earliest, otherwise almost unnoticed novels.




  ‘Weldon – you don’t mean it!’ Kate said explosively. ‘He’s a disaster on a platform. First he gets so nervous that he can’t bring out a word, then, once

  he gets started, you can’t stop him. Besides, you know how he hates me. It’s jealousy, of course, because he can’t stand Dan liking anyone but him, but he’d never miss a

  chance to get in some nasty digs at my books, which isn’t the kind of thing we want at all. I mean, not at this affair. Of course he’s got a right to his opinion of me and to state it

  freely in the proper place, but not on an occasion like this. We all ought to be frantically nice to one another to show the audience what delightful people writers are. So please come, Peter.

  Don’t let me down.’




  ‘I’m sorry, Kate, it isn’t my kind of thing at all,’ Peter answered stubbornly. ‘If you don’t want Weldon I’m sure you and Juliet will manage splendidly

  on your own. And perhaps Dan will be better tomorrow. These virus things, if that’s what the trouble is, sometimes clear up quite suddenly.’




  ‘He’s been getting steadily worse for the last few days,’ Kate said. ‘And the silly man won’t have a doctor. He’s hopelessly prejudiced about drugs and

  things. Really, Peter, won’t you come? Listen, I’ll give you a little time to think it over and ring you again later.’




  ‘It won’t make any difference, Kate,’ he said. ‘I hate to say no to you, but apart from anything, I’ve my living to earn. I’m working pretty hard at the

  moment and I don’t want to lose a couple of days, which is what this would mean.’




  ‘Just think it over. At least do that,’ she pleaded.




  ‘It won’t make any difference,’ he repeated. ‘Try to think of someone else for the job.’




  ‘I’ll ring up again later,’ she stated, and rang off.




  Peter laughed as he put the telephone down and returned to his chair.




  ‘I suppose you gathered what that was all about,’ he said. ‘Kate really won’t take no for an answer, will she?’




  ‘I hardly ever summon up the energy to try saying it,’ Max said, ‘so she isn’t used to it. But I didn’t understand this thing about Dan being ill. What’s the

  matter with him?’




  ‘Apparently gastric ’flu.’




  ‘Quite likely hysterical.’ Max reached for the bottle of whisky on the table near him and refilled their glasses. ‘If you agreed to go down he might have a miraculous cure,

  just to make sure you didn’t get any of his limelight. I’ll tell you something, Peter, I’m getting a little tired of Dan Braile. I don’t think he’s good for Kate. I

  know she needs someone to hero-worship. She always has. There’s always been someone around who’s told her what she ought to believe about politics or poetry or diet or even clothes. But

  Braile’s been interfering with her writing. He’s been trying to get her to try for a depth she simply hasn’t got in her and it’s spoiling the kind of thing she can do well.

  Besides, there’s something about that sort of community at Grey Gables that rather sickens me.’ He drank some of his whisky. ‘I’m just hoping it’ll blow over some time

  soon. Her enthusiasms don’t usually last long.’




  ‘I didn’t know you’d stayed at the place yourself,’ Peter said.




  ‘Yes, I did, for a week-end last autumn. I’d had ’flu myself and Kate said the change would do me good and took me down there.’ Max gave a sardonic grin. ‘What did

  me good was getting home again. They don’t worry much about comfort. Actually I rather liked Braile’s wife and that daughter of hers by her first marriage who was staying there too at

  the time. But there was a kind of hot-house emotionalism about the atmosphere that didn’t agree with me at all. They made me feel I must be something abnormal in the way of a cold fish. And

  perhaps I am. Perhaps that’s why Kate has to have these attacks of Schwärmerei. Now what was it we were talking about? Oh yes, criminals. Something about the attraction of

  getting to know one.’




  But they had lost the thread of their discussion and began to talk of other things.




  About an hour later Peter left for home. The telephone had not rung again, which had been a relief, for he was not by nature disobliging and did not enjoy refusing to do what he was asked. But

  Kate’s request had appalled him even more than he had told her. He was quite at his worst on a platform. The old feeling of being all hands and feet always came back to him, while he could

  never control a tendency to slide backwards and forwards between flippancy and gravity in a way that his audience seemed never to understand. It was an experience that he usually avoided at all

  costs.




  He had no car and went home by Underground. His telephone was ringing as he put his key in his door.




  He cursed it. He was sleepy and mildly drunk and did not want another argument.




  Climbing the stairs to his little flat very slowly, he hoped that the ringing would stop before he reached the top. But it continued inexorably and once he was in the same room with it he was

  not strong-minded enough to ignore it.




  Picking up the telephone, he grunted, ‘Yes?’




  The voice that spoke was not Kate Rowley’s. It was higher, younger, much more appealing. He recognized it at once.




  ‘Gina!’




