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  Chapter One




  The notice in the deaths column of The Times on Tuesday morning caught my eye just by chance. I have not yet reached the age when it comes almost automatically to read

  that column daily to see if any of my friends have dropped by the wayside.




  It was the name that caught my attention.




  ‘Sara Noble, peacefully at her home . . .’




  There were some details about the time and place of the funeral and a mention of a loving daughter. Then the next notice went on to give some information about someone else who had died

  peacefully at her home.




  And so, oddly enough, did the one after it. ‘Peacefully at her home . . .’ ‘Peacefully at St Mary’s Hospital . . .’ Almost everyone in the column had died

  peacefully somewhere or other.




  But why, I wondered, should the fact need to be mentioned unless it was conceivable that they had died violently? The one statement surely implied the possibility of the other.




  I was at breakfast alone in my little house in Allingford when this struck me. I was later than I ought to have been and so was in rather a hurry to get out to my work. Reaching for the

  coffee-pot, I poured out the third cup without which I do not feel really human, and tried to imagine an obituary that began, ‘Violently at his home, beloved father, etc . . .’




  I had a feeling that this was getting rather close to Hegel. I am very ignorant of philosophy, but I was fairly sure that some good, solid German had stated that anything you say must imply its

  opposite. However, what I was really thinking about just then was that Sara Noble, famous actress whom I had often admired and who was sure to be widely mourned, was a relation of some friends of

  mine and that perhaps I ought to telephone and offer sympathy.




  If I did it now I was sure to be late at the clinic where I work, part time, as a physiotherapist, and I was not even sure that it was something that I ought to do at all. Though Sara Noble and

  my friend, Ann Brightwell, were cousins of some sort, I did not know how distant they were and I had a feeling that there had been some sort of quarrel in the family. So it seemed best to do

  nothing about the matter. But I had only just stood up and begun to collect my breakfast things to take them out to the kitchen when the telephone rang and it was Ann.




  ‘Virginia, have you seen the notice in The Times this morning?’ she asked with an excitement in her voice that surprised me.




  Ann was forty-five, the wife of Hubert Brightwell, a retired Permanent Under Secretary of some ministry or other, and they lived in a big, pleasant Edwardian house on the outskirts of

  Allingford. By my standards they were very rich people, but I did not actually know in what class of wealth they belonged. In these outspoken days money is still the great conversational taboo. We

  may tell our friends the most intimate details of our sexual lives, but generally do not think it proper to tell them the size of our incomes. All I knew about the Brightwells was that they were

  not in the Rolls-Royce and swimming pool class, but had a Jaguar and a little old Mini in which Ann did her shopping. A Portuguese couple looked after them and they were both always beautifully

  dressed and were generous donors to local charities. And Hubert of course had a knighthood. At the same time they both seemed to be oddly lonely and unhappy people.




  I had become a friend of Ann’s when she had been a patient of mine after she had had both hips operated on for arthritis, and it had been after she had made an excellent recovery, yet did

  not seem to want to part with me, that I had first sensed the loneliness in her that made me sorry for her.




  Such a feeling is not really the best basis for a friendship. There is patronage in it and sometimes even some degree of contempt, yet our relationship had survived now for some years, perhaps

  because I was lonelier myself than I wanted to acknowledge.




  ‘Yes, I saw it,’ I said. ‘I was thinking of ringing you up about it, but I didn’t know if it would mean much to you.’




  ‘Much!’ she exclaimed. ‘Of course it does. I’m so excited about it.’




  That puzzled me. I had never seen any sign of callousness in her and there certainly is some callousness in becoming excited at the death of even a very distant cousin.




  ‘Then it affects you in some way, does it?’ I said. I had nearly mentioned the taboo subject of money and asked if she was inheriting something considerable from Sara Noble, because

  I could not think of any other explanation of Ann’s obvious pleasure.




  ‘Well, perhaps not directly,’ she said. ‘In fact, at the moment it’ll be rather expensive for us, because we shall have to raise the insurance, but there’s

  something so thrilling about it. I’m sure you understand that.’




  What I was beginning to understand was that we were talking at cross purposes. It seemed probable that the notice in The Times about which she was talking was not the notice of Sara

  Noble’s death.




  ‘I don’t think I do,’ I said. ‘I saw the notice of the death of your cousin—’




  ‘Oh, that.’ She brushed it aside ‘D’you know, I never even met her? No, I meant the one about the sale at Christie’s.’




