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    “Ms. Morgan, Dr. Glenn wants to see you. He’s waiting for you in his office.”




    Veronique lifted her head from the files on her desk and she looked at Ms. Brown in amazement.




    
“Dr. Glenn,” she asked in disbelief. “Why Dr. Glenn?”





    “I don’t know, but please hurry,” replied the old, loyal secretary of the law firm Ashton, Glenn & Partner in a polite, but stern voice. She then turned around and quietly closed the door, leaving behind in her office a surprised Veronique.




    Veronique Morgan had been working for the renowned law firm on Fleet Street in London for three years. The best in her year, she had completed her law studies at the School of Law at Queen Mary University of London four years ago and she successfully passed all her other examinations to become a lawyer. Her excellent grades had helped her to get a job immediately as a young lawyer after graduation. Her duties included meeting clients, listening to and discussing their problems, providing legal advice and preparing everything for a court hearing for the barrister. As a solicitor, she was only allowed to conduct minor cases in lower courts. She was not allowed to legally represent clients in higher courts. Only barristers – lawyers with special admission – were allowed to do this. The firm had an excellent reputation and Veronique knew that this job would pave the way to her future career, a once-in-a-lifetime chance.




    After graduating, she had sent several applications to various law firms, including Ashton, Glenn & Partner. She had not dared to dream of a positive feedback. All the greater had her surprise been when she had received the invitation for a personal interview and Dr. Ashton had offered her a job as his assistant. She had hardly been able to hide her joy about it. Dr. Ashton had chuckled, given her a nod and he remarked that he hoped that she would not only enjoy working in the firm, but that she would also be able to gain valuable experience.




    This was also Veronique’s intention. She was very conscientious, hard-working and clever. Her analytical thinking and curiosity were of advantage in the profession. She was calm and quiet, she was always a good listener and her arguments were logical and precise. The lawyer’s profession seemed to be made for her.




    Veronique was about to leave her office and head for Dr. Glenn’s office, but she returned to her desk to get a notepad and a pen. She wore a well-fitting dark blue blazer, a plain white Marc Cain T-shirt and a narrow skirt. A small colored scarf made the outfit less formal. Her luxuriant dark blonde mane was neatly backcombed and tied at the back of her neck with a clip. She wore almost no make-up, just a little rouge on her cheeks and mascara that accentuated her lavender blue eyes. She was slender and graceful, moving easily and gracefully like a ballerina. She took the notepad, casually she ran her hand over the blazer and left the office.




    ***




    Dr. Glenn’s offices were on the fourth floor, one floor above Dr. Ashton’s offices, with whom she worked closely. Veronique climbed the elegant Carrara marble staircase and knocked on the door to Ms. Taylor’s room, Dr. Glenn’s secretary. She waved to Veronique with a gesture of her hand, asking her to wait until she had finished her phone call.




    “Dr. Glenn is waiting for you,” she said in a friendly voice. She accompanied Veronique to Dr. Glenn’s office. She knocked briefly on the dark wood of the large, elaborately carved


    door.




    “Come in,” he rang out towards them.




    
Dr. Glenn has the typical voice of a successful lawyer, Veronique thought. It sounded determined, clear and it had a good tonality, like a perfectly tuned musical instrument. Such a voice, combined with cleverly presented facts, guaranteed a good response and the attention of those present in the courtroom and was thus indirectly part of his success in many hearings.





    Veronique entered without hesitation.




    “Dr. Glenn. You wanted to speak to me?”




    “Take a seat, Ms. Morgan.” He pointed to a large brown leather chair in front of his desk.




    Veronique sat down, she placed her notepad on her lap, and she looked at Dr. Glenn intently. He was tall, slender, eloquent and unapproachable, formal; always well dressed, with beginning baldness and beautiful hands. He was excellent in his job and at the age of thirty-eight, a very successful barrister. Veronique had great respect for him.




    “You’re familiar with the causa Bailey versus Bailey, aren’t you?” he asked. His look was cold and distant, and he continued to speak without waiting for an answer. “Dr. Ashton will be absent for an indefinite time. You take the case. Read up on it thoroughly, down to the last detail. You need to know everything about the case. We’re a successful law firm and I expect a clear victory in the trial. The court hearing is scheduled for next Tuesday at eight a.m. at the Royal Court, so you still have a whole week to prepare properly. I wish to receive your report immediately after the trial. Any further questions?” Dr. Glenn looked daggers at Veronique. He expected neither questions from her nor would he tolerate a dissent.




