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            Time present and time past
 
            Are both perhaps present in time future,
 
            And time future contained in time past.
 
            
                

            
 
            T. S. Eliot, Burnt Norton              
            

         
 
         
         

      

      

    


  

    

      
         
         
 
         
            AUTHOR’S NOTE
            

         
 
         I must apologize to all lovers of Hampstead Heath and to the  				Corporation of London for my temerity in erecting the fictional  				Dupayne Museum on the fringes of these beautiful and well-loved  				acres. Some other locations mentioned in the novel are also real and  				the notorious cases of murder exhibited in the Murder Room at the  				Museum were real crimes. It is the more important to emphasize that  				the Dupayne Museum, its trustees, staff, volunteers and visitors exist  				only in my imagination, as does Swathling’s College and all other  				characters in the story. I should also apologize for arranging  				temporary breakdowns of service to the London Underground and  				the rail link between Cambridge and London, but travellers by public  				transport may feel that this is a fictional device which imposes no  				great strain on their credulity.
         
 
         As usual I am grateful to Dr Ann Priston OBE of the Forensic  				Science Service and to my secretary, Mrs Joyce McLennan. I also owe  				particular thanks to Fire Investigation Officer Mr Andrew Douglas of  				the Forensic Science Service, for his invaluable help in educating me  				in the procedure for the investigation of suspicious fires.
         
 
         
             

         
 
         P. D. James    
 
         
         

      

      

    


  

    

      
         
         
 
         
            BOOK ONE
 
            The People and the Place
 
            Friday 25 October – Friday 1 November

         
 
         
         

      

      

    


  

    

      
         
         
 
         
            1

         
 
         On Friday 25 October, exactly one week before the first body was  				discovered at the Dupayne Museum, Adam Dalgliesh visited the  				museum for the first time. The visit was fortuitous, the decision  				impulsive and he was later to look back on that afternoon as one of  				life’s bizarre coincidences which, although occurring more frequently  				than reason would expect, never fail to surprise.
         
 
         He had left the Home Office building in Queen Anne’s Gate at  				two-thirty after a long morning meeting only briefly interrupted by  				the usual break for brought-in sandwiches and indifferent coffee,  				and was walking the short distance back to his New Scotland Yard  				office. He was alone; that too was fortuitous. The police representation  				at the meeting had been strong and Dalgliesh would normally  				have left with the Assistant Commissioner, but one of the Under  				Secretaries in the Criminal Policy Department had asked him to look  				in at his office to discuss a query unrelated to the morning’s business,  				and he walked unaccompanied. The meeting had produced the  				expected imposition of paperwork and as he cut through St James’s  				Park Underground station into Broadway he debated whether to  				return to his office and risk an afternoon of interruptions or to take  				the papers home to his Thames-side flat and work in peace.
         
 
         There had been no smoking at the meeting but the room had  				seemed musty with spent breath and now he took pleasure in  				breathing fresh air, however briefly. It was a blustery day but  				unseasonably mild. The bunched clouds were tumbling across a sky  				of translucent blue and he could have imagined that this was spring  				except for the autumnal sea-tang of the river – surely half imagined –  				and the keenness of the buffeting wind as he came out of the station.
         
 
         Seconds later he saw Conrad Ackroyd standing on the kerb at the  				corner of Dacre Street and glancing from left to right with that air of  				mingled anxiety and hope typical of a man waiting to hail a taxi.  				Almost immediately Ackroyd saw him and came towards him, both  				arms outstretched, his face beaming under a wide-brimmed hat. It  				was an encounter Dalgliesh couldn’t now avoid and had no real wish to. Few people were unwilling to see Conrad Ackroyd. His perpetual  				good humour, his interest in the minutiae of life, his love of gossip  				and above all his apparent agelessness were reassuring. He looked  				exactly the same now as he had when Dalgliesh and he had first met  				decades earlier. It was difficult to think of Ackroyd succumbing to  				serious illness or facing personal tragedy, while the news that he had  				died would have seemed to his friends a reversal of the natural  				order. Perhaps, thought Dalgliesh, that was the secret of his popularity;  				he gave his friends the comforting illusion that fate was  				beneficent. As always, he was dressed with an endearing eccentricity.  				The fedora hat was worn at a rakish angle, the stout little body  				was encased in a plaid tweed cloak patterned in purple and green.  				He was the only man Dalgliesh knew who wore spats. He was  				wearing them now.
         
 
         ‘Adam, lovely to see you. I wondered whether you might be in  				your office but I didn’t like to call. Too intimidating, my dear. I’m not  				sure they’d let me in, or if I’d get out if they did. I’ve been lunching at  				a hotel in Petty France with my brother. He comes to London once a  				year and always stays there. He’s a devout Roman Catholic and the  				hotel is convenient for Westminster Cathedral. They know him and  				are very tolerant.’
         
 
         Tolerant of what? wondered Dalgliesh. And was Ackroyd referring  				to the hotel, the Cathedral, or both? He said, ‘I didn’t know you  				had a brother, Conrad.’
         
 
         ‘I hardly know it myself, we meet so seldom. He’s something of a  				recluse.’ He added, ‘He lives in Kidderminster,’ as if that fact  				explained all.
         
 
         Dalgliesh was on the point of making tactful murmurings of  				imminent departure when his companion said, ‘I suppose, dear boy,  				I couldn’t bend you to my will? I want to spend a couple of hours at  				the Dupayne Museum in Hampstead. Why not join me? You know  				the Dupayne of course?’
         
 
         ‘I’ve heard of it but never visited.’
 
         ‘But you should, you should. It’s a fascinating place. Dedicated to  				the inter-war years, 1919–1938. Small but comprehensive. They have  				some good pictures: Nash, Wyndham Lewis, Ivon Hitchens, Ben  				Nicholson. You’d be particularly interested in the library. First  				editions and some holographs and, of course, the inter-war poets. Do  				come.’
         
 
         ‘Another time, perhaps.’
         
 
         ‘You never manage another time, do you? But now I’ve caught  				you, regard it as fate. I’m sure you have your Jag tucked up  				somewhere in the Met’s underground garage. We can drive.’
         
 
         ‘You mean I can drive.’
 
         ‘And you’ll come back to Swiss Cottage for tea, won’t you? Nellie  				will never forgive me if you don’t.’
         
 
         ‘How is Nellie?’
 
         ‘Bonny, thank you. Our doctor retired last month. After twenty  				years together it was a sad parting. Still, his successor seems to  				understand our constitutions and it might be as well to have a  				younger man.’
         
 
         Conrad and Nellie Ackroyd’s marriage was so well established  				that few people now bothered to wonder at its incongruity or to  				indulge in prurient speculation about its possible consummation.  				Physically they could hardly have been more different. Conrad was  				plump, short and dark with inquisitive bright eyes and moved as  				sprightly as a dancer on small nimble feet. Nellie was at least three  				inches taller, pale-skinned and flat-chested, and wore her fading  				blonde hair curled in plaits on each side of her head like earphones.  				Her hobby was collecting first editions of 1920s and 1930s girls’  				school stories. Her collection of Angela Brazils was regarded as  				unique. Conrad and Nellie’s enthusiasms were their house and  				garden, meals – Nellie was a superb cook – their two Siamese cats  				and the indulgence of Conrad’s mild hypochondria. Conrad still  				owned and edited The Paternoster Review, notable for the virulence of  				its unsigned reviews and articles. In private life he was the kindest of  				Jekylls, in his editorial role an unrepentant Hyde.
         
 
         A number of his friends whose wilfully overburdened lives  				inhibited the enjoyment of all but necessary pleasures somehow  				found time to take afternoon tea with the Ackroyds in their neat  				Edwardian villa in Swiss Cottage with its comfortable sitting-room  				and atmosphere of timeless indulgence. Dalgliesh was occasionally  				among them. The meal was a nostalgic and unhurried ritual. The  				delicate cups with their handles aligned, the thin brown bread and  				butter, bite-size cucumber sandwiches and homemade sponge and  				fruit cakes made their expected appearance, brought in by an elderly  				maid who would have been a gift to a casting agent recruiting actors  				for an Edwardian soap opera. To older visitors the tea brought back memories of a more leisurely age and, to all, the temporary illusion  				that the dangerous world was as susceptible as was this domesticity  				to order, reason, comfort and peace. To spend the early evening  				gossiping with the Ackroyds would, today, be unduly self-indulgent.  				All the same, Dalgliesh could see that it wouldn’t be easy to find a  				valid excuse for refusing to drive his friend to Hampstead.
         
 
         He said, ‘I’ll drive you to the Dupayne with pleasure, but I might  				not be able to stay if you plan a long visit.’
         
 
         ‘Don’t worry, dear boy. I’ll get a cab back.’
 