  ‘Oh,’ I said. ‘No, I haven’t seen that.’




  ‘A Claude Baraud was sold for two hundred and twenty thousand!’




  ‘Oh, I see,’ I said.




  I did begin to see.




  She went on swiftly, ‘He’s been nearly forgotten for over a hundred years and now he’s being recognized at last. And that means, of course, that the ones we’ve got are

  worth ever so much more than we ever dreamt. But it isn’t just because of that that I’m so thrilled, as we’ve no intention of selling them. It’s the thought of him being

  discovered and regarded as he ought to be as one of the great ones. If he hadn’t died so young—he was only thirty when he was killed—there’d never have been any question of

  it. But it’s better late than never. After all, he left some wonderful things behind and now justice is being done to him. Not that it doesn’t mean some complications for us, as I was

  saying. The first thing Hubert said when we read about the sale was that we’d have to raise the insurance on our pictures, and then he said that we ought to have special locks put on our

  doors and windows. I suppose he’s right. He knows much more about that sort of thing than I do. The fact is, I can’t really take it in yet, but I wanted to talk about it to someone and

  I knew you’d be interested.’




  ‘Well, I do congratulate you,’ I said. ‘Baraud was your great-grandfather, wasn’t he?’




  ‘My step-great-grandfather actually,’ Ann answered. ‘He was my great-grandmother’s first husband. She was a Scot, you know, and she went to Paris as a governess and met

  Claude Baraud there and married him. Then he was killed and she came back to England and married again. But she’d brought most of his pictures with her and that’s how it happens that

  I’ve got several. Still, that isn’t the only thing I wanted to talk to you about, Virginia. I wanted to ask if you would come to lunch with us on Sunday. Hubert’s nephew, Tim, and

  his nice young wife will be there and so will our new neighbour, Clyde Crendon. You haven’t met him, have you?’




  It should be unnecessary for me to say who Clyde Crendon was. At that time his paperback thrillers decorated every station bookstall. He had recently moved into a small, old, stone-built house

  near the Brightwells, no one quite knew why, because he could certainly have afforded something far more luxurious.




  ‘No,’ I said, ‘I haven’t.’




  ‘He’s such a nice little man,’ Ann said. ‘Gentle, unpretentious, rather shy. You’d never dream he’s got all that sex and sadism whirling around in his brain.

  I rather think his publisher may have persuaded him to put it in for the sake of the sales. I’m sure it doesn’t come naturally. If you met him without knowing that he was a very

  successful writer, you’d probably think he was a solicitor, or perhaps a university lecturer, or something like that. I’m sure you’ll like him. You’ll come, won’t

  you?’




  It was worrying me that this conversation already meant that I should be late for my appointment at the clinic, so I said that I should be delighted to accept her invitation and rang off. Ann

  could go on talking for a long time on the telephone if one did not take a firm line with her.




  Going out to my car, I wondered if she simply wanted an odd woman at her table to balance the single man, or if she was making another of her rather unfortunate attempts to find me a husband.

  This is a hazard I have had to face at the hands of other well-meaning friends a number of times since the break-up of my marriage to Felix.




  Not that it is quite accurate to call it broken up. He and I have never got around to having a divorce. Three years of marriage had been more than enough for both of us and in the six years that

  had followed neither of us had reached the point of wanting to repeat the experience. So it had seemed to us both that it would only be a waste of time and money to go to law about it and we still

  occasionally saw each other, and so long as this did not happen too often I believe we both felt some enjoyment in doing so.




  But Ann could not understand this and was sure, however brave a face I put on it, that only a nice husband would cure what must be a deep unhappiness.




  I met Clyde Crendon at the Brightwells’ house on the Sunday morning and did not think that I would want to marry him. But I liked him and hoped that Ann had not frightened him by telling

  him too much about my marriage requirements. He was a short man, aged probably about forty, which is slightly younger than I am myself, and though he was not exactly fat, he had a sort of pleasant

  chubbiness, a round face, smooth pink cheeks, soft, full lips and a high, unlined forehead. His rather sparse hair was straw-coloured and his eyes were grey. Not a man you would notice if you

  passed him in the street. Yet there was something about his eyes which gradually made an impression on me. They were more watchful, more thoughtful than altogether fitted his kind of face. But that

  did not dawn on me immediately, partly because, when we first met, which was in the Brightwells’ hall, his attention was focused entirely on the Claude Baraud painting that hung on the wall

  opposite the front door.