    Veronique nodded thoughtfully. “Yes, I think I have a pretty good overview of this case. I will prepare well, I promise. Thank you for your confidence.”




    She looked at him, waiting. Without looking at her again, he shifted some papers on his desk, then he lifted his head, set his eyes on her and stood up. The audience was over. He politely walked her to the door.




    In her office, Veronique sat on the practical, comfortable swivel chair behind her desk, she rested her elbows on the desk, put her head in her hands and stared into space.




    
What had happened to Dr. Ashton, she wondered, that I am being asked to take over his case? She knew that this was the great chance that she had been waiting for – and she wanted to use it.





    She knew quite a bit from the files about Mr. and Mrs. Bailey’s marriage. But having a good overview and being really familiar with the facts were two different things, she was well aware of that. The mutual verbal abuse and the twisted facts that the spouses had revealed were not relevant to the trial. She knew that on such a basis you would not win a trial, rather you would only create space for endless follow-up processes; and she definitely wanted to be successful and earn the appreciation of the firm.




    Veronique went over to the secretary’s office. She needed all the files and notes that Dr. Ashton had taken, since she needed to know every single detail.




    Ms. Brown had already prepared everything, and she pushed some folders towards her. “I wish you success, Ms. Morgan.”




    “Thank you, I’ll need it. What happened to Dr. Ashton that I was asked to take over the Bailey case? Do you know anything? Why is he unavailable?”




    Ms. Brown tilted her head to the side, she looked the other way, she breathed deeply and then she said in a low voice that he had had an accident on the cliffs near Plymouth and he was lying in the Peninsula Hospital in Plymouth without having regained consciousness. Veronique nodded that she did not want to inquire further. She briefly noticed Ms. Brown standing pale and sad in front of her. Something was wrong with her, that was for sure. Veronique did not want to be pushy, but she offered Ms. Brown her help. Her void gaze was wandering aimlessly around the room and she shook her head.




    “Thank you, Ms. Morgan, everything’s fine. I don’t need any help, but it’s kind of you to ask. I really appreciate that.” She handed Veronique the large cloth bag she kept ready for her, stuffed all the folders involved with the Bailey case inside and managed a small, sad smile.




    She then folded her hands in front of her chest as if to pray and she turned towards the window. Veronique gave her a last look. Then she hesitantly left the secretary’s office. She made a mental note to visit Dr. Ashton in the hospital as soon as possible.




    Dr. Ashton was her boss and he was a good legal advisor. She had learned a lot from him over the past three years. She thought highly of him as a lawyer and also as a person. He was a small, gray-haired man, with a soft, calm voice in the office – but in the courtroom it was full of strength and assertiveness. At all times he showed intensity and the sound of his voice was under control. From soft tones to louder ones, he mastered them all beautifully. Like an actor, he deliberately accentuated his words and sentences in all his meetings and processes to bring them out in the best possible way. Veronique always listened to him with joy and admiration during negotiations. In contrast to Dr. Glenn, he was a funny man. He always was in a good mood and he also showed interest in the wellbeing of his employees.




    Back in her office, she put the contents of the bag onto her desk and she accurately sorted all the folders and papers. She spent the rest of the morning immersed in the files, taking notes on matters that were not immediately clear to her, and making notes of open questions. The Bailey couple’s divorce did not seem to be a problem. Since the spouses had been separated for two years already, after four years of marriage, the conditions for a divorce were fulfilled. But the compensation that Mariella Bailey demanded was enormous, and her husband Chris did not want to pay the sum demanded.




    The marriage of the young, rather successful investment banker had lasted only four years and they had no children. Now his Argentinian wife was demanding eight million pounds compensation, a full two million pounds for each year of marriage. That was an unusually large sum and the amount of money was the crux of the negotiation. Chris Bailey was not willing to pay that sum and his wife threatened to expose him. She wanted to go public with invented and unjustified statements about his alleged love affairs in case she did not get


    the money.




    Veronique picked up the phone and she dialed Chris Bailey’s number. She needed more information. After two rings he answered the phone.




    “Hello, Mr. Bailey. My name is Veronique Morgan and I am Dr. Ashton’s assistant. We need more information about your process. Could you come over to our office today? The hearing is scheduled for next Tuesday and there are issues that we need to discuss.”