  Gina Marston was Daniel Braile’s stepdaughter. Peter had met her first a year before at a publisher’s party to which she and her mother had been brought by Braile, then had met her a

  number of times afterwards and had thought of her more often still, though not in a way, he had convinced himself, that had disturbed his relationship with Caroline. Gina was simply a beautiful

  child with problems. A great many problems. And when one of them became too much for her she had a way of ringing Peter up and demanding advice, which he gave freely enough though he doubted if she

  ever followed it. Generally he never heard what became of her dilemmas. She was a curious mixture of openness and reticence, of trustfulness and wariness.




  ‘Peter, Kate told me she rang you up a little while ago and that you refused to come here,’ Gina said. ‘But she told me she was going to ring you again when you’d had

  time to think it over. So I thought I’d talk to you first.’




  ‘So you’re staying at Grey Gables now,’ he said. Gina did not usually spend much time in her mother’s home. She seemed to feel happier in the home of her father and his

  second wife. ‘If I’d known that perhaps I shouldn’t have refused to go.’




  ‘I wish you meant that.’




  ‘How’s Dan?’ he asked. ‘Is he really ill?’




  She did not answer his question. ‘Why did you refuse to come?’ she asked. ‘Please, couldn’t you do it?’




  ‘Gina, as I told Kate, it isn’t my sort of thing at all,’ he answered. ‘You know I never get up on platforms and speak.’




  ‘But that isn’t why I want you.’




  ‘Isn’t it? It’s the reason Kate gave me.’




  ‘Oh yes, that’s why she wants you, now I’ve put the idea in her head.’




  ‘You mean you suggested it to her?’




  ‘Yes, I thought it was a wonderful way to get you to come down here without anyone wondering about it.’




  ‘I’m afraid I don’t understand you.’




  He heard the telephone give an impatient little sigh.




  ‘Peter, I need you,’ she said. ‘I’ve got to have someone to advise me.’




  ‘And I’ve got to get ahead with some work if I don’t want to starve.’




  ‘But surely you could spare a few days.’




  ‘It’s a few days now, is it? When Kate talked to me it was only one night.’




  ‘Well, that would be better than nothing. But if you could stay a little longer, come to Grey Gables, talk to Dan . . . You see, there’s something horribly wrong here, Peter.’

  She paused, then with a quiet deliberation which was far more effective than any tremulous appeal, she added, ‘I’m pretty scared.’




  It startled Peter for Gina was not a person given to dramatizing the problems that she brought to him. They seldom needed it. They mostly arose out of the difficult relationships between her two

  families and might easily have overwhelmed someone far more mature than a twenty-year-old girl.




  His tone changed. ‘What is it, Gina? What’s really worrying you?’




  ‘I can’t talk about it on the telephone,’ she said. ‘Someone might hear. I may have been overheard already.’




  ‘You haven’t said anything very incriminating except that you want me to come down tomorrow.’




  ‘Oh, won’t you, Peter, please?’




  ‘You’re serious, are you? You really mean it about being scared? You don’t have to elaborate now if anyone’s listening. Just answer yes or no.’




  ‘Then – yes.’




  ‘When would you be able to tell me more about it if we’re all going to be in a crowd at this panel affair?’




  ‘If you came down a little beforehand I could meet you in the bar of the Manor House for a drink, say at six o’clock. The others will be coming along about six-thirty. Dinner’s

  at seven and the show begins at eight.’




  ‘If I come, you realize I’ll be coming just for you and for no other reason. So if you’re crying “Wolf!” heaven help you.’




  ‘You know I don’t do that sort of thing,’ she said.




  ‘Yes, I do know it, which is why I’m coming.’




  ‘You are coming?’




  ‘For better or worse, yes.’




  ‘Oh, Peter, you’re so good. I knew I could rely on you. I’ll tell Kate and she’ll book a room for you at the Manor House. I wish I could fit you in here at Grey Gables,

  but we’re crowded out. There are the Weldons and an old woman called Alice Thorpe, who’s a poet, and a couple called Paton – Cliff Paton’s written some sort of novel –

  and me, of course, and – ’




  ‘Anyway, I’d far sooner be on my own,’ Peter interrupted hastily, afraid that she might suddenly remember some small cranny in the big house into which he might be wedged.

  ‘And I don’t promise to stay more than one night.’




  ‘Perhaps you’ll change your mind when you get here. You see, there’s no one, absolutely no one, I can talk to. And it’s so awful, wondering – ’ She broke off.

  Her voice, when she went on, sounded quite different. Peter guessed that someone else had come into the room. ‘So I’ll meet you at six in the bar and brief you about the evening,’

  she said briskly. ‘You’ll find it’s all perfectly easy. You’d better take a taxi from Sisslebridge, the buses are rather infrequent. And thank you so much for agreeing to

  help us out. Good night.’




  She rang off.




  Still holding his own telephone, Peter stood where he was, rubbing his long, bony chin.




  The note of panic in the girl’s voice had been too much to resist.