         It took Dalgliesh only a few minutes to collect the papers he  				needed from his office, hear from his PA what had happened during  				his absence and drive his Jaguar from the underground car-park.  				Ackroyd was standing near the revolving sign looking like a child  				obediently waiting for the grown-ups to collect him. He wrapped his  				cloak carefully around him, climbed into the car with grunts of  				satisfaction, struggled impotently with the seatbelt and allowed  				Dalgliesh to strap him in. They were travelling along Birdcage Walk  				before he spoke.
         
 
         ‘I saw you at the South Bank last Saturday. You were standing by  				the window on Level Two looking out at the river with, I might say, a  				remarkably beautiful young woman.’
         
 
         Without looking at him, Dalgliesh said evenly, ‘You should have  				come up and been introduced.’
         
 
         ‘It did occur to me until I realized that I would be de trop. So I  				contented myself with looking at your two profiles – hers more than  				yours – with more curiosity than might have been considered polite.  				Was I wrong in detecting a certain constraint, or should I say  				restraint?’
         
 
         Dalgliesh did not reply and, glancing at his face, at the sensitive  				hands for a second tightening on the wheel, Ackroyd thought it  				prudent to change the subject. He said, ‘I’ve rather given up the  				gossip in the Review. It isn’t worth printing unless it’s fresh, accurate  				and scurrilous, and then you risk the chance of being sued. People  				are so litigious. I’m trying to diversify somewhat. That’s what this  				visit to the Dupayne is all about. I’m writing a series of articles on  				murder as a symbol of its age. Murder as social history, if you like.  				Nellie thinks I could be on to a winner with this one, Adam. She’s  				very excited. Take the most notorious Victorian crimes, for example.  				They couldn’t have happened in any other century. Those cluttered claustrophobic drawing-rooms, the outward respectability, the  				female subservience. And divorce – if a wife could find grounds for  				it, which was difficult enough – made her a social pariah. No wonder  				the poor dears started soaking the arsenical flypapers. But those are  				the easiest years. The inter-war years are more interesting. They have  				a room at the Dupayne dedicated entirely to the most notorious  				murder cases of the 1920s and 30s. Not, I assure you, to titillate public  				interest – it’s not that kind of museum – but to prove my point.  				Murder, the unique crime, is a paradigm of its age.’
         
 
         He paused and looked at Dalgliesh intensely for the first time.  				‘You’re looking a little worn, dear boy. Is everything all right? You’re  				not ill?’
         
 
         ‘No, Conrad, I’m not ill.’
 
         ‘Nellie said only yesterday that we never see you. You’re too busy  				heading that innocuously-named squad set up to take over murders  				of a sensitive nature. “Sensitive nature” sounds oddly bureaucratic –  				how does one define a murder of an insensitive nature? Still, we all  				know what it means. If the Lord Chancellor is found in his robes and  				wig brutally battered to death on the Woolsack, call in Adam  				Dalgliesh.’
         
 
         ‘I trust not. Do you envisage a brutal battering while the House is  				sitting, no doubt with some of their Lordships looking on with  				satisfaction?’
         
 
         ‘Of course not. It would happen after the House had risen.’
 
         ‘Then why would he be sitting on the Woolsack?’
 
         ‘He would have been murdered somewhere else and the body  				moved. You should read detective fiction, Adam. Real-life murder  				today, apart from being commonplace and – forgive me – a little  				vulgar, is inhibiting of the imagination. Still, moving the body would  				be a problem. It would need considerable thought. I can see that it  				might not work.’
         
 
         Ackroyd spoke with regret. Dalgliesh wondered if his next  				enthusiasm would be writing detective fiction. If so, it was one that  				should be discouraged. Murder, real or fictional, and in any of its  				manifestations, was on the face of it an unlikely enthusiasm for  				Ackroyd. But his curiosity had always ranged widely and once  				seized by an idea he pursued it with the dedicated enthusiasm of a  				lifelong expert.
         
 
         And the idea seemed likely to persist. He went on, ‘And isn’t there a convention that no one dies in the Palace of Westminster? Don’t  				they shove the corpse into the ambulance with indecent haste and  				later state that he died on the way to hospital? Now that would  				create some interesting clues about the actual time of death. If it were  				a question of inheritance, for example, timing could be important.  				I’ve got the title, of course. Death on the Woolsack.’
         
 
         Dalgliesh said, ‘It would be very time-consuming. I should stick to  				murder as a paradigm of its age. What are you expecting to get from  				the Dupayne?’
         
 
         ‘Inspiration perhaps, but mostly information. The Murder Room is  				remarkable. That’s not its official name, by the way, but it’s how we  				all refer to it. There are contemporary newspaper reports of the crime  				and the trial, fascinating photographs including some originals, and  				actual exhibits from the scene of the murder. I can’t think how old  				Max Dupayne got his hands on those, but I believe he wasn’t always  				scrupulous when it came to acquiring what he wanted. And of  				course the museum’s interest in murder coincides with mine. The  				only reason the old man set up the Murder Room was to relate the  				crime to its age, otherwise he would have seen the room as pandering  				to depraved popular taste. I’ve already selected my first case. It’s the  				obvious one, Mrs Edith Thompson. You know it, of course.’
         
 
         ‘Yes, I know it.’
 
         Everyone interested in real-life murder, the defects of the criminal  				justice system, or the horror and anomalies of capital punishment  				knew of the Thompson–Bywaters case. It had spawned novels, plays,  				films, and its share of the journalism of moral outrage.
         
 
         Apparently oblivious of his companion’s silence, Ackroyd prattled  				happily on. ‘Consider the facts. Here we have an attractive young  				woman of twenty-eight married to a dull shipping clerk four years  				her senior and living in a dull street in a drab east London suburb.  				Do you wonder she found relief in a fantasy life?’
         
 
         ‘We have no evidence that Thompson was dull. You’re not  				suggesting dullness is a justification for murder?’
         
 
         ‘I can think of less credible motives, dear boy. Edith Thompson is  				intelligent as well as attractive. She’s holding down a job as the  				manageress of a millinery firm in the City and in those days that  				meant something. She goes on holiday with her husband and his  				sister, meets Frederick Bywaters, a P&O Line steward eight years her  				junior, and falls desperately in love. When he’s at sea she writes him passionate letters which, to the unimaginative mind, could certainly  				be interpreted as an incitement to murder. She claims that she’s put  				ground electric light bulbs in Percy’s porridge, the probability of  				which the forensic pathologist, Bernard Spilsbury, discounted at the  				trial. And then on 3 October 1922, after an evening at the Criterion  				Theatre in London, when they’re walking home, Bywaters springs  				out and stabs Percy Thompson to death. Edith Thompson is heard  				crying out “Don’t – oh don’t!” But the letters damned her, of course.  				If Bywaters had destroyed them she’d be alive today.’
         
 
         Dalgliesh said, ‘Hardly. She’d be a hundred and eight. But could  				you justify this as a specifically mid twentieth-century crime? The  				jealous husband, the young lover, the sexual enslavement. It could  				have happened fifty or a hundred years earlier. It could happen  				today.’
         
 
         ‘But not in exactly the same way. Fifty years earlier she wouldn’t  				have had the chance of working in the City for one thing. It’s unlikely  				she’d ever have met Bywaters. Today, of course, she would have  				gone to university, found an outlet for her intelligence, disciplined  				her seething imagination and probably ended up rich and successful.  				I see her as a romantic novelist. She certainly wouldn’t have married  				Percy Thompson and if she did go in for murder, psychiatrists today  				would be able to diagnose a fantasist; the jury would take a different  				view of extra-marital sex and the judge wouldn’t indulge his deep  				prejudice against married women who took lovers eight years their  				junior, a prejudice undoubtedly shared by a 1922 jury.’
         
 
         Dalgliesh was silent. Ever since, as an eleven-year-old, he had read  				of that distraught and drugged woman being half-dragged to her  				execution, the case had lain at the back of memory, heavy as a coiled  				snake. Poor dull Percy Thompson had not deserved to die, but did  				anyone deserve what his widow had suffered during those last days  				in the condemned cell when she finally realized that there was a real  				world outside even more dangerous than her fantasies and that there  				were men in it who, on a precise day at a precise hour, would take  				her out and judicially break her neck? Even as a boy the case had  				confirmed him as an abolitionist; had it, he wondered, exerted a  				subtler and more persuasive influence, the conviction, never spoken  				but increasingly rooted in his comprehension, that strong passions  				had to be subject to the will, that a completely self-absorbed love  				could be dangerous and the price too high to pay? Wasn’t that what he had been taught as a young recruit to the CID by the older  				experienced sergeant now long retired? ‘All the motives for murder  				are covered by four Ls: Love, Lust, Lucre and Loathing. They’ll tell  				you, laddie, that the most dangerous is loathing. Don’t you believe it.  				The most dangerous is love.’
         