    Chris Bailey answered harshly, he demanded to speak Dr. Ashton and he was not cooperating. He did not have the time for another meeting, and he had already said and explained everything. He saw no reason to pay another visit to the law firm. He told Veronique that his customers were important to him and that he still had a lot of work to do for them today.




    “And the eight million pounds that you have to pay is not important to you?” Veronique asked.




    
In a firm, but pleasant voice, she told him that Dr. Ashton was absent and that it was she who was now going to represent him in court. She would therefore like to talk to him in person before the trial, since he was her new client and she still needed to settle a few open questions.





    “Excuse me, Ms. Morgan, but are you kidding? I want to win the trial, I need Ashton! Where is he?” Bailey asked in a loud, impatient and upset voice.




    Veronique did not answer this question and she insisted that he would have to come back to the law firm to ensure a successful outcome of the trial. The time left was limited.




    “Please, come whenever it suits you, Mr. Bailey, but still today. I’ll be waiting for you,” she finished her explanation.




    He mumbled something and he promised to see her in her office in an hour.




    Veronique picked up one of the big folders again. She absolutely needed to find out why Mariella’s claims were so high. On what grounds did she expect such an enormous compensation? What had he done?




    The couple had met in Paris and they were married five months later. They moved to London into his apartment in Pinehurst Court, one of London’s best addresses. Veronique had begun to scribble notes on a block lying on her desk. She wanted to know how much his income and his assets had been before the wedding and how much they were now. What had Mariella contributed to the marriage? What kind of family did she come from? Was there possibly an extramarital relationship going on, on one side or both sides? Was his job clean? Was there anything that she did not know?




    The phone buzzed. “Mr. Bailey’s here, Ms. Morgan. Would you like to see him in your office?” Ms. Brown asked.




    “Yes, thank you, Ms. Brown. I’ll come to meet him. I will be right with you.”




    She tidied up her desk and she went to the secretary’s office to welcome Mr. Bailey. She found him sitting cross-legged in an armchair in the outer office. As she entered the room, he immediately looked up at her and, with narrowed eyes, he scrutinized her for a moment. Then he stood up. He was a tall, broad-shouldered American, with dark blond, wavy hair and a piercing look. Veronique stretched out her hand to him as a welcome and with a smile she asked him to follow her. In her office she offered him a comfortable chair, and with his permission, she recorded the conversation on tape.




    Two hours later she knew that Mariella had come from a wealthy family in Buenos Aires. Her father traded in gemstones, mainly in Brazil, and in real estate in Argentina and he played the stock market, mostly at high risk. The financial and the real estate crisis in 2008 had hit him hard, causing him to lose almost all of his assets. Spoiled Mariella had then come to Europe in 2012 to try her luck and it was there that had met Chris Bailey. He was a successful investment banker in London. He had profound knowledge of the business world and so he had reduced his risky investments in time so that the financial crisis did not hit him too hard and he had opted for less attractive areas that were safer, and thus he had survived the rough times well and without significant losses. It soon became very clear that, thanks to this strategy, he had enough reserve assets to buy some deeply indebted but interesting properties in the United States and in Europe. He had not cared about the comments of his colleagues before the crisis, who had laughed at him for being a coward and a procrastinator and later they denounced him as a merciless profiteer. But he had cut his own path. And this had been the right one for him.




    He had met twenty-four-year-old Mariella at a special event at the Musée d’Orsay in May 2012. A pretty, lively, dark-haired little Argentinian, who was always laughing and who was a really good dancer. He had been fascinated. He had admired her from the very first minute and soon he had fallen under her spell.




    In the months that followed they had spent almost every free hour together and they were married in October of the same year in Buenos Aires. Chris had covered the entire cost of the wedding. Far more than a hundred guests had been invited and they almost all came from the bride’s side. Only Chris’ brother Stan, his wife and his children, as well as two of his colleagues from Stanford were present.




    His father had stayed away from the celebration. An acute eye problem prevented his trip to the wedding. Chris himself had not wanted a big wedding, but Mariella had insisted on an elegant wedding and that was not all. She had also insisted on an exorbitantly luxurious honeymoon in the Caribbean, although Chris would have preferred to take her to his home state, Wyoming.




