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            I

            The Butler and the Professor

         

         Warbeck Hall is reputed to be the oldest inhabited house in Markshire. The muniment room in the north-eastern angle is probably its oldest part; it is certainly the coldest. Dr Wenceslaus Bottwink, PhD, of Heidelberg, Hon. DLitt of Oxford, sometime Professor of Modern History in the University of Prague, corresponding member of half a dozen learned societies from Leyden to Chicago, felt the cold sink into his bones as he sat bowed over the pages of a pile of faded manuscripts, pausing now and then in his reading to transcribe passages from them in his angular foreign script. He was accustomed to cold. It had been cold in his student’s lodgings in Heidelberg, colder yet in Prague in the winter of 1917, coldest of all in the concentration camps of the Third Reich. He was conscious of it, but so long as he could keep his fingers from growing too stiff to hold a pen, he did not allow it to affect his concentration. It was no more than a tiresome background to his work. The real obstacle that was worrying him at the moment was the atrocious handwriting in which the third Viscount Warbeck had annotated the confidential letters written to him by Lord Bute during the first three years of the reign of George III. Those marginalia! Those crabbed, truncated interlineations! Dr Bottwink had begun to feel a personal grievance against this eighteenth-century patrician. That a man who had been the recipient of such important information, the guardian of secrets of state of such inestimable value to succeeding generations, should have had sufficient sense of his duty to posterity to preserve them intact, and then should choose to record the most precious confidences of all in illegible scribbles – it was unbearable! It was entirely due to him that the investigation of the Warbeck papers had taken more than twice the time that had been set aside for it. And time was so precious to an ageing scholar whose health was not what it had been! It would be his fault if the work that was to lay bare the development of the English constitution between 1750 and 1784 remained incomplete at its author’s death. Dr Bottwink stared in angry bewilderment at the hieroglyphics before him and across two centuries muttered maledictions on Lord Warbeck and his ill-mended quill pen.

         There was a discreet knock at the door, and, without waiting for an answer, a manservant came into the room. He was a stout, elderly man, with the non-committal expression common to butlers in good houses.

         ‘I have brought you your tea, sir,’ he said, depositing a tray on the table in the middle of the room.

         ‘Thank you, Briggs,’ said Dr Bottwink. ‘That is very kind of you. You really should not take the trouble.’ 

         ‘It is no trouble, sir. I generally have a cup myself about this time, and this is only one flight of stairs up from the pantry.’

         Dr Bottwink nodded gravely. He was sufficiently familiar with English customs to know that even today a butler does not normally give his reasons for serving tea to a guest in the house. It was precisely because he was not quite on the footing of a guest that Briggs found it necessary to explain why it was no trouble to climb a flight of stairs. Dr Bottwink savoured the delicate social distinction with a certain wry pleasure.

         ‘None the less, it is kind of you, Briggs,’ he insisted, in his careful English. ‘Even though we are such close neighbours. Between us, we are the only inhabitants of the original building of Warbeck Hall.’

         ‘Quite so, sir. This part of the house was actually built by Perkin Warbeck himself in the year—’

         ‘Ah, no, Briggs!’ Dr Bottwink paused in the act of pouring himself a cup of tea to correct him. ‘You may say that sort of thing to visitors and tourists, but you must not say it to me.  In fact, Perkin Warbeck is a myth – not historically speaking a myth, I mean, but in regard to Lord Warbeck’s family. There is no connection at all. This branch of the Warbecks has a quite different origin and a much more respectable one, I assure you. It is all in the documents up there.’ He nodded towards an oak press against the wall behind him.

         ‘Well, sir,’ replied Briggs suavely, ‘that is what we say in Markshire, at any rate.’ 

         Whatever retort Dr Bottwink was about to make, he thought better of it. Instead, he murmured quietly to himself, ‘What we say in Markshire today …’ and gulped his tea. Aloud he said, ‘This tea is very comforting, Briggs. It warms the cockles.’ He glanced a little proudly at the butler to see if his command of English idiom was appreciated.

         Briggs permitted himself the ghost of a smile.

         ‘Just so, sir,’ he said. ‘It is very cold. There seems to be snow in the air. To judge from the forecast, we may expect a white Christmas.’

         ‘Christmas!’ Dr Bottwink put down his cup. ‘Is it as late in the year as that? One loses all account of time in a place like this. Are we really near to Christmas?’

         ‘The day after tomorrow, sir.’