 
         He put the Thompson–Bywaters case resolutely out of mind and  				listened again to Ackroyd.
         
 
         ‘I’ve found my most interesting case. Still unsolved, fascinating in  				its permutations, absolutely typical of the 1930s. Couldn’t have  				happened at any other time, not in precisely the way it did happen. I  				expect you know it, the Wallace case? It’s been written about  				extensively. The Dupayne has all the literature.’
         
 
         Dalgliesh said, ‘It was once featured on a training course at  				Bramshill when I was a newly-appointed Detective Inspector. How  				not to conduct a murder investigation. I don’t suppose it’s included  				now. They’ll choose more recent, more relevant cases. They’re not  				short of examples.’
         
 
         ‘So you know the facts.’ Ackroyd’s disappointment was so evident  				that it was impossible not to indulge him.
         
 
         ‘Remind me.’
 
         ‘The year was 1931. Internationally the year that Japan invaded  				Manchuria, Spain was declared a republic, there were riots in India  				and Cawnpore was swept by one of the worst outbreaks of inter-communal  				violence in the country’s history, Anna Pavlova and  				Thomas Edison died and Professor Auguste Piccard became the first  				man to reach the stratosphere in a balloon. At home the new  				National Government was returned in the election in October, Sir  				Oswald Mosley concluded the formation of his New Party, and two  				and three-quarter million were unemployed. Not a good year. You  				see, Adam, I’ve done my research. Aren’t you impressed?’
         
 
         ‘Very. That’s a formidable feat of memory. I don’t see its relevance  				to a very English murder in a suburb of Liverpool.’
         
 
         ‘It puts it in a wider context. Still, I may not use it when I come to  				write. Shall I go on? I’m not boring you?’
         
 
         ‘Please do. And you’re not boring me.’
 
         ‘The dates: Monday the nineteenth and Tuesday the twentieth of  				January. The alleged murderer: William Herbert Wallace, fifty-two  				years old, Prudential Company insurance agent, a bespectacled,  				slightly stooping, undistinguished looking man living with his wife Julia at twenty-nine Wolverton Street in Anfield. He spent the days  				going from house to house collecting insurance money. A shilling  				here, a shilling there against a rainy day and the inevitable end.  				Typical of the time. You might have barely enough to feed yourself  				but you still put by a bit each week to ensure you could pay for a  				decent funeral. You might live in squalor, but at least you could  				make something of a show at the end. No quick dash to the  				crematorium and out again in fifteen minutes or the next lot of  				mourners will be hammering on the door.
         
 
         ‘Wife Julia, fifty-two, socially a little superior, gentle-faced, a good  				pianist. Wallace played the violin and sometimes accompanied her  				in the front parlour. Apparently he wasn’t very good. If he was  				enthusiastically scraping away while she was playing, you have a  				motive for murder but with a different victim. Anyway, they were  				reputed to be a devoted couple, but who’s to know? I’m not  				distracting you from the driving, am I?’
         
 
         Dalgliesh recalled that Ackroyd, a non-driver, had always been a  				nervous passenger. ‘Not in the least.’
         
 
         ‘We come to the evening of nineteenth January. Wallace was a  				chess player and was due to play at the Central Chess Club which  				met at a café in the centre of the city on Monday and Thursday  				evenings. On that Monday a call was received asking for him. A  				waitress took it and called the captain of the club, Samuel Beattie, to  				speak to the caller. He suggested that as Wallace was due to play but  				had not yet arrived, the man should try again later. The caller said he  				couldn’t, he had his girl’s twenty-first birthday on, but would  				Wallace come round tomorrow at seven-thirty to discuss a business  				proposition. He gave the name R. M. Qualtrough, the address  				twenty-five Menlove Gardens East, Mossley Hill. What is interesting  				and important is that the caller had some difficulty getting through,  				either genuine or contrived. As a result we know the operator  				reported the time of the call: twenty minutes past seven.
         
 
         ‘So the next day Wallace set off to find Menlove Gardens East  				which, as you already know, doesn’t exist. He needed to take three  				trams to get to the Menlove Gardens area, searched for about half an  				hour and enquired about the address from at least four people  				including a policeman. Eventually he gave up and went home. The  				next-door neighbours, the Johnstons, were getting ready to go out  				when they heard knocking at the back door of number twenty-nine. They went to investigate and saw Wallace, who said that he couldn’t  				get in. While they were there he tried again and this time the door  				handle turned. The three of them went in. Julia Wallace’s body was  				in the front room lying face down on the hearthrug with Wallace’s  				bloodied mackintosh lying against her. She had been battered to  				death in a frenzied attack. The skull had been fractured by eleven  				blows delivered with terrific force.
         
 
         ‘On Monday second February, thirteen days after the murder,  				Wallace was arrested. All the evidence was circumstantial, no blood  				was found on his clothes, the weapon was missing. There was no  				physical evidence linking him with the crime. What is interesting is  				that the evidence, such as it was, could support either the prosecution  				or the defence depending on how you chose to look at it. The  				call to the café was made from a phone box close to Wolverton Street  				at the time Wallace would have been passing. Was that because he  				made it himself, or because his murderer was waiting to ensure  				Wallace was on his way to the club? In the view of the police he was  				preternaturally calm during investigation, sitting in the kitchen with  				the cat on his knee and stroking it. Was that because he was uncaring,  				or because he was a stoic, a man who concealed emotion? And then  				the repeated enquiries about the address, was that to establish an  				alibi or because he was a conscientious agent who needed business  				and didn’t give up easily?’
         
 
         Dalgliesh waited in the queue at yet another traffic light as he was  				recalling the case more clearly. If the investigation had been a  				shambles, so had been the trial. The judge had summed up in  				Wallace’s favour, but the jury had convicted, taking only an hour to  				reach their verdict. Wallace appealed and the case again made  				history when the appeal was allowed on the grounds that the case  				was not proved with that certainty which is necessary in order to  				justify a verdict of guilty; in effect, that the jury had been wrong.
         
 
         Ackroyd prattled on happily while Dalgliesh gave his attention to  				the road. He had expected the traffic to be heavy; the homeward  				journey on a Friday began earlier each year, the congestion exacerbated  				by families leaving London for their weekend cottages. Before  				they reached Hampstead, Dalgliesh was already regretting his  				impulse to see the museum and mentally calculating the lost hours.  				He told himself to stop fretting. His life was already overburdened;  				why spoil this pleasant respite with regrets? Before they reached Jack Straw’s Castle the traffic was at a standstill and it took minutes  				before he could join the thinner stream of cars moving down  				Spaniards Road, which ran in a straight line across the Heath. Here  				the bushes and trees grew close to the tarmac, giving the illusion that  				they were in deep country.
         
 
         Ackroyd said, ‘Slow down here, Adam, or we’ll miss the turning.  				It’s not easy to spot. We’re coming to it now, about thirty yards to the  				right.’
         
 
         It was certainly not easy to find and, since it meant turning right  				across the traffic, not easy to enter. Dalgliesh saw an open gate and  				beyond it a drive with thickly entwined bushes and trees on either  				side. To the left of the entrance was a black board fixed to the wall  				with a notice painted in white. THE DUPAYNE MUSEUM. PLEASE  DRIVE SLOWLY.
         
 
         Dalgliesh said, ‘Hardly an invitation. Don’t they want visitors?’
 
         ‘I’m not sure that they do, not in large numbers. Max Dupayne,  				who founded the place in 1961, saw it as something of a private  				hobby. He was fascinated – one might say obsessed – by the inter-war  				years. He was collecting in the 1920s and 30s, which accounts for  				some of the pictures; he was able to buy before the artist attracted big  				money. He also acquired first editions of every major novelist and  				those he thought worth collecting. The library is pretty valuable now.  				The museum was intended for people who shared his passion and  				that view of the place has influenced the present generation. Things  				may change now that Marcus Dupayne is taking control. He’s just  				retiring from the Civil Service. He may well see the museum as a  				challenge.’
         
 
         Dalgliesh drove down a tarmacked drive so narrow that two cars  				would have difficulty in passing. On each side was a narrow strip of  				turf with, beyond it, a thick hedge of rhododendron bushes. Behind  				them spindly trees, their leaves just fading to yellow, added to the  				dimness of the road. They passed a young man kneeling on the turf  				with an elderly angular woman standing over him as if directing his  				work. There was a wooden basket between them and it looked as if  				they were planting bulbs. The boy looked up and stared at them as  				they passed but, beyond a fleeting glance, the woman took no notice.
         