    She loved the feeling of being able to demonstrate that she could lead a special life. As a child and a young woman, she had been spoiled and pampered at home, which was why she did not want to accept her father’s later financial losses. However, as soon as these were clearly noticeable and could no longer be denied, she had immediately started to look for a suitable husband, who would enable her to live a carefree life. Feelings played only a minor role for her.




    That thirty-three-year-old Chris had fallen in love with her had flattered her, but, according to Chris, she had felt nothing similar for him. She enjoyed the sunny, carefree side of life that was open to her again when she married him. She loved parties and events of all kinds, where she could meet interesting people. She always wanted to occupy center stage. She liked to show off and she did everything that she could to get all the attention on social occasions. And she flirted uninhibitedly.




    This did not always go down well with the circles that she moved in, nor with Chris. Often, she sought amusement at parties without Chris. He had worked a lot and an intensive social life was not necessarily the focus of his concerns; but for Mariella such a life was important, and Chris had tried to accompany her as often as he could. He had been proud of his beautiful young wife. He had enjoyed being seen with her. He had loved dancing with her, buying her presents and he had wanted children with her.




    After two years of marriage spent in London, Mariella had travelled alone to Argentina for a few months. She wanted to spend the winter there. When Chris had come over for Christmas, she had given him the cold shoulder and she treated him with indifference. She had been mentally absent most of the time that she spent with him and she had constantly gone on dates with girlfriends. He had not been invited to come along. When she had not even come home at night several times and her explanations had been dubious, he had wanted to know what was going on. Mariella had only shrugged her shoulders and she had tried fobbing him off with some transparent lies. Chris had not wanted to argue. He had felt bad and alone. Her cold, reserved behavior and the obvious lies had hurt him.




    He had thought about flying back to London before Christmas. But when Mariella had heard about his plans, she had made a Hollywood-style scene in front of him, accusing him of indifference, coldness and a lack of interest in her life and respect for her family. She had talked about a marriage crisis and she had accused him of not having the slightest will to solve their marriage problems. He had never been aware of a crisis in London but he had to admit that in Buenos Aires there had been a wide gulf between himself and Mariella. That had been the reason why he had finally decided not to fly to London.




    Nevertheless, Christmas day had been filled with tension, Mariella had patted her eyes dry several times, while her father had been looking at her. She had played the pitiful wife and she presented Chris as a callous husband. Her mother had kept her distance from her son-in-law and the rest of the family had ignored him. Mariella had put the ring with a large yellow diamond that Chris had given to her as a Christmas present, carelessly on the mantelpiece of the fireplace, without trying it on or wearing it. Chris had been deeply hurt. When he had shown this, Mariella had gone into a huff and she had used the situation and had gone out. Chris had booked his return flight for the next day and he hired a private detective.




    The information that the detective had sent him in London had been distressing and shocking. He had been ashamed of Mariella and he knew that he could not tolerate such behavior. He would never be able to forget it and he realized that any trust in her was a thing of the past. He had rented a small apartment for her in London, he had all her belongings taken there and he had arranged for the keys to his apartment to be changed. He had not wanted her to enter his apartment again. He had sent her an e-mail with her new address.




    Since then, a war had been going on between him and her. She threatened to ruin him financially, looked for ways to get to his customers and she spoke ill of him everywhere she went. The past two years had been plain hell for him. He avoided almost all social occasions in order not to meet her. He worked tremendously hard and he had earned a lot of money. He had always generously supported Mariella financially, but all the money had still not been enough for her. After two years of marriage and two years of separation, he had finally filed for divorce.




    Veronique knew that after talking to Chris Bailey that he was willing to pay two million pounds to his wife, but not a penny more. He wanted to have his peace and he wished that the whole trial could be over after a single hearing. That was also Veronique’s goal.




    After she had said goodbye to him, she stayed in the office for several hours, reading the files over and over again, listening to the recording of the conversation several times, looking at the photos that the detective had taken in Buenos Aires and she finally came to the conclusion that they would propose only a one million pound settlement for Mrs. Bailey, based on the evidence. She was determined to achieve a clean break for the couple, that would permanently end the spouses’ financial relationship. She was sure of her plan. She had studied the files very carefully and down to the last detail, she had weighed all options, and she had developed a clear strategy. She was determined to win. However, she had left a margin. She would be prepared to increase the sum by five hundred thousand pounds if necessary.