         ‘I had no idea. I have been so much longer on this job than I intended. I have trespassed on Lord Warbeck’s hospitality long enough as it is. Perhaps it will be inconvenient for him to keep me here at such a time. I should ask him.’

         ‘I took the liberty, sir, of raising the subject with his lordship just now when I brought him his tea, and he expressed the desire that if it met with your convenience you should remain as his guest over the festive season.’

         ‘That is very kind of him. I shall take the opportunity of thanking him personally, if he is able to see me. How is he today, by the way?’

         ‘His lordship is better, thank you, sir. He is up, but not yet down.’ 

         ‘Up, but not yet down,’ repeated Dr Bottwink thoughtfully. ‘Up, but not down! English is a beautifully expressive language!’

         ‘Quite, sir.’

         ‘By the way, Briggs, you spoke just now of the festive season. I imagine that in present circumstances the festivities will be of a purely notional character?’

         ‘I beg your pardon, sir?’

         ‘I mean, there will in fact be no junketings, no – no—’ He snapped his fingers impatiently as the phrase eluded him. ‘– No high jinks?’

         ‘I am unable to say, sir, precisely what form the celebrations will take; but I think it may be assumed that Christmas will be quiet. His lordship has only invited a few members of his family.’

         ‘Oh! There are to be guests, then? Who, for example?’

         ‘Sir Julius arrives this evening, sir, and tomorrow—’

         ‘Sir Julius?’

         ‘Sir Julius Warbeck, sir.’

         ‘But he is Chancellor of the Exchequer in the present government, is he not?’

         ‘Precisely, sir.’

         ‘I thought, from my conversations with him, that Lord Warbeck’s political views were of a very different character.’

         ‘His politics, sir? Sir Julius is coming here, I understand, simply in his capacity as Lord Warbeck’s first cousin.’ 

         Dr Bottwink sighed.

         ‘After all these years,’ he said, ‘I sometimes feel that I shall never understand England. Never.’

         ‘Will you be requiring me any further, sir?’

         ‘I apologise, Briggs. My vulgar continental curiosity is keeping you from your work.’

         ‘Not at all, sir.’

         ‘Then if you can bear to remain in this ice-house a moment longer, I should be glad if you would tell me something else which is of some importance to me. How exactly do I stand in the house during these Christmas festivities?’

         ‘Sir?’

         ‘It would be as well that I should efface myself, would it not? Lord Warbeck has been good enough to treat me as his guest while I have been here, but naturally I should not expect to be on quite the same footing as members of his family – particularly while his lordship is up and not down. It is rather a delicate situation, eh, Briggs?’

         The butler coughed.

         ‘Were you referring to meals, sir?’ he asked.

         ‘Well, yes, meals are the crucial point, I suppose. I can occupy myself very well up here at other times. What is your advice?’

         ‘I ventured to mention the problem to his lordship just now. The difficulty, as you will appreciate, sir, is one of staff.’

         ‘I confess I had not altogether appreciated that difficulty.’ 

         ‘In the old days, sir,’ Briggs went on reminiscently, ‘there would have been no trouble. There would have been four in the kitchen and two footmen under me, and of course the servants the visiting ladies and gentlemen brought would have been available to assist. But as things are, with me being single-handed, as I told his lordship, I really could not undertake to serve meals separate. One service in the dining-room and one in the servants’ hall is as much as I can manage – with a tray upstairs for his lordship, of course. So if you don’t mind, sir—’

         ‘I quite understand, Briggs. I shall be honoured to have my meals with you while the guests are here.’

         ‘Oh, no, sir! I did not mean that at all. I wouldn’t have dreamt of even suggesting such a thing to his lordship.’

         Dr Bottwink realised that once more, despite his best endeavours, he had been guilty of a social faux  pas. ‘Well,’ he said resignedly, ‘I am in your hands, Briggs. Then I am to take my meals with the family party?’

         ‘If you don’t mind, sir.’

         ‘Mind? How should I? It is to be hoped that they will not mind. I shall be delighted to meet Sir Julius, at any rate. He can enlighten me on some points of constitutional practice which I still find rather obscure. Perhaps you can tell me who else I am to meet?’

         ‘There are just two ladies, sir, Lady Camilla Prendergast and Mrs Carstairs.’

         ‘Lady Prendergast is a member of the family also?’ 