 
         There was a bend to the left and then the lane straightened out and  				the museum was suddenly before them. Dalgliesh stopped the car  				and they gazed in silence. The path divided to curve round a circular lawn with a central bed of shrubs, and beyond it stood a symmetrical  				red brick house, elegant, architecturally impressive and larger than  				he had expected. There were five bays, the central one brought well  				forward with two windows, one above the other, four identical  				windows in the two lower storeys on each side of the central bay and  				two more in the hipped roof. A white-painted door, glass-panelled,  				was set in an intricate pattern of brickwork. The restraint and  				complete symmetry of the building gave the house a slightly  				forbidding air, more institutional than domestic. But there was one  				unusual feature: where one might have expected pilasters there was  				a set of recessed panels with capitals in ornate brickwork. They gave  				a note of eccentricity to a façade which might otherwise have been  				formidably uniform.
         
 
         Ackroyd said, ‘Do you recognize it, the house?’
 
         ‘No. Should I?’
 
         ‘Not unless you’ve visited Pendell House near Bletchingley. It’s an  				eccentric Inigo Jones dated 1936. The prosperous Victorian factory  				owner who built this in 1894 saw Pendell, liked it and didn’t see why  				he shouldn’t have a copy. After all, the original architect wasn’t there  				to object. However, he didn’t go as far as duplicating the interior. Just  				as well; the interior of Pendell House is a bit suspect. Do you like it?’
         
 
         He looked as naïvely anxious as a child, hoping his offering  				wouldn’t disappoint.
         
 
         ‘It’s interesting, but I wouldn’t have known it was copied from  				Inigo Jones. I like it, but I’m not sure I’d want to live in it. Too much  				symmetry makes me uneasy. I’ve never seen recessed brickwork  				panels before.’
         
 
         ‘Nor has anyone, according to Pevsner. They’re said to be unique. I  approve. The façade would be too restrained without them. Anyway,  				come and see inside. That’s what we’re here for. The car-park is  				behind those laurel bushes to the right. Max Dupayne hated to see  				cars in front of the house. In fact, he hated most manifestations of  				modern life.’
         
 
         Dalgliesh restarted the engine. A white arrow on a wooden sign  				directed him to the car-park. It was a gravelled area of some fifty  				yards by thirty with the entrance to the south. There were already  				twelve cars neatly parked in two rows. Dalgliesh found a space at the  				end. He said, ‘Not a lot of space. What do they do on a popular day?’
         
 
         ‘I suppose visitors try the other side of the house. There’s a garage there but that’s used by Neville Dupayne to house his E-type Jag. But  				I’ve never seen the parking spaces full, or the museum particularly  				busy for that matter. This looks about normal for a Friday afternoon.  				Some of the cars belong to the staff anyway.’
         
 
         There was certainly no sign of life as they made their way to the  				front door. It was, thought Dalgliesh, a somewhat intimidating door  				for the casual visitor, but Ackroyd seized the brass knob confidently,  				turned it and thrust the door open. He said, ‘It’s usually kept open in  				summer. You’d think with this sun it’s safe to risk it today. Anyway,  				here we are. Welcome to the Dupayne Museum.’
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         Dalgliesh followed Ackroyd into a wide hall with its chequered floor  				in black and white marble. Facing him was an elegant staircase  				which, after some twenty steps, divided, the stairs running east and  				west to the wide gallery. On each side of the hall were three mahogany  				doors with similar but smaller doors leading from the gallery above.  				There was a row of coat hooks on the left wall with two long umbrella  				stands beneath them. To the right was a curved mahogany reception  				desk with an antiquated telephone switchboard mounted on the wall  				behind, and a door marked PRIVATE which Dalgliesh supposed led  				to the office. The only sign of life was a woman seated at the desk.  				She looked up as Ackroyd and Dalgliesh moved towards her.
         
 
         Ackroyd said, ‘Good afternoon, Miss Godby.’ Then, turning to  				Dalgliesh, ‘This is Miss Muriel Godby who presides over admissions  				and keeps us all in order. This is a friend of mine. Mr Dalgliesh. Does  				he have to pay?’
         
 
         Dalgliesh said, ‘Of course I have to pay.’
 
         Miss Godby looked up at him. He saw a sallow, rather heavy face  				and a pair of remarkable eyes behind narrow horn-rimmed spectacles.  				The irises were a greenish-yellow with a bright centre, the  				whole iris darkly ringed. The hair, an unusual colour between rich  				russet and gold, was thick and straight, brushed to the side and  				clipped back from the face with a tortoiseshell slide. Her mouth was  				small but firm above a chin which belied her apparent age. She could  				surely not be much above forty, but her chin and her upper neck had  				some of the sagging fleshiness of old age. Although she had smiled at  				Ackroyd, it had been little more than a relaxing of her mouth, giving  				her a look that was both wary and slightly intimidating. She was  				wearing a twin set in fine blue wool and a pearl necklace. It made her  				look as old-fashioned as some of the photographs of English  				débutantes seen in old copies of Country Life. Perhaps, he thought,  				she was deliberately dressing to conform to the decades of the  				museum. There was certainly nothing either girlish or naïvely pretty  				about Miss Godby.
         
 
         A framed notice on the desk gave the admission charges as £5 for adults, £3.50 for senior citizens and students, free for the under-tens and those on jobseekers’ allowance. Dalgliesh handed over his £10 note and received with his change a round blue sticky label. Ackroyd, receiving his, protested: ‘Do we really have to wear these? I’m a Friend, I’ve signed in.’
         
 
         Miss Godby was adamant. ‘It’s a new system, Mr Ackroyd. Blue  				for men, pink for women and green for the children. It’s a simple  				way of reconciling takings with the number of visitors and providing  				information on the people we’re serving. And, of course, it means  				that the staff can see at a glance that people have paid.’
         
 
         They moved away. Ackroyd said, ‘She’s an efficient woman who’s  				done a great deal to put the place in order, but I wish she knew  				where to stop. You can see the general layout. That first room on the  				left is the picture gallery, the next is Sport and Entertainment, the  				third is the history room. And there on the right we have Costumes,  				Theatre and Cinema. The library is on the floor above and so is the  				Murder Room. Obviously you’ll be interested to see the pictures and  				the library, and perhaps the rest of the rooms, and I’d like to come  				with you. Still, I need to work. We’d better start with the Murder  				Room.’
         
 
         Ignoring the lift, he led the way up the central staircase, sprightly  				as ever. Dalgliesh followed, aware that Muriel Godby was watching  				at her desk as if still uncertain whether they were safe to be left  				unescorted. They had reached the Murder Room on the east side and  				at the back of the house when a door at the top of the stairs opened.  				There was the sound of raised voices suddenly cut off and a man  				came hurriedly out, hesitated briefly when he saw Dalgliesh and  				Ackroyd, then gave them a nod of acknowledgement and made for  				the stairs, his long coat flapping as if caught in the vehemence of his  				exit. Dalgliesh had a fleeting impression of an undisciplined thatch  				of dark hair and angry eyes in a flushed face. Almost at once another  				figure appeared standing in the doorway. He showed no surprise at  				encountering visitors but spoke directly to Ackroyd.
         
 
         ‘What’s it for, the museum? That’s what Neville Dupayne has just  				asked. What’s it for? It makes me wonder if he’s his father’s son,  				except that poor Madeleine was so boringly virtuous. Not enough  				vitality for sexual capers. Good to see you here again.’
         
 
         He looked at Dalgliesh. ‘Who’s this?’
 
         The question could have sounded offensive if it had not been asked in a voice of genuine puzzlement and interest, as if he were faced with a new if not particularly interesting acquisition.
         
 
         Ackroyd said, ‘Good afternoon, James. This is a friend of mine,  				Adam Dalgliesh. Adam, meet James Calder-Hale, curator and  				presiding genius of the Dupayne Museum.’
         
 
         Calder-Hale was tall and thin almost to the point of emaciation,  				with a long bony face and a wide, precisely shaped mouth. His hair,  				falling across a high forehead, was greying erratically with strands of  				pale gold streaked with white, giving him a touch of theatricality.  				His eyes, under brows so defined that they could have been plucked,  				were intelligent, giving strength to a face which otherwise could  				have been described as gentle. Dalgliesh was not deceived by this  				seeming sensitivity; he had known men of force and physical action  				with the faces of unworldly scholars. Calder-Hale was wearing  				narrow and creased trousers, a striped shirt with a pale blue tie  				unusually wide and loosely tied, checked carpet slippers and a long  				grey cardigan reaching almost to his knees. His apparent anger had  				been expressed in a high falsetto of irritation which Dalgliesh  				suspected might be more histrionic than genuine.
         
 
         ‘Adam Dalgliesh? I’ve heard of you.’ He made it sound rather like  				an accusation. ‘A Case to Answer and Other Poems. I don’t read much  				modern poetry, having an unfashionable preference for verses which  				occasionally scan and rhyme, but at least yours aren’t prose  				rearranged on the page. I take it Muriel knows you’re here?’
         