    She did not leave the firm until late in the evening. David, her long-time boyfriend and partner, had a meeting in the office that evening. So, she did not have to hurry and knew that she would not have to prepare dinner either.




    They had been living together for two years in a four-story brick house on Marylebone High Street. She had inherited the house together with her brother Jeremy from an aunt, several years before and she had rented the apartments out ever since. A boutique had found its place on the ground floor. When Veronique and David wanted to move in together, they had chosen the apartment on the second floor and they had furnished it comfortably. Veronique loved the quiet evenings with David in front of the fireplace, often looking into the dancing golden flames and falling asleep. Although her job was exciting, her private life was peaceful. She had met David at university, where she had studied law and he had studied computer science. They had been a couple for six years now and they had been living together for two years. They knew each other well and the relationship was stable and solid.




    Veronique entered the apartment, she turned on the lights, hung up her coat on the coat rack and crossed the living room to enter the bedroom, which was situated at the back of the apartment, next to the bathroom. She washed her hands, combed her long, dark blonde hair and she brushed her teeth briefly. She then went back into the living room, and she looked through the mail. She threw away all the advertisements, only keeping two letters that were addressed to David. Later she had a cheese sandwich in the kitchen. She was too tired and lazy to prepare a proper meal. She knew that David was eating out today. Her life with him had always run smoothly, she had always been able to rely on him, and she loved the feeling of being with him. He was correct and confident in his ideas. They never argued and they respected each other.




    David was a computer scientist at a software development company, and he dreamt of a career in Silicon Valley. He believed that his ideas would be successful there. Veronique, on the other hand, was not as enthusiastic about his ideas as he was. She thought to herself that what he believed to be a novelty had certainly already been discovered by someone else there. She knew that David was always a little behind; he was slow but reliable. She did not want to discourage him, and she let him stick to his dreams. She was in favor of flying to California sometime in the future to spend the holidays there and to visit this “Valley of the Gods” on that occasion.




    It was almost midnight when she heard the key in the lock which meant that David was finally coming home. She stood up from the sofa to greet him and he gave her a quick kiss. He smiled wearily and he headed straight for the bedroom. Veronique held him back.




    “Are you very tired? Stay here with me for a moment I have something very important to tell you”. She grabbed his hand and she gently pulled him towards the sofa. Her eyes beamed at him and she smiled happily.




    “Please not now. I’m really tired. Tomorrow will be time enough.” He rejected her invitation.




    In passing, he stroked her shoulder and he disappeared behind the bedroom door. Veronique was disappointed, but she knew that he had had a long, hard day, that he was working hard and that he was dedicated to his job and that his commitment to his company cost him quite a lot of effort. Later, when she came out of the bathroom and went to bed, he was already fast asleep. She blew a kiss in his hair and she slipped under the blanket next to him. She, too, had had a busy day.




    ***




    The trial in the Royal Court a week later was a great success for Veronique. She won the judge over to her side by her arguments and she had convinced him that all of Mrs. Bailey’s claims were unfounded and could not be proved, whereupon the judge ruled in favor of her offer of one million pounds.




    After the trial, Chris Bailey thanked Veronique and he politely asked her to lunch. He wanted to express his gratitude for her performance. He was impressed by her skillful negotiating strategy and her reasoning, which had been so precise that she had left little room for the opposing party. He knew that she had done her best for him and he was delighted with the result.




    Veronique thankfully declined his invitation. In principle, she never went for a meal with clients and she never accepted gifts. She always wanted to make things clear from the outset. They said goodbye outside the courthouse and Veronique called Ms. Taylor, Dr. Glenn’s secretary, and she informed her of the result. She asked her to inform Dr. Glenn about it and she had promised to come back to the office after lunch.




    Veronique wanted to go home for a moment to prepare a little party for David and herself and to celebrate her success with him in the evening. On the way she bought a leg of lamb, potatoes, rosemary and a bottle of champagne. She beamed with joy and she was sure that David would be happy for her too, because he had been crossing his fingers for her all along.




    When she opened the apartment door, she stopped at the threshold in surprise. Soft music came from the living room. She shook her head and she was amazed. Uncertain, with quiet, careful steps, she stepped into the living room. David’s coat had been thrown carelessly over the sofa and next to the coffee table she saw a red leather jacket and a pair of black high heels. She walked slowly towards the bedroom.