  Yet if life at Grey Gables, as both she and Kate had described it to him, had struck him as complicated, eccentric, neurotic, it was surely not in any way menacing.




  So what had happened to put Gina into that state?




  





  Chapter Two




  Peter found it easier than he had expected to explain to Caroline on the telephone next morning that he would have to cancel the arrangements that they had made to meet that

  evening.




  He did not tell her the real reason. He told her only of Kate’s appeal for help and said nothing of Gina’s. He did not know why he did this. He was not afraid of Caroline’s

  jealousy, for she seemed to be without it, a characteristic of hers that he had sometimes found annoying. Today she listened to him without asking him any questions, let a moment pass before she

  answered, then said it was a pity but that, as a matter of fact, she had been invited to a party that evening and had been thinking of cancelling their arrangements herself.




  As he put the telephone down Peter felt a stab of uneasiness. He and Caroline had been doing a good deal of cancelling lately and with so little resentment on either side that it looked as if

  neither felt nearly as urgent a need for the other as they had only a little while ago. Was that the real reason why he had had the feeling recently that they ought to get married? A kind of

  insurance against losing each other completely.




  A very bad reason, if it were so. But this drifting apart was happening so damned peaceably that it did not seem right to him. A few noisy scenes might have done them both good, he thought. Only

  it was very difficult to have scenes with Caroline. She avoided them gracefully but implacably and always forgave him with a touch of amusement for any of his attempts to pick a quarrel with her.

  It was almost as if she regarded him and his occasional explosiveness as a faintly ridiculous weakness of hers which she must remember never to take too seriously.




  Yet she had seen something in him to love deeply for a time, he was sure of that, as he had in her, and their present casualness with one another sometimes gave life a distinct bleakness. For a

  moment he almost telephoned her again to tell her that he had changed his mind about going to Sisslebridge and to ask her to change hers about going to her party. But he had given his promise to

  Gina and on the whole he was scrupulous about keeping promises. When he picked up the telephone presently it was to ring Enquiries at Paddington to find out the times of the trains to

  Sisslebridge.




  It was raining when he reached it, which made the dusk of the early evening even darker than usual. Sisslebridge had a very dreary, windswept railway station. Puddles glinted on the unsheltered

  platforms as if the rain had been falling for some time, though it had been dry in London. It was heavy rain, and he was hatless and had no umbrella and his thick, sandy hair was soon plastered

  clammily to his head. It irritated him and made him feel ready to start complaining to anyone who gave him the chance. For instance, he would have liked to say to someone, why hadn’t Gina or

  one of the people at Grey Gables offered to meet him by car? He was going to a lot of trouble to oblige them, so why hadn’t they put themselves out a little for him? It was all very well to

  tell him to take a taxi, but did such things actually exist in Sisslebridge? It seemed unlikely.




  Nursing this thought resentfully, it was almost annoying to find, when he reached the station yard, that there was a long row of taxis waiting.




  When he told the driver that he wanted to go to the Manor House Hotel and said he supposed he knew it, the driver answered, ‘Oh, I know it. But d’you know how far it is? You might do

  better going by bus. Not that the bus goes to the hotel. You’d have a bit of a step the other end. It isn’t that I mind going, you understand, it’s just so’s you know what

  you’re in for.’




  ‘That’s all right,’ Peter answered, pleased to remember that his expenses were being paid. ‘I don’t fancy even a bit of a step on an evening like this.’




  ‘That’s right,’ the driver said as they started. ‘Worst spring we’ve had for some time. Been raining ever since dinner-time. Keep it up, the road to the Manor will

  be awash by morning. Always a bad bit of road, that. It’s the hill. Rain comes down it like a river. You know the Manor?’




  ‘No, I’ve never been there before,’ Peter answered.




  ‘Know Sisslebridge?’




  ‘No.’




  ‘Ah well, there are worse places, though it’s changed a lot in the time I’ve known it. Used to be real country. Now we’ve got factories and all. Brought money to the

  place but I kind of liked the old ways.’




  Sisslebridge, so far as Peter could see through the rain-spattered window of the taxi, consisted of a warren of council houses, one street of shops, mainly chain-stores and supermarkets, and a

  few old cottages with beams and thatched roofs, most of which appeared to have become antique shops. The shop windows all along the street were lit and sent shafts of light across the wet

  pavements, giving them a slimy glitter.




  From the main street the taxi turned into an area of bungalows and after that went through some sort of industrial development from which lights shone out from factory windows, then it emerged

  briefly into the country, cruising bumpily along a bad road between high hedges. Whenever another vehicle passed, a wash of water sloshed over the windscreen of the taxi. The driver cursed wearily

  and said that he was glad he was not on the late shift.




  ‘Be getting home to my tea after this,’ he said.




  Peter, glancing at his watch, wondered gloomily if there was any hope of tea at the Manor House Hotel at this hour, since it was still too early for the bar to have opened.
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