 
         Ackroyd said, ‘I signed in. And look, we’ve got our little stick-on  				labels.’
         
 
         ‘So you have. Silly question. Even you, Ackroyd, wouldn’t get  				beyond the entrance hall if you hadn’t. A tyrant of a woman, but  				conscientious and, I’m told, necessary. Excuse my vehemence just  				now. I don’t usually lose my temper. With any of the Dupaynes it’s a  				waste of energy. Well, don’t let me interrupt whatever you’re here  				for.’
         
 
         He turned to re-enter what was obviously his office. Ackroyd  				called after him, ‘What did you tell him, Neville Dupayne? What did  				you say the museum was for?’
         
 
         Calder-Hale hesitated and turned. ‘I told him what he already  				knew. The Dupayne, like any reputable museum, provides for the  				safe custody, preservation, recording and display of items of interest from the past for the benefit of scholars and others interested enough  				to visit. Dupayne seemed to think it should have some kind of social  				or missionary function. Extraordinary!’
         
 
         He turned to Ackroyd. ‘Glad to see you,’ and then nodded to  				Dalgliesh. ‘And you, of course. There’s an acquisition in the picture  				gallery which might interest you. A small but agreeable water-colour  				by Roger Fry, bequeathed by one of our regular visitors. Let’s hope  				we’re able to keep it.’
         
 
         Ackroyd asked, ‘What do you mean by that, James?’
 
         ‘Oh, you couldn’t know, of course. The whole future of this place is  				in doubt. The lease runs out next month and a new one has been  				negotiated. The old man drew up a curious family trust. From what I  				gather, the museum can only continue if all three of his children  				agree to sign the lease. If it closes it will be a tragedy, but one which I  				personally have been given no authority to prevent. I’m not a  				trustee.’
         
 
         Without another word he turned, went into his office and shut the  				door firmly.
         
 
         Ackroyd said, ‘It will be something of a tragedy for him, I imagine.  				He’s worked here ever since his retirement from the Diplomatic  				Service. Unpaid, of course, but he gets the use of the office and  				conducts the favoured few round the galleries. His father and old  				Max Dupayne had been friends from university. For the old man the  				museum was a private indulgence, as of course museums tend to be  				for some of their curators. He didn’t exactly resent visitors – some  				were actually welcomed – but he thought one genuine enquirer was  				worth fifty casual visitors and acted accordingly. If you didn’t know  				what the Dupayne was and the opening hours, then you didn’t need  				to know. More information might attract casual passers-by wanting  				to come in out of the rain, hoping they might find something to keep  				the children quiet for half an hour.’
         
 
         Dalgliesh said, ‘But a casual uninformed visitor could enjoy the  				experience, get a taste for it, discover the fascination of what in  				deplorable contemporary jargon we are encouraged to call “the  				museum experience”. To that extent a museum is educational.  				Wouldn’t the Dupayne welcome that?’
         
 
         ‘In theory, I suppose. If the heirs keep it on they may go down that  				path, but they haven’t got a lot to offer here, have they? The  				Dupayne is hardly the V&A or the British Museum. If you’re interested in the inter-war years – and I am – the Dupayne offers  				practically all you need. But the 1920s and 30s have limited attraction  				for the general public. Spend a day and you’ve seen it all. I think the  				old man always resented the fact that the most popular room was the  				Murder Room. Now a museum devoted entirely to murder would  				do well. I’m surprised someone hasn’t set it up. There’s the Black  				Museum at New Scotland Yard and that interesting little collection  				the River Police have at Wapping, but I can’t see either of them being  				opened to the general public. Admissions strictly by application.’
         
 
         The Murder Room was large, at least thirty feet long and well lit by  				three pendant lights, but for Dalgliesh the immediate impression  				was darkly claustrophobic, despite the two easterly and the single  				south-facing windows. To the right of the ornate fireplace was a  				second and plain door, obviously permanently shut since it was  				without either door knob or handle.
         
 
         There were glass-fronted display cases along each wall with, below  				them, shelves for books, presumably dealing with each case, and  				drawers for relevant papers and reports. Above the cabinets were  				rows of sepia and black and white photographs, many enlarged,  				some obviously original and starkly explicit. The impression was of a  				collage of blood and blank dead faces, of murderers and victims  				united now in death, staring into nothingness.
         
 
         Together Dalgliesh and Ackroyd made a tour of the room. Here  				displayed, illustrated and examined, were the most notorious  				murder cases of the inter-war years. Names, faces and facts swam  				into Dalgliesh’s memory. William Herbert Wallace, younger, surely,  				than at the time of the trial, an unmemorable but not unappealing  				head rising from the high stiff collar with its tie knotted like a noose,  				the mouth a little loose under the moustache, the eyes mild behind  				steel-rimmed spectacles. Beside it was a press photograph of him  				shaking hands with his counsel after the appeal, his brother at his  				side, both rather taller than anyone in the group, Wallace a little  				stooped. He had dressed carefully for the most appalling ordeal of  				his life, in a dark suit and the same high collar and narrow tie. The  				sparse hair, carefully parted, gleamed with brushing. It was a face  				somehow typical of the meticulous over-conscientious bureaucrat,  				not perhaps a man whom housewives, paying over their weekly  				pittance, would invite into the back room for a chat and a cup of tea.
         
 
         Ackroyd said, ‘And here’s the beautiful Marie-Marguerite Fahmy, who shot her Egyptian playboy husband, in the Savoy Hotel of all  				places, in 1923. It’s remarkable for Edward Marshall Hall’s defence.  				He brought it to a crashing conclusion by pointing the actual gun at  				the jury, then letting it fall with a clatter while he demanded a not  				guilty verdict. She did it, of course, but thanks to him she got away  				with it. He also delivered an objectionably racist speech suggesting  				that women who marry what he called “the oriental” could expect  				the kind of treatment she received. Nowadays he’d be in trouble with  				the judge, the Lord Chancellor and the press. Again, you see, dear  				boy, we have a crime typical of its age.’
         
 
         Dalgliesh said, ‘I thought you were depending for your thesis on  				the commission of the crime, not the workings of the then criminal  				justice system.’
         
 
         ‘I’m relying on all the circumstances. And here’s another example  				of a successful defence, the Brighton Trunk Murder in 1934. This, my  				dear Adam, is supposed to be the actual trunk in which Tony  				Mancini, a twenty-six-year-old waiter and convicted thief, stuffed  				the body of his prostitute mistress, Violette Kaye. This was the  				second Brighton trunk murder. The first body, a woman without  				head and legs, had been found at Brighton railway station eleven  				days earlier. No one was ever arrested for that crime. Mancini was  				tried at Lewes Assize Court in December and brilliantly defended by  				Norman Birkett. Birkett saved his life. The jury returned a verdict of  				not guilty but in 1976 Mancini confessed. This trunk seems to exert a  				morbid fascination on visitors.’
         
 
         It held no fascination for Dalgliesh. Suddenly he felt the need to  				look at the outside world and walked over to one of the two easterly  				windows. Below, set among saplings, was a wooden garage and,  				within eight yards, a small garden shed with a water tap. The boy he  				had seen in the drive was washing his hands and then rubbing them  				dry on the side of his trousers. He was recalled to the room by  				Ackroyd, anxious to demonstrate his last case.
         
 
         Leading Dalgliesh to the second of the display cabinets, he said,  				‘The Blazing Car Murder, 1930. This is certainly a candidate for my  				article. You must have heard of it. Alfred Arthur Rouse, a thirty-seven-year-old commercial traveller living in London, was a compulsive womanizer. Apart from committing bigamy, he is supposed to  				have seduced some eighty women during the course of his travels.  				He needed permanently to disappear, preferably to be thought dead, so on sixth November he picked up a tramp and on a lonely road in  				Northamptonshire killed him, threw petrol over him, set the car  				alight and made off. Unfortunately for him, two young men walking  				home to their local village saw him and asked him about the blaze.  				He went on his way, calling out, “It looks as though someone is having  				a bonfire”. That encounter helped to get him arrested. If he’d hidden  				in the ditch and let them go by he might have got away with it.’
         
 
         Dalgliesh said, ‘And what makes it specific to its age?’
 
         ‘Rouse had served in the war and was badly injured in the head.  				His behaviour at the scene and at the trial was exceptionally stupid. I  				see Rouse as a casualty of the First World War.’
         
 
         He might well have been, thought Dalgliesh. Certainly his  				behaviour after the murder and his extraordinary arrogance in the  				witness-box had done more than the prosecuting counsel to put the  				rope around his neck. It would have been interesting to know the  				extent of his war service and how he had been wounded. Few men  				who had served long in Flanders could have returned home  				completely normal.
         