    Through the half-open door, she saw David with a woman lying in their bed. Her left hand frozen on the door handle, and she watched in shock, at having seen her boyfriend having sex with a stranger. She thought that she was going to faint. She wanted to scream, but she couldn’t utter a sound. She struggled for breath, making a loud noise that reflected her horror. David turned around. With sheer panic in his eyes, he saw Veronique standing at the door. She covered her mouth with her hand, and she looked at him in consternation, dumbfounded. Then she turned around and left the apartment at lightning speed.




    Later, she could not say how she had got to the law firm. Mechanically, like a robot, she went into her office. She wiped away her tears and she looked into the mirror. Red, wet eyes were staring at her. She was shocked to see herself like that and knew that she had to pull herself together to go and see Dr. Glenn to inform him about the trial. She spent a few minutes sitting behind her desk, trying to ban David from her thoughts. Then she got a small case out of her pocket and she tried to conceal the traces of her tears with a little rouge and powder. When she had calmed down somewhat, she went to Dr. Glenn’s secretary’s office. He was already waiting for her.




    “You did well in your first big case. I am glad about that. Congratulations.” His voice was clear when he came up to her and he shook her hand. She was surprised because, up to then, he had always kept his distance from his colleagues. She thanked him for his appreciative words, for the trust he had placed in her and she left his office as soon as possible.




    In the hallway she began to cry again. She could no longer control herself. Much as she rejoiced in her success today, she had been extremely hurt by what David had done to her. She did not know how to react, she felt deeply hurt, confused and ashamed. His infidelity had thrown her completely. Her thoughts were paralyzed. She felt alone, abandoned and lost. Deep down inside, she knew that she would never trust David again. Time and again, the scene in their bed went around in her head; the terrified expression on his face and she had heard her own cry of horror. She was dismayed and felt helpless.




    
How long has this relationship been going on for? she wondered. Has he ever cheated on me before or was it the first time?





    It hurt twice to know that he had deliberately used the time in the mornings when he was sure that she was in court. She knew that she would never know the truth about his relationship. She had never been stuck for an answer and she was always full of understanding when it came to her clients, but she had no solution for herself.




    All these years she had felt closely connected with David, she had had complete confidence in him, but now she wondered about her own blindness, her ignorance and her naivete.




    
There must have been signals that I obviously did not see, crossed her mind, or is David such a brilliant actor? she asked herself.





    
Her thoughts drifted into the past, to the happy times of tenderness and joy. She could hardly hold back her tears. She stormed through the hallway of the law firm in the direction of the restroom and she locked herself inside. She needed to compose herself. No one should see her in this condition. Her private life was nobody else’s business.





    When she returned to her office, she found a vase with a large bouquet of flowers on her desk. She quickly opened the enclosed card. Chris Bailey had sent the flowers, but she did not care. Her thoughts were with David. She had no clue how she should react now. She could not muster the strength to face David and listen to his apologies. She felt an emotional pain she had never felt before in her life. For a moment she thought about taking a few days off, travelling somewhere, going to see her mother on the Côte d’Azur, in the sun, away from here, but she knew that this was no solution either. She would continue to ponder over the problem during the holidays. The thoughts of David would accompany her everywhere. Running away was the wrong answer; that was obvious to her. David did not get in touch and she did not know where he was. She did not want to go home.




    At nine o’clock that night she finally texted him. The hours of pain, disappointment, shame and reflection had finally made her reach a decision. She would go home, but David should leave her apartment first. He answered immediately with a short message that said that he was very sorry for everything and that he would stay away for today; but he wanted to meet her tomorrow and explain everything to her. He regretted the whole matter very much.




    She entered her apartment an hour later, with mixed feelings. She spent that night on the sofa in the living room. She went into the bedroom only to pick up some fresh clothes. She could not even look at her dirty bed, and she knew that she would never be able to sleep in that bed again.




    In the morning, she had ordered a new bed and new bed linen via the Internet and she then had her old bed collected. She just could not get the idea of going away for a few days out of her head. She needed a break from it all, in order to calm down and perhaps to look at what had happened from a different perspective.




    
A small smile brightened her face when suddenly an idea struck her like a bolt of lightning. It could not be easier, she thought.





    She called the office immediately and she took time off until the end of the week. She packed a few things, and she ordered a taxi to London Paddington Station where she took a train to Plymouth. She wanted to see Dr. Ashton at the hospital. She hoped that he would be pleased with the outcome of the trial.
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