  Ann had hurried out to greet me when Santos, the Portuguese man-servant, had let me in. She introduced me to Clyde Crendon, then wanted to sweep us both into her drawing-room, but he lingered,

  turning back to gaze at the picture and to say with a sigh, ‘It really is a lovely thing, isn’t it?’




  I had always thought so myself, without knowing anything about its value. There was an extraordinary sense of quiet about it, of remote distances and yet of friendly intimacy. I knew that it was

  called ‘Le Repas en Plein Air.’ It was a picture of a group of Victorian ladies and gentlemen having a picnic. The men wore straw boaters, the women pretty bonnets. In the

  distance were far-off mountains, to be seen beyond a group of tall trees, and in the foreground there was a luxuriant tangle of wild flowers.




  The figures looked relaxed and contentedly at ease. They were seated on benches at a rough wooden table, with bottles of wine and glasses before them. You could almost feel the warmth of the

  sunshine in the air. It was a big picture in a heavy frame and except for a pretty little Sheraton side-table with a bowl of daffodils on it, was the only object in the square, lofty hall.




  Gazing at the picture as if he could not tear himself away from it, Clyde Crendon said, ‘Do you know Degas once said that a painting requires as much cunning as the perpetration of a

  crime?’




  Then reluctantly he let himself be drawn after me into the drawing-room.




  Like the hall, it had a high ceiling which had some mock-Tudor beams in it, and an imitation Adam fireplace which did not really agree too well with the beams. There were plentiful

  cretonne-covered sofas and chairs and two more Claude Baraud paintings, one on each side of the fireplace. One was of a vase of dahlias and the other of a woman with her head bent over some

  embroidery. I am too ignorant to be able to describe them adequately, but it had always seemed to me that they had the same sense of peace and brightness that there was in the greater painting in

  the hall.




  ‘You’ve met Tim and Barbie, haven’t you, Virginia?’ Ann said to me. ‘But I don’t think you have, Mr Crendon. My husband’s nephew and his wife, Mr and

  Mrs Halliday.’




  Ann was a tall woman of about fifty, slender and narrow-shouldered, with a slight stoop which in some way exaggerated an air of diffidence she had, as if she hoped that it would help her to

  crouch unobserved in whatever company she found herself. Yet she was a social woman, fond of going to parties and even more of giving them, and taking a responsible part in good works in the town.

  But it had always seemed to me that she did this not because the causes interested her, but because it kept her in contact with other people, saving her from having to be alone with herself.




  She had a pointed face and fine, delicate features, more wrinkled than they ought to have been at her age, as if by some inner tension. She had short, straight grey hair, docked in a fringe

  across her forehead, and hazel eyes, full of an anxious eagerness that she should be liked. She was wearing one of her very simple, distinguished-looking dresses in a soft shade of grey.




  Tim and Barbie Halliday both kissed me, then shook hands with Clyde Crendon. Tim was a tall, dark young man of about thirty, with a long, thin face, a chronic frown and an odd, crooked smile. If

  you like them dark and sardonic, you would have thought him very good-looking. He was a journalist, the assistant editor of a monthly magazine called The Platform, and lived in London,

  though he and Barbie had a small cottage a few miles out of Allingford. She was two or three years younger than he was and was small, slim and lively, with a mop of blonde curls, a rosy little face

  and sparkling blue eyes which could change in a moment from a look of gay innocence to one of disconcerting shrewdness. She also worked on The Platform, editing their women’s page,

  which was a very superior sort of women’s page that had no truck with fashions or cookery and never gave advice on how to keep your boyfriend, but was mostly devoted to women’s rights

  and questions concerning contraception, abortion, divorce and progressive forms of education for the young. I thought she probably dominated Tim, though she was clever enough not to show it. She

  was in a dark red tweed suit, wore long, dangling ear-rings and shoes with very high heels.




  ‘My husband’s in the garden,’ Ann said. ‘I’ll call him.’




  Going to the french window at one end of the room, she opened it and called out, ‘Hubert!’




  A distant cry answered her.




  Turning back into the room, she went on, ‘He’ll be in in a moment. Are you a keen gardener too, Mr Crendon? Hubert couldn’t bear to spend such a lovely morning

  indoors.’




  It was a very lovely morning. The sky was a cloudless blue and sunshine lay brilliantly across the wide lawn at the back of the house and made the golden forsythia at the bottom of the garden

  glitter. There was a slight breeze that stirred the daffodils along the edges of the lawn. Buds were swelling on the flowering cherries. The garden was a conventional suburban one, but at that time

  of the year and on such a morning could hardly have been anything but beautiful.