 
         He left Ackroyd to his researches and went in search of the library.  				It was on the west side of the same floor, a long room with two  				windows facing the car-park and a third overlooking the drive. The  				walls were lined with mahogany bookcases with three jutting bays  				and there was a long rectangular table in the middle of the room. At a  				smaller table near the window there was a photocopying machine  				with a notice saying that copies were ten pence per sheet. Beside it  				sat an elderly woman writing labels for exhibits. The room wasn’t  				cold but she wore a muffler and mittens. As Dalgliesh entered, she  				said in a mellifluous, educated voice, ‘Some of the glass cabinets are  				locked but I have the key if you want to handle the books. Copies of  The Times and other newspapers are in the basement.’
         
 
         Dalgliesh had some difficulty in knowing how to reply. With the  				picture gallery still to see, he had no time to examine the books at  				leisure, but he didn’t wish his visit to seem peremptory, the mere  				indulgence of a whim. He said, ‘It’s my first visit so I’m just making a  				preliminary tour. But thank you.’
         
 
         He walked slowly along the bookcases. Here, the majority in first  				editions, were the major novelists of the inter-war years and some  				whose names were unknown to him. The obvious names were  				represented: D. H. Lawrence, Virginia Woolf, James Joyce, George Orwell, Graham Greene, Wyndham Lewis, Rosamond Lehmann, a  				roll-call of the variety and richness of those turbulent years. The  				poetry section had a case of its own which contained first editions of  				Yeats, Eliot, Pound, Auden and Louis MacNeice. There were also, he  				saw, the war poets published in the 1920s: Wilfred Owen, Robert  				Graves, Siegfried Sassoon. He wished that he had hours at his  				disposal in which the books could be handled and read. But even  				had there been time, the presence of that silent working woman, her  				cramped mittened hands moving laboriously, would have inhibited  				him. He liked to be alone when he was reading.
         
 
         He moved to the end of the central table where half a dozen copies  				of The Strand Magazine were fanned out, their covers, differently  				coloured, all showing pictures of the Strand, the scene slightly  				varying with each copy. Dalgliesh picked up the magazine for May  				1922. The cover advertised stories by P. G. Wodehouse, Gilbert  				Frankau and E. Phillips Oppenheim and a special article by Arnold  				Bennett. But it was in the preliminary pages of advertisements that  				the early 1920s most came alive. The cigarettes at five shillings and  				sixpence per hundred, the bedroom that could be furnished for £36  				and the concerned husband, worried about what was obviously his  				wife’s lack of libido, restoring her to her usual good spirits with a  				surreptitious pinch of liver salts in the early morning tea.
         
 
         And now he went down to the picture gallery. It was at once  				apparent that it had been designed for the serious student. Each  				picture had beside it a framed card which listed the main galleries  				where other examples of the artist’s work could be seen and display  				cabinets on each side of the fireplace contained letters, manuscripts  				and catalogues. They drew Dalgliesh’s mind back to the library. It  				was on these shelves, surely, that the 1920s and 30s were better  				represented. It was the writers – Joyce, Waugh, Huxley – not the  				artists who had most forcibly interpreted and influenced those  				confused inter-war years. Moving slowly past the landscapes of Paul  				and John Nash, it seemed to him that the 1914–18 cataclysm of blood  				and death had bred a nostalgic yearning for an England of rural  				peace. Here was a prelapsarian landscape recreated in tranquillity  				and painted in a style which, for all its diversity and originality, was  				strongly traditional. It was a landscape without figures; the neatly  				piled logs against farmhouse walls, the tilled fields under unthreatening  				skies, the empty stretch of beach, were all poignant reminders of the dead generation. He could believe that they had done their  				day’s work, hung up their tools and gently taken their leave of life.  				Yet surely no landscape was so precise, so perfectly ordered. These  				fields had been tilled, not for posterity, but for a barren changelessness.  				In Flanders nature had been riven apart, violated and  				corrupted. Here all had been restored to an imaginary and eternal  				placidity. He had not expected to find traditional landscape painting  				so unsettling.
         
 
         It was with a sense of relief that he moved to the religious  				anomalies of Stanley Spencer, the idiosyncratic portraits of Percy  				Wyndham Lewis and the more tremulous, casually painted portraits  				of Duncan Grant. Most of the painters were familiar to Dalgliesh.  				Nearly all gave pleasure, although he felt that these were artists  				strongly influenced by continental and far greater painters. Max  				Dupayne had not been able to acquire the most notably impressive of  				each artist’s work but he had succeeded in putting together a  				collection which, in its diversity, was representative of the art of the  				inter-war years, and this, after all, had been his aim.
         
 
         When he entered the gallery, there was one other visitor already  				there: a thin young man wearing jeans, worn trainers and a thick  				anorak. Beneath its bulky weight, his legs looked as thin as sticks.  				Moving closer to him, Dalgliesh saw a pale, delicate face. His hair  				was obscured by a woollen cap drawn over the ears. Ever since  				Dalgliesh had entered the room the boy had been standing motionless  				in front of a war painting by Paul Nash. It was one Dalgliesh also  				wanted to study and they stood for a minute silently, side by side.
         
 
         The painting, which was named Passchendaele 2, was unknown to  				him. It was all there, the horror, the futility and the pain, fixed in the  				bodies of those unknown ungainly dead. Here at last was a picture  				which spoke with a more powerful resonance than any words. It was  				not his war, nor his father’s. It was now almost beyond the memory  				of living men and women. Yet had any modern conflict produced  				such universal grieving?
         
 
         They stood together in silent contemplation. Dalgliesh was about  				to move away when the young man said, ‘Do you think this is a good  				picture?’
         
 
         It was a serious question but it provoked in Dalgliesh a wariness, a  				reluctance to appear knowledgeable. He said, ‘I’m not an artist, nor  				an art historian. I think it’s a very good picture. I’d like it on my wall.’
         
 
         And for all its darkness it would, he thought, find its place in that uncluttered flat above the Thames. Emma would be happy for it to be there, would share what he was feeling now.
         
 
         The young man said, ‘It used to hang on my grandad’s wall in  				Suffolk. He bought it to remember his dad, my great-grandad. He  				was killed at Passchendaele.’
         
 
         ‘How did it get here?’
 
         ‘Max Dupayne wanted it. He waited until Grandad was desperate  				for money and then he bought it. He got it cheap.’
         
 
         Dalgliesh could think of no appropriate response, and after a  				minute he said, ‘Do you come to look at it often?’
         
 
         ‘Yes. They can’t stop me doing that. When I’m on jobseekers’  				allowance I don’t have to pay.’ Then, turning aside, he said, ‘Please  				forget what I’ve said. I’ve never told anyone before. I’m glad you  				like it.’
         
 
         And then he was gone. Was it perhaps that moment of unspoken  				communication before the picture which had provoked such an  				unexpected confidence? He might, of course, be lying, but Dalgliesh  				didn’t think so. It made him wonder how scrupulous Max Dupayne  				had been in pursuit of his obsession. He decided to say nothing to  				Ackroyd about the encounter and after one more slow circuit of the  				room took the wide staircase up from the hall back to the Murder  				Room.
         
 
         Conrad, seated in one of the armchairs beside the fireplace and  				with a number of books and periodicals spread out on the table  				before him, was not yet ready to leave. He said, ‘Did you know that  				there’s now another suspect for the Wallace murder? He didn’t come  				to light until recently.’
         
 
         ‘Yes,’ said Dalgliesh, ‘I had heard. He was called Parry, wasn’t he?  				But he’s dead too. You’re not going to solve the crime now, Conrad.  				And I thought that it was murder related to its time not the solution  				which interested you.’
         
 
         ‘One gets drawn in deeper, dear boy. Still, you’re quite right. I  				mustn’t allow myself to be diverted. Don’t worry if you have to  				leave. I’m just going to the library to make some copies and I’ll be  				here until the place closes at five. Miss Godby has kindly offered me  				a lift as far as Hampstead tube station. A kind heart beats in that  				formidable bosom.’
         
 
         A few minutes later Dalgliesh was on his way, his mind preoccupied with what he’d seen. Those inter-war years in which  				England, her memory seared by the horrors of Flanders and a  				generation lost, had stumbled through near dishonour to confront  				and overcome a greater danger, had been two decades of extraordinary  				social change and diversity. But he wondered why Max  				Dupayne had found them fascinating enough to dedicate his life to  				recording them. It had, after all, been his own time he was memorializing.  				He would have bought the first-edition fiction and preserved  				the papers and the journals as they appeared. These fragments I have  shored against my ruins. Was that the reason? Was it he himself that he  				needed to immortalize? Was this museum, founded by him and in  				his name, his personal alms to oblivion? Perhaps this was one  				attraction of all museums. The generations die, but what they made,  				what they painted and wrote, strove for and achieved, was still here,  				at least in part. In making memorials, not only to the famous but to  				the legions of the anonymous dead, were we hoping to ensure our  				own vicarious immortality?
         