         ‘Not Lady Prendergast, sir – Lady Camilla Prendergast. A courtesy title. She is addressed as Lady Camilla, being an earl’s daughter. She is a niece of her late ladyship’s first husband. We count her as a member of the family. Mrs Carstairs is not related, but her father was rector of this parish for many years and she was brought up in the house, so to speak. That is all the party – except for Mr Robert, of course.’

         ‘Mr Robert Warbeck, the son of the house – he is to be here for Christmas?’

         ‘Naturally, sir.’

         ‘Yes.’ Dr Bottwink was speaking to himself. ‘I suppose it is natural. Curious that I should not have thought of him.’ He turned to the butler. ‘Briggs, I suppose it would be impossible for me to have my meals in the servants’ hall after all?’

         ‘Sir?’

         ‘I don’t think I shall greatly enjoy sitting down at table with Mr Robert Warbeck.’

         ‘Sir?’

         ‘Oh, now I have shocked you, Briggs, and I should not have done that. But you know who Mr Robert is?’

         ‘Of course I do, sir. His lordship’s son and heir.’

         ‘I am not thinking of him in that capacity. Do you not know that he is the president of this affair that calls itself the League of Liberty and Justice?’

         ‘I understand that to be the fact, sir.’

         ‘The League of Liberty and Justice, Briggs,’ said Dr Bottwink very clearly and deliberately, ‘is a Fascist organisation.’ 

         ‘Is that so, sir?’

         ‘You are not interested, Briggs?’

         ‘I have never been greatly interested in politics, sir.’

         ‘Oh, Briggs, Briggs,’ said the historian, shaking his head in regretful admiration, ‘if you only knew how fortunate you were to be able to say just that!’

      

   


   
      

         
            II

            The Guests

         

         Sir Julius Warbeck allowed the rug to be adjusted over his knees, exchanged a few last words with his secretary, and leaned back wearily against the cushions as the car drove away from Downing Street. On the seat beside him was an official bag, containing the latest report on the vital negotiations then being conducted in Washington on behalf of the Treasury with the government of the United States. It was there to occupy him during the two hours’ drive to Warbeck, so that not a moment of the Chancellor’s precious official time should be wasted; but the car had threaded the maze of central London and began to cruise smoothly along the arterial road before Sir Julius made a move towards it.

         He drew the bag on to his knees, unlocked it and began to study the closely typed sheets. It was an admirably written report, he reflected, as one might expect from Carstairs. He felt a little pride as he remembered that Carstairs had been his discovery in the first place. There could have been few who foresaw ten years ago the position that that young man was likely to attain, and Sir Julius, who was not usually slow to give himself credit for his own achievements, gave himself full credit for having been one of them.

         Dun-coloured clouds, threatening snow, obscured the wintry sky, and the figures began to dance before the Chancellor’s tired eyes. He was glad to take the excuse to return the report half-read to the bag, and to lean back again in his seat. Carstairs! The name recurred to him with a hint of irritation. Yes, undoubtedly that fellow had come a long way and was going further yet. More than one informed writer had spoken of him as the next Chancellor of the Exchequer, and Sir Julius, with the realism of an experienced politician, admitted to himself that nobody could last for ever and that he should be thankful that there should be such capable shoulders waiting to take up the burden, when the time came for him to lay it down. (Not that that time was likely to come soon, whatever some people, Carstairs included, might be inclined to think!) But he had to admit to himself that in his heart of hearts he did not like his brilliant young colleague. There was something about the man, for all his undoubted charm and talent, that was not quite – the dreadful words well  bred flickered in his mind. He exorcised them with a shudder. This would never do! Alan Carstairs was an excellent fellow. It was not his fault – it was very much to his credit – that he had risen in the world with so few initial advantages. Remembering his own assured background, he ran over in his mind the pattern of Carstairs’ career. Elementary school, scholarships, the London School of Economics, a fortunate marriage – yes, a very fortunate marriage, Sir Julius reflected. Without the encouragement of that active, ambitious woman, would he have ever got anywhere, for all his brains? Mrs Carstairs was to be at Warbeck, his cousin had told him. ‘I must remember to say something civil to her about her husband,’ he said to himself. Somehow he always found it difficult to be civil to Mrs Carstairs. She had a way of belittling all politicians except her beloved Alan. And Sir Julius did not relish being belittled.