  ‘I shall try my hand at it, now that I’ve got a garden of my own,’ Clyde Crendon said. ‘I’ve always lived in flats ever since I grew up. But at the moment I

  can’t think of anything but your wonderful pictures, Lady Brightwell. Would it be impertinent to ask how they came into your possession?’




  ‘I inherited them,’ Ann said. ‘Claude Baraud was my great-grandmother’s first husband.’




  We had all sat down and Tim was pouring out drinks.




  ‘Then you aren’t actually descended from him yourself,’ Clyde Crendon said. ‘Did he have no children?’




  ‘No, he died only a few months after he married my great-grandmother,’ Ann answered. ‘He was called up when the Franco-Prussian war broke out and he was killed at the battle of

  Beaune-la-Rolande. Before that he’d been working in the Atelier Gleyre where he met Monet and Renoir and Basille and Sisley. They all used to go painting together in the forest at

  Fountainebleau. He came of good Protestant bourgeois stock in Lyons and went to Paris to study law, but that didn’t last long. After his death my great-grandmother came home and two or three

  years later married my great-grandfather and they had two daughters, one of whom was my grandmother. And some of Claude Baraud’s paintings, which my great-grandmother had brought home with

  her, came down to my grandmother, and so to my mother, and in the end to me. Not that I think they were ever appreciated as they ought to have been until they got into my hands, and I have to

  confess that I’d no conception of their value till I read about the sale at Christie’s. I always loved them, but mainly I treasured them because they were a sort of family

  thing.’




  ‘What happened to the other daughter?’ Clyde Crendon asked. ‘Your grand-aunt, that would have been.’




  ‘Oh, she married and had a daughter,’ Ann said. ‘I don’t actually know much about that side of the family, because there was a bitter quarrel between my mother and her

  cousin. They’d been brought up together, almost like sisters, but there was some trouble about a man. I believe he was engaged to my mother, or she thought he was, then he suddenly went off

  and married her cousin. My mother, of course, married someone else, my father, but she never forgave her cousin. She had a daughter. You’ll know her name. She was Sara Noble, the actress who

  died the other day, but I never met her.’




  ‘Did you never try to?’ Clyde Crendon asked.




  ‘As a matter of fact, I did,’ Ann said. ‘When I grew up I thought it was a pity to let a quarrel of that sort linger on and I wrote to her, suggesting we might meet, but I

  never had an answer. I don’t know if it was still because of the quarrel, or if it was because she thought I only wanted to patch it up because she’d become famous. In fact, that had

  made me hesitant about writing, because I didn’t want her to think anything of that sort. In any case, nothing came of it.’




  ‘She’d a daughter, hadn’t she?’ I said. ‘There was something about a loving daughter in that notice in The Times.’




  ‘Yes, but there was no sign of her in the television pictures of the funeral yesterday,’ Barbie said. ‘But of course there were a lot of celebrities there, so she may have got

  obscured.’




  ‘There was no mention of a husband either,’ Tim said. ‘What happened to him, d’you know?’




  ‘I don’t think there ever was a husband,’ Ann answered. ‘Holly—that’s the girl’s name—is illegitimate, or so I believe from something I read about

  Sara Noble somewhere or other.’




  ‘And the girl’s been in trouble already,’ Tim said, ‘and I believe she’s only sixteen or thereabouts. Don’t you remember a year or so ago she was arrested at

  a party with some other kids for being in possession of cannabis? Of course it wouldn’t have got into the papers if she hadn’t been Sara Noble’s daughter, but it was given a good

  deal of publicity. I wonder what’s going to happen to her now.’




  ‘I don’t know . . .’ Ann began, but was interrupted by the appearance of Hubert at the french window.




   




  He came in and gave me the normal kiss of greeting, then shook hands with Clyde Crendon.




  Hubert was a not very well-preserved sixty, tall, wide-shouldered, heavily built, a with a considerable paunch which he seemed to feel an effort to thrust around before him, for he often had

  attacks of breathlessness, as if the weight of it were a little too much for him. He had short, upstanding grey hair, a large face with several chins, and small red-veined eyes with pouches under

  them that gave him the melancholy look of some kind of hound. But he had a firm, tight-lipped mouth. His manner was ponderous, generally amiable but could easily become petulant if his

  self-importance was challenged. He had decided opinions about most things, but was a kind man, generous and affectionate. Although he often seemed to bully Ann, I was inclined to think that he

  loved her more than she did him.