 
         But he was in no mood now to indulge in thoughts of the past. This  				coming weekend would be one of sustained writing and in the week  				ahead he would be working a twelve-hour day. But next Saturday  				and Sunday were free and nothing was going to interfere with that.  				He would see Emma and the thought of her would illuminate the  				whole week as it now filled him with hope. He felt as vulnerable as a  				boy in love for the first time and knew that he faced the same terror;  				that once the word was spoken she would reject him. But they could  				not go on as they were. Somehow he had to find the courage to risk  				that rejection, to accept the momentous presumption that Emma  				might love him. Next weekend he would find the time, the place, and  				most importantly the words which would part them or bring them  				together at last.
         
 
         Suddenly he noticed that the blue label was still stuck to his jacket.  				He ripped it off, crumpled it into a ball and slipped it into his pocket.  				He was glad to have visited the museum. He had enjoyed a new  				experience and had admired much that he had seen. But he told  				himself that he would not return.
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         In his office overlooking St James’s Park, the eldest of the Dupaynes  				was clearing his desk. He did it as he had done everything in his  				official life, methodically, with thought and without hurry. There  				was little to dispose of, less to take away with him; almost all record  				of his official life had already been removed. An hour earlier the last  				file, containing his final minutes, had been collected by the uniformed  				messenger as quietly and unceremoniously as if this final  				emptying of his out-tray had been no different from any other. His  				few personal books had been gradually removed from the book-case  				which now held only official publications, the criminal statistics,  				white papers, Archbold and copies of recent legislation. Other hands  				would be placing personal volumes on the empty shelves. He  				thought he knew whose. In his view it was an unmerited promotion,  				premature, not yet earned, but then his successor had earlier been  				marked out as one of the fortunate ones who, in the jargon of the  				Service, were the designated high flyers.
         
 
         So once had he been marked. By the time he had reached the rank  				of Assistant Secretary, he had been spoken of as a possible Head of  				Department. If all had gone well he would be leaving now with his  				K, Sir Marcus Dupayne, with a string of City companies ready to  				offer him directorships. That was what he had expected, what Alison  				had expected. His own professional ambition had been strong but  				disciplined, aware always of the unpredictability of success. His  				wife’s had been rampant, embarrassingly public. Sometimes he  				thought that this was why she had married him. Every social  				occasion had been arranged with his success in view. A dinner party  				wasn’t a meeting of friends, it was a ploy in a carefully thought-out  				campaign. The fact that nothing she could do would ever influence  				his career, that his life outside the office was of no importance  				provided it was not publicly disgraceful, never entered her consciousness.  				He would occasionally say, ‘I’m not aiming to end up as  				a bishop, a headmaster or a Minister. I’m not going to be damned or  				demoted because the claret was corked.’
         
 
         He had come with a duster in his briefcase and now checked that all the drawers of the desk had been cleared. In the bottom left-hand drawer his exploring hand found a stub of pencil. How many years, he wondered, had that lain there? He examined his fingers, crusted with grey dust, and wiped them on the duster which he folded carefully over the dirt and placed in his canvas bag. His briefcase he would leave on his desk. The gold royal insignia on the case had faded now, but it brought a memory: the day when he had first been issued with an official black briefcase, its insignia bright as a badge of office.
         
 
         He had held the obligatory farewell drinks party before luncheon.  				The Permanent Secretary had paid the expected compliments with a  				suspicious fluency; he had done this before. A Minister had put in an  				appearance and only once had glanced discreetly at his watch. There  				had been an atmosphere of spurious conviviality interspersed with  				moments of silent constraint. By one-thirty people had begun to drift  				unobtrusively away. It was, after all, Friday. Their weekend arrangements  				beckoned.
         
 
         Closing his office door for the last time and entering the empty  				corridor, he was surprised and a little concerned at his lack of  				emotion. Surely he should be feeling something – regret, mild  				satisfaction, a small surge of nostalgia, the mental acknowledgement  				of a rite of passage? He felt nothing. There were the usual officials at  				the reception desk in the entrance hall and both were busy. It relieved  				him of the obligation to say some embarrassed words of farewell. He  				decided to take his favourite route to Waterloo, across St James’s  				Park, down Northumberland Avenue and across Hungerford footbridge.  				He went through the swing doors for the last time and made  				his way across Birdcage Walk and into the sweet autumnal dishevelment  				of the Park. In the middle of the bridge over the lake he paused  				as he always did to contemplate one of London’s most beautiful  				views, across the water and the island to the towers and roofs of  				Whitehall. Beside him was a mother with a swaddled baby in a  				three-wheeled pram. Next to her was a toddler throwing bread to the  				ducks. The air became acrimonious as the birds jostled and scrabbled  				in a swirl of water. It was a scene which, on his lunchtime walks, he  				had watched for over twenty years, but now it brought back a recent  				and disagreeable memory.
         
 
         A week ago he had taken the same path. There had been a solitary woman feeding the ducks with crusts from her sandwiches. She was  				short, her sturdy body enveloped in a thick tweed coat, a woollen  				cap drawn down over her ears. The last crumb tossed, she turned  				and, seeing him, had smiled a little tentatively. From boyhood he  				had found unexpected intimacies from strangers repellent, almost  				threatening, and he had nodded unsmiling and walked quickly  				away. It had been as curtly dismissive as if she had been propositioning  				him. He had reached the steps of the Duke of York column before  				sudden realization came. She had been no stranger but Tally Clutton,  				the housekeeper at the museum. He had failed to recognize her in  				other than the brown button-up overall that she normally wore. Now  				the memory provoked a spurt of irritation, as much against her as  				against himself. It was an embarrassing mistake to have made and  				one that he would have to put right when they next met. That would  				be the more difficult as they could be discussing her future. The  				cottage she lived in rent-free must be worth at least three hundred  				and fifty pounds a week in rent. Hampstead wasn’t cheap, particularly  				Hampstead with a view of the Heath. If he decided to replace  				her, the free accommodation would be an inducement. They might  				be able to attract a married couple, the wife to do the house cleaning,  				the man to take over the garden. On the other hand, Tally Clutton  				was hard working and well liked. It might be imprudent to unsettle  				the domestic arrangements when there were so many other changes  				to be put in hand. Caroline, of course, would fight to keep both  				Clutton and Godby and he was anxious to avoid a fight with  				Caroline. There was no problem with Muriel Godby. The woman  				was cheap and remarkably competent, qualities rare today. There  				might later be difficulties about the chain of command. Godby  				obviously saw herself as responsible to Caroline, not unreasonably  				since it was his sister who had given her the job. But the allocation of  				duties and responsibilities could wait until the new lease had been  				signed. He would retain both women. The boy, Ryan Archer,  				wouldn’t stick at the job for long, the young never did.
         
 
         He thought, if only I could feel passionately, even strongly about   anything. His career had long since failed to provide emotional  				satisfaction. Even music was losing its power. He remembered the  				last time, only three weeks ago, when he had played Bach’s Double  				Violin Concerto with a teacher of the instrument. His performance  				had been accurate, even sensitive, but it had not come from the heart. Perhaps half a lifetime of conscientious political neutrality, of the  				careful documentation of both sides of any argument, had bred a  				debilitating caution of the spirit. But now there was hope. He might  				find the enthusiasm and fulfilment he craved in taking over the  				museum that bore his name. He thought, I need this. I can make a success   of it. I’m not going to let Neville take it away from me. Already crossing the  				road at the Athenaeum, his mind was disengaging from the recent  				past. The revitalizing of the museum would provide an interest  				which would replace and redeem the dead undistinguished years.
         
 
         His homecoming to the detached, boringly conventional house in a  				leafy road on the outskirts of Wimbledon was no different from any  				other homecoming. The drawing-room was, as usual, immaculate.  				There came from the kitchen a faint but not obtrusive smell of dinner.  				Alison was sitting before the fire reading the Evening Standard. At his  				entrance she folded it carefully and rose to greet him.
         
 
         ‘Did the Home Secretary turn up?’
 
         ‘No, it wouldn’t be expected. The Minister did.’
 
         ‘Oh well, they’ve always made it plain what they think of you.  				You’ve never been given the respect you deserve.’
         
 
         But she spoke with less rancour than he had expected. Watching  				her, he thought he detected in her voice a suppressed excitement,  				half guilty and half defiant.
         
 
         She said, ‘See to the sherry, will you, darling? There’s a new bottle  				of the Fino in the fridge.’
         