         He sat for a time staring absently in front of him. Beyond the glass partition he could see the rigid backs of the two silent men sitting in front. Their stiffness and impersonality, even towards each other, affronted him. Why should officialdom always tend to turn men into automatons? Sir Julius liked to think of himself as a genial, friendly type of man, conscious – as was only proper – of his own position and what was due to it, but within proper limits human and approachable. But try as he would, he had never succeeded in getting on proper terms with these two. There must be something wrong with them. Holly, the driver, was not so bad. His people lived near Markhampton, and Sir Julius had been at some pains to arrange that he should take the car on to his home over Christmas, calling at Warbeck Hall for the return journey after the holiday. He had at least shown some gratitude for the gesture, though not as much as might have been expected. But the other man – Rogers – the detective assigned to him by the Special Branch of Scotland Yard – what could one make of him? Sometimes he wondered whether Rogers was human at all. For the last three months the man had been his constant shadow, and he was no nearer to knowing him than he had been at the beginning. The fellow was quiet, civil, answered when spoken to, and that was all that there was to it. No doubt he should consider himself lucky that Rogers possessed no actively disagreeable quality – unlike the dreadful man who had preceded him and sniffed continually – but he remained dissatisfied. It was disheartening to be so much in the company of a man on whom one could make no impression. That, if he had but known it, was the root of the whole trouble. Sir Julius, vain gregarious soul that he was, had made his career by impressing other people. It was a cruel fate that had given him for guardian a man whom the warm rays of his personality impressed no more than if they had been the cold beams of the moon.

         By now a few flakes of snow had begun to strike against the windscreen and the wiper was clicking back and forth with the persistence of a metronome. The car had left the main road and was following a route that, in spite of the gathering darkness, was more and more familiar to the eyes of the elderly man sitting inside. As the miles passed, it seemed to become almost an extension of his own personality in the way that only places known and loved from childhood can. For it was no longer a road leading from London into Markshire; it was the way to Warbeck. And as he travelled, something very strange occurred inside the Right Honourable Sir Julius Warbeck, MP, Chancellor of the Exchequer in the most advanced socialist government of Western Europe. He was fifteen years old, up from Eton to spend the Christmas holidays with his uncle; and as one remembered landmark succeeded another, he felt again that curious blend of pride at belonging to one of the oldest families in England and envy for his cousin, the heir to all the splendours of that lovely place. When the car slowed down to negotiate the hump-backed bridge over the stream that separated Warbeck village from the demesne, he even found himself, forty years after, reviling the fate that had made his father a younger son and deprived him of the position he would have filled with such dignity and grace.

         The jolting of the car on the ill-kept drive effectually broke the spell. Sir Julius abruptly found himself back in mid-twentieth century, in a world where the owners of historic mansions were pitiable anachronisms, helplessly awaiting the hour when the advancing tread of social justice would force them from the privileged positions they had too long usurped. (The phrases of his last election address came back to him with triumphant satisfaction. The envious schoolboy of forty years ago was avenged!) Not that he felt any ill will towards his cousin. He appreciated the gesture he had made in inviting the representative of the new order to the family home for the last time – and he had shown his appreciation by accepting. But quite certainly it was for the last time. Lord Warbeck was not long for this world. He had made that clear enough in his letter of invitation. After him there would be no more Warbecks of Warbeck Hall. The next Budget would see to that. It was just as well. The old order would disappear with a decent and dignified representative at least. As for young Robert— At the very thought of Robert Warbeck and all that he stood for, the Chancellor’s blood boiled in his veins, so that it was an unreasonably flushed and angry man that alighted from his car at the end of the journey.

         
            
               *

            

         

         ‘What train are you taking tomorrow, Camilla?’ the Countess of Simnel asked her daughter.

         ‘The two o’clock. I’m lunching with the Carstairs woman first and we’ll be travelling down together.’

         ‘I see. Won’t you find that rather dull?’

         Lady Camilla laughed.

         ‘I expect I shall,’ she said. ‘But I haven’t any choice. That’s the train Uncle Tom has arranged to have met, and I can’t afford to pay for a taxi out from the station for myself, so that’s the train I have to take. Anyhow, travelling with her saves one the trouble of making conversation. One needn’t listen to her, either. So long as one looks intelligent, she’ll go on talking all day about her marvellous Alan without expecting one to answer.’

         ‘Mrs Carstairs,’ observed Lady Simnel succinctly, ‘is a bore. At the same time, there is something admirable in her devotion to her husband. A woman is lucky who has found a purpose in life, as she has done.’

         Lady Camilla said nothing, but the expression on her handsome, intelligent face showed that she understood more in the words than their surface meaning. 