  Helping himself to a drink, he sat down with his thick legs sprawling in one of the cretonne-covered chairs. He was wearing a heavy pullover and aged trousers, frayed at the turn-ups and dotted

  here and there with the burrs of sticky willie, which I supposed he had been rooting up.




  ‘I heard you talking about that child, Holly,’ he said. ‘Sara’s kid. No good, we know that much about her. But Ann’s got it into her head—’




  ‘Please!’ Ann interrupted. ‘Let’s not talk about it now.’




  ‘Why not?’ he asked. ‘See what these people think about your idea. As I was saying — ’




  ‘Please, Hubert—we don’t want an argument now, do we?’ she said swiftly.




  ‘Who’s said anything about an argument?’ He sipped his whisky. ‘No need for one, is there? I’d just like to know how your idea strikes other people. It may not seem

  as crazy to them as it does to me. If it doesn’t, I’ll admit I may have been mistaken. What’s wrong with that? I hope I’m always ready to listen to other people.’




  ‘Darling Uncle Hubert, of course you listen to them except when you feel like talking them down,’ Barbie said. ‘And even when you don’t, it doesn’t mean

  you’re going to take much notice of what they say.’




  He guffawed. She was a great favourite with him.




  ‘That’s unkind, Barbie dear,’ he said. ‘I’m the most tolerant of men. I never shrink from criticism. And if in the present instance I’m wrong and the matter

  is one which will seriously affect Ann’s happiness, of course she shall have her way.’




  Ann gave a sigh. ‘I still think it’s a private matter which I’d much prefer to think over by myself before doing any talking about it. But if you insist, go ahead.’




  Clyde Crendon gave a little cough, drawing attention to himself.




  ‘If we might return to Claude Baraud for a moment . . .’




  His round, pink face was bland, but he had done it, I was sure, to extricate Ann from a position which for some reason she found embarrassing. I decided that I must buy one of his books and find

  out if they were really as brutally sadistic as I had been told.




  ‘Ah!’ Hubert said, his attention easily deflected. ‘That’s another matter on which Ann and I don’t see eye to eye. Now that we know how valuable the pictures are, I

  think we ought to sell them. Not just for the cash, though I don’t despise that, but to be free of the worry of having them in the house. But Ann won’t hear of it and I must say I

  understand her point of view. They’re family heirlooms and all that, so of course she’s got feelings about them. And I dare say if we keep them they’ll turn out a good investment.

  In another couple of years they may be selling for half a million. But it’s a worry at the moment that of course we’ve got to have new locks on the doors and windows. I don’t know

  much about such things, but I believe one can get advice from the police about it, and in any case I’m going up to London next week to talk to a friend who’s got a valuable collection

  of jade in his house and who’s gone into the question of security very thoroughly. He’ll tell me what I should do and whom I should go to to get the job done. But then, of course,

  there’s the insurance too. God knows what that’ll come to. They tell me that in art galleries they don’t insure the pictures at all because they can’t afford the premiums,

  so that people who steal the pictures and expect to get a ransom for them are disappointed.’




  The door opened and Santos came in to tell us that luncheon was served.




  We had salmon and new potatoes, and apple pie and cream and a pleasant white wine.




  I was on Hubert’s right, with Tim on the other side of me and as he and I began to chat I had a feeling that something was amusing him. This did not dispel his heavy frown, in fact, if

  anything, it seemed to make him twitch his eyebrows more formidably together than usual, as if he were trying to control something that made him want to laugh outright.




  I began to have an uncomfortable feeling that it was something about me and after a little while I asked him. ‘What’s the joke, Tim?’




  ‘Joke?’ he said. ‘Is there one?’




  ‘You look as if there were.’




  He shook his head. ‘I’m sorry. Of course there’s my uncle’s bright idea, which I admit amuses me, but I didn’t think it showed. Tell me, have you seen Felix

  lately?’




  I knew that Tim and my husband were acquainted, though not very intimately. But I did not want to talk about Felix. I very seldom do.




  ‘Not for quite a while,’ I said.




  ‘And you haven’t heard from him either?’




  ‘No.’




  ‘You don’t know what he’s doing?’




  ‘When I last saw him he was running a marriage bureau called Sunset Love. I believe it was quite successful. But it wouldn’t surprise me if he’s given it up. He never sticks to

  anything. What’s this bright idea of Hubert’s you mentioned, or is it something it’s best not to talk about, like Ann’s?’