         ‘It will be chilly at Warbeck at this time of year,’ her mother went on. ‘I hope you are taking plenty of warm things.’

         ‘I’m taking everything I’ve got. And what’s more, I intend to wear it all. All at once. I shall positively bulge with clothes. I know what Warbeck can be in a cold snap.’

         ‘Don’t you think you would be more comfortable spending Christmas quietly with me in London?’

         Lady Camilla looked round the small, well-furnished drawing-room of her mother’s flat and smiled.

         ‘Much more comfortable, Mother dear,’ she agreed.

         ‘You really think it is worth your while to go?’

         ‘But of course I’ve got to go, Mother. Uncle Tom particularly asked me. And as this may be my last chance of seeing the old dear—’

         Lady Simnel sniffed. Whether it was because of some particularly forbidding quality in the sniff, or because her words did not sound very convincing even to herself, Camilla left the sentence hanging in mid-air.

         ‘Robert will be there, I suppose?’ Lady Simnel asked abruptly.

         ‘Robert? Oh yes, I suppose so. Sure to be.’

         ‘How long is it since you last saw him, Camilla?’

         ‘I don’t know exactly. Quite a time. He – he’s been very busy lately.’

         ‘Very busy,’ said Lady Simnel dryly. ‘If you can call this imbecile League of Liberty and whatever-it-is a business. Too busy to have any time to spare for his old friends, at any rate.’

         ‘Robert,’ said Camilla, rather breathlessly, ‘is a very brave man. He proved that in the war. And what is more, he is a patriot. One may not agree with all his views, but that’s no reason for abusing him.’

         ‘Well,’ her mother replied calmly, ‘you are twenty-five, and old enough to know your own mind. Quite apart from his politics, I don’t think that Robert is any great catch, myself. It isn’t as though he would ever be able to afford to live at Warbeck. But that’s your affair. I don’t believe in interfering in matters of this kind. As for abusing him, all I did was to point out that he has been avoiding you for some time past.’

         ‘Look here, Mother!’ Lady Camilla turned abruptly in her chair to look her mother in the face. ‘You think I’m running after Robert, don’t you?’

         ‘Well, my dear, I don’t know what the modern expression is for that sort of thing, but that’s what it would have been called in my day.’

         ‘Then you’re quite right – I am. And when I get to Warbeck I mean to have it out with him one way or the other. I can’t go on like this – I can’t. If he doesn’t want me, let him just say so, and not try to back out of things by keeping out of the way. And why the hell should he not  want me, I should like to know?’

         Lady Camilla stood up, a magnificent figure of a young woman. Her mother looked at her with disillusioned, appraising eyes.

         ‘It might be because he wanted someone else,’ she observed. ‘But you had better go to Warbeck and find out, as you say – one way or the other.’

         
            
               
                  *

               

            

         

         Mrs Carstairs was speaking to Washington on the transatlantic telephone. Her voice poured out into the mouthpiece in hurried gusts of speech, with only the briefest intervals for a reply. It was as if she was determined to get the greatest possible value in words for her three-minute call.

         ‘Marvellous to hear your voice, darling,’ she was saying. ‘You’re not feeling too tired after all your work? . . . And you’re sure you’re getting proper food? . . . Oh, of course, dear, I know  you are, but you have to be so careful with your digestion . . . You will promise me you won’t overdo it, won’t you? . . . You know, I ought really to be there to look after you . . . Yes, dear, I know, and after all I am doing my little bit to hold the fort while you are away. I wrote and told you I was going to Warbeck for Christmas, didn’t I? . . . Oh, yes, the Chancellor will be there, silly pompous old man . . . Well, perhaps I shouldn’t, but you know he is. It makes me mad to think of him standing in your way, when everybody knows . . . No, dear, of course I won’t. I shall be very polite to him. I think he realises now just how much he owes to you . . . Darling, you’re much too modest. If you only knew how proud I feel of you. I saw the PM on Tuesday, and the things he said about you made me so happy . . . Darling, that was sweet of you. Of course I’d do anything in the world to help you, but it’s little enough a poor, weak woman can do . . . Yes, I go down to Warbeck tomorrow. It will be nice to be there again. I only wish you could be there with me . . . Alan, dear, don’t be so absurd! Of course you wouldn’t be out of place anywhere! Don’t you realise that you are a great man now? Why, I shall simply be basking in your reflected glory . . . Oh, no, it isn’t a house-party – simply a little family gathering . . . Yes, Robert will be there, I’m afraid . . . I know, darling, horrid, but it can’t be helped. It’s a pity, he used to be such a nice boy . . . But, darling, you don’t really think this League of his can be dangerous, do you? . . . No, no, of course one can’t discuss it over the telephone, but a nod’s as good as a wink, and I promise I’ll be very careful . . . Yes, darling, you can trust me, you know, to do everything I can. I always have, haven’t I? . . . Oh, Alan, dearest, if you only knew how proud I feel. The Daily  Trumpet  had a marvellous article all about you yesterday, on the leader page. It made me laugh! When one thinks how the Trumpet  used to—’ And so on, and on, and on.

         
            
               *

            

         

         In a gaunt room on the upper floor of a disused warehouse in South London, Robert Warbeck was concluding a monthly conference of section leaders of the League of Liberty and Justice. He was a tall, good-looking young man with red-brown hair and the fixed look of a fanatic in his rather prominent grey eyes. The dozen or so men he had been addressing for the last half-hour were a mixed collection of all types and classes. None were more than thirty-five years of age. The common factor that united them, apart from the complete absorption with which they hung upon their leader’s words, was their dress. In common with him, each wore a pair of grey flannel trousers and a purple pullover, on the left breast of which was embroidered a white dagger.

         ‘That will be all for this evening, gentlemen. You will be notified in due course of the date of the next conference. You are dismissed.’

         Each man rose from his chair, stood for a moment at attention and executed a somewhat complicated salute with the left hand which Robert Warbeck gravely returned. There then followed a moment of anticlimax. Retiring to the back of the room, the men stripped off their pullovers, handed them to one of their number and trooped out in their shirtsleeves, to resume downstairs the coats and waistcoats of civil life.

         Warbeck was left alone with the man who had received the garments. He watched in silence while they were ceremoniously folded up and put away in a large cupboard which ran the length of the room. Then he stretched himself wearily, removed his own and handed it to his lieutenant, to be put away in a special locked compartment of its own.

         ‘The time is coming,’ he said, ‘when we shall wear the uniform in public. But that time is not yet.’

         ‘Yes, chief.’ The reply was respectful, but a shade perfunctory, as from a man who had heard the same remark many times before. ‘The key of your cupboard, chief.’ 

         ‘Thank you.’

         ‘You look tired, chief.’

         ‘I shall be glad of a few days’ rest,’ Warbeck admitted, as though ashamed to confess to a human weakness.

         ‘You leave town tomorrow, chief?’

         ‘Yes. I shall look in at the Fulham branch on my way out of London. Those fellows want to learn the meaning of discipline.’

         ‘You’ll teach them, chief.’

         ‘I shall be back at the beginning of next week. We can make arrangements for the North London rally then. Meanwhile you know where you can get in touch with me if necessary.’

         ‘Yes, chief. I hope you have an enjoyable Christmas.’

         Warbeck said nothing for a moment. He was knotting his tie and looking reflectively in the glass as he did so.

         ‘Thank you,’ he said at last. ‘I shall have the enjoyment of doing my duty, at least. One owes something to one’s family.’

         ‘I’m afraid you may find your company rather trying, chief,’ his attendant ventured.

         Warbeck swung round upon him.

         ‘What do you mean?’ he asked fiercely.

         ‘Well, chief,’ the man stuttered, ‘I – I only meant – I was referring to Sir Julius, chief.’

         ‘Julius? What the hell has he got to do with it?’

         ‘But I understood he was spending Christmas at Warbeck Hall, chief. Isn’t that correct?’

         ‘It’s the first I’ve heard of it.’ 

         ‘There was a paragraph in this morning’s Times, chief. I thought you must know about it.’

         ‘Good God! My father must be—’ He checked himself in time. He had almost forgotten the golden rule, never to discuss his personal affairs with subordinates. ‘Well, thanks for telling me, Sikes,’ he went on, as he put on his coat. ‘I had missed the notice in The  Times. I don’t usually read the snobs’ page, anyway. Forewarned is forearmed. I shan’t be sorry to have the chance of giving that windbag a piece of my mind. Perhaps he won’t have such an enjoyable Christmas. Good night!’

         ‘Good night, chief.’

         He walked out into the drab street, where the thinly falling snow was fast turning into grey slush.

      

   

OEBPS/faber-branding-logo.png





OEBPS/new_logo_online.png
it

FARBRER & FABRER





OEBPS/9780571339020_cover_epub.jpg
AN oS
_ ENGLISH
MURDER