  I did not intend Hubert to hear me, but unfortunately he did.




  ‘Ah yes, Ann’s idea, let’s go back to that,’ he said. ‘I don’t see why she should make such a fuss about talking it over among a few friends. It’s

  simply that we should offer that child Holly a home. I think it’s ridiculous myself. The idea that a girl who’s grown up in the theatrical world, at the top of it too, and who’s

  already been in trouble for smoking pot and heaven knows what else, would think of coming to live in a place like Allingford with two old fogies like us—can you imagine it?’




  I had never thought of Ann as an old fogey, though perhaps the description applied fairly aptly to Hubert. All the same, I was inclined to agree with him that the daughter of Sara Noble would

  not even consider making her home with the Brightwells.




  But there were almost tears in Ann’s voice as she said, ‘You’ve put it all wrong. I’ve never said anything about asking her to come to live with us. I only said that as

  she’s so young and hasn’t got a father, we ought to try to find out what her situation is—there must be a family lawyer who can tell us that—and if she’s really alone

  in the world, we might suggest to her that she should stay with us for a while, till she’s made up her mind about what she wants to make of her life. And I quite realize the suggestion may

  not appeal to her in the least. She may have friends who are looking after her, or for all we know she may have gone on the stage already herself. But I can’t see what harm there would be in

  inviting her to come to us for a time. She can easily refuse.’




  ‘Except that you’ll be broken-hearted if she does,’ Hubert said, and I thought he was genuinely concerned that Ann might be badly hurt. ‘Don’t try to deceive

  yourself, what you want is to adopt her. Haven’t we gone over that sort of thing again and again? And haven’t you agreed with me that the risks of adoption are very great? You

  can’t know anything to speak of about the heredity of the child. The parents may be idiots or criminals. Chances are they’re one or the other, or why aren’t they taking

  responsibility for the child themselves?’




  ‘Sara Noble wasn’t an idiot or a criminal,’ Ann said. ‘She was an immensely gifted woman.’




  ‘But she had an illegitimate child, and what do we know about the father?’ Hubert asked.




  The atmosphere was becoming distinctly uncomfortable. Ann had flushed and there was a suspicious brightness in her eyes. Hubert was looking complacent and determined. But again Clyde Crendon

  intervened.




  ‘I do agree with you, Lady Brightwell, that Sara Noble was something outstanding,’ he said. ‘I never missed a film of hers if I could help it, and I went to see her Lady

  Macbeth three times in a month when she and Roger Cairns were in it together. I don’t know how many times I’ve seen that play, but that’s the best performance of it I can

  remember. Of course, she outshone him. I believe if I were in Lady Brightwell’s place I’d feel very inclined to see if I could make friends with her daughter. If she has any of her

  mother’s qualities it should be a very exciting experience.’




  Hubert looked as if he would have liked to tell the little man that he did not see what business of his it was to offer advice on the matter, but he was too courteous to say so.




  Ann’s face lit up with a sweet smile. I felt very sorry for her. I had found out long ago how desperately she wanted a child and I knew that she and Hubert had argued on and on through the

  years about the question of adoption. My sympathies had always been with her, but I thought that in this case Hubert was almost certainly right and that for her to set her heart on making a home

  for a girl with Holly Noble’s background would be hopeless folly.




  I turned back to Tim.




  ‘You still haven’t told me what Hubert’s bright idea is,’ I said.




  ‘Only that he’s decided to write his autobiography,’ Tim answered. ‘A very suitable occupation for elderly gentlemen, of course, but I can’t help finding it comic.

  I’ve promised Barbie that if I survive to the age when the urge seems to hit people, I’ll never write mine.’




  Hubert had again overheard what had not been meant for his ears.




  ‘Comic? What’s comic about it?’ he demanded. ‘I’ve led a very interesting life. My childhood in India—people are getting interested in those days

  again—then the war years, my experience as a Commando, and then my struggle to establish myself in the jungle of the Civil Service. I don’t see how it can fail. And I’ve got hold

  of a very good secretary, at least, I suppose he’s good, since you got him for me yourself, Tim. And as you know, I’m not afraid of hard work. It will be hard work, of course. I know

  that. But I’ve made up my mind to begin tomorrow.’

OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
ELIZABETH
FERRARS

| MET MURDER

‘There are few detective-story

writers so consistently good’
Sunday Times






OEBPS/html/docimages/blue.jpg





OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