 
         The endearment was a matter of habit. The persona she had  				presented to the world for the twenty-three years of their marriage  				was that of a happy and fortunate wife; other marriages might  				humiliatingly fail, hers was secure.
         
 
         As he set down the tray of drinks, she said, ‘I had lunch with Jim  				and Mavis. They’re planning to go out to Australia for Christmas to  				see Moira. She and her husband are in Sydney now. I thought I might  				go with them.’
         
 
         ‘Jim and Mavis?’
 
         ‘The Calverts. You must remember. She’s on the Help the Aged  				committee with me. They had dinner here a month ago.’
         
 
         ‘The redhead with the halitosis?’
 
         ‘Oh, that isn’t normal. It must have been something she’d eaten.  				You know how Stephen and Susie have been urging us to visit. The  				grandchildren too. It seems too good an opportunity to miss, having company on the flight. I must say I’m rather dreading that part of it.  				Jim is so competent he’ll probably get us an upgrade.’
         
 
         He said, ‘I can’t possibly go to Australia this year or next. There’s  				the museum. I’m taking it over. I thought I’d explained all that to  				you. It’s going to be a full-time job, at least at first.’
         
 
         ‘I realize that, darling, but you can come out and visit for a couple  				of weeks while I’m there. Escape the winter.’
         
 
         ‘How long are you thinking of staying?’
 
         ‘Six months, a year maybe. There’s no point in going that far just  				for a short stay. I’d hardly have got over the jet lag. I won’t be staying  				with Stephen and Susie all the time. No one wants a mother-in-law  				moving in for months. Jim and Mavis plan to travel. Jack, Mavis’s  				brother, will be with us, so we’ll be four, and I won’t feel de trop. A  				party of three never works.’
         
 
         He thought, I’m listening to the break-up of my marriage. He was  				surprised how little he cared.
         
 
         She went on, ‘We can afford it, can’t we? You’ll have your  				retirement lump sum?’
         
 
         ‘Yes, it can be afforded.’
 
         He looked at her as dispassionately as he might have studied a  				stranger. At fifty-two she was still handsome with a carefully  				preserved, almost clinical elegance. She was still desirable to him, if  				not often and then not passionately. They made love infrequently,  				usually after a period when drink and habit induced an insistent  				sexuality soon satisfied. They had nothing new to learn about each  				other, nothing they wanted to learn. He knew that, for her, these  				occasional joyless couplings were her affirmation that the marriage  				still existed. She might be unfaithful but she was always conventional.  				Her love-affairs were discreet rather than furtive. She pretended that  				they didn’t happen; he pretended that he didn’t know. Their marriage  				was regulated by a concordat never ratified in words. He provided the  				income, she ensured that his life was comfortable, his preferences  				indulged, his meals excellently cooked, that he was spared even the  				minor inconvenience of housekeeping. They each respected the limits  				of the other’s tolerance in what was essentially a marriage of  				convenience. She had been a good mother to Stephen, their only child,  				and was a doting grandmother to his and Susie’s children. She would  				be more warmly welcomed in Australia than he would have been.
         
 
         She had relaxed now, the news given. She said, ‘What will you do about this house? You won’t want a place this size. It’s probably  				worth close to three-quarters of a million. The Rawlinsons got six  				hundred thousand for High Trees and it needed a lot doing to it. If  				you want to sell before I get back, that’s all right by me. I’m sorry I  				won’t be here to help but all you need is a reliable firm of removers.  				Leave it to them.’
         
 
         So she was thinking of coming back, even if temporarily. Perhaps  				this new adventure would be no different from the others except in  				being more prolonged. And then there would be matters to arrange,  				including her share of that three-quarters of a million.
         
 
         He said, ‘Yes, I’ll probably sell, but there’s no hurry.’
 
         ‘Can’t you move into the flat at the museum? That’s the obvious  				plan.’
         
 
         ‘Caroline wouldn’t agree. She sees the flat as her home since she  				took it over after Father died.’
         
 
         ‘But she doesn’t actually live there, not all the time. She’s got her  				rooms in the school. You’d be there permanently, able to keep an eye  				on security. As I remember it, it’s an agreeable enough place, plenty  				of room. I think you would be very comfortable there.’
         
 
         ‘Caroline needs to get away from the school occasionally. Keeping  				the flat will be her price for co-operating in keeping the museum  				open. I need her vote. You know about the Trust deed.’
         
 
         ‘I’ve never understood it.’
 
         ‘It’s simple enough. Any major decision regarding the museum,  				including the negotiation of a new lease, requires the consent of the  				three trustees. If Neville won’t sign, we’re finished.’
         
 
         And now she was roused to genuine indignation. She might be  				planning to leave him for a lover, to stay away or return as the whim  				took her, but in any dispute with the family she would be on his side.  				She was capable of fighting ruthlessly for what she thought he  				wanted.
         
 
         She cried, ‘Then you and Caroline must make him! What’s it to  				him anyway? He’s got his own job. He’s never cared a damn about  				the museum. You can’t have your whole future life ruined because  				Neville won’t sign a piece of paper. You must put a stop to that  				nonsense.’
         
 
         He took up the sherry bottle and, moving over to her, refilled both  				their glasses. They raised them simultaneously as if in a pledge.
         
 
         ‘Yes,’ he said gravely, ‘If necessary I must put a stop to Neville.’
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         On Saturday morning in the Principal’s room at Swathling’s, Lady  				Swathling and Caroline Dupayne settled down at precisely ten  				o’clock for their weekly conference. That this should be a semi-formal  				occasion, cancelled only for a personal emergency and interrupted  				only for the arrival of coffee at eleven, was typical of their relationship.  				So was the arrangement of the room. They sat facing each other  				in identical armchairs at a mahogany partner’s desk set in front of the  				wide south-facing window which gave a view of the lawn, its  				carefully tended rose-bushes showing their bare prickly stems above  				the crumbly weed-less soil. Beyond the lawn the Thames was a  				glimpse of dull silver under the morning sky.
         
 
         The Richmond house was the main asset Lady Swathling brought  				to their joint enterprise. Her mother-in-law had established the  				school and it had passed on to her son and now to her daughter-in-law.  				Until the arrival of Caroline Dupayne, neither school nor house  				had improved during her stewardship, but the house, through good  				times and bad, remained beautiful. And so, in the opinion of herself  				and of others, did its owner.
         
 
         Lady Swathling had never asked herself whether she liked her  				partner. It was not a question she asked herself of anyone. People  				were useful or not useful, agreeable to be with or bores to be avoided.  				She liked her acquaintances to be good looking or, if their genes and  				fate hadn’t favoured them, at least to be well groomed and to make  				the most of what they had. She never entered the Principal’s room for  				the weekly conference without a glance in the large oval mirror  				which hung beside the door. The look was by now automatic, the  				reassurance it gave unnecessary. No smoothing was ever needed of  				the grey silver-streaked hair, expensively styled but not so rigidly  				disciplined as to suggest an obsessive concern with externals. The  				well-cut skirt reached mid-calf, a length she adhered to through  				changing fashions. A cashmere cardigan was slung with apparent  				carelessness over the cream silk shirt. She knew that she was seen as  				a distinguished and successful woman in control of her life; that was precisely how she saw herself. What mattered at fifty-eight was what  				had mattered at eighteen: breeding and good bone structure. She  				recognized that her appearance was an asset to the school, as was her  				title. Admittedly it had originally been a ‘Lloyd George’ barony,  				which the cognoscenti well knew had been bestowed for favours to  				the Prime Minister and Party rather than to the country, but today  				only the naïve or the innocent worried about – or indeed were  				surprised at – that kind of patronage; a title was a title.
         
 
         She loved the house with a passion she felt for no human being.  				She never entered it without a small physical surge of satisfaction  				that it was hers. The school which bore her name was at last  				successful and there was enough money to maintain the house and  				garden with some to spare. She knew that she owed this success to  				Caroline Dupayne. She could recall almost every word of that  				conversation seven years earlier when Caroline, who had been  				working for seven months as her personal assistant, had put forward  				her plan for reform, boldly and without invitation, and seemingly  				motivated more by her abhorrence of muddle and failure than by  				personal ambition.
         
 
         ‘Unless we change, the numbers will continue to fall. Frankly there  				are two problems: we’re not giving value for money and we don’t  				know what we’re for. Both are fatal. We can’t go on living in the past  				and the present political set-up is on our side. There is no advantage  				for parents in sending girls abroad now – this generation of rich kids  				skis at Klosters every winter and they’ve been travelling since  				childhood. The world is a dangerous place and it’s likely to become  				more dangerous. Parents will become increasingly anxious to have  				their daughters finished in England. And what do we mean by being  				finished? The concept is out of date, almost risible to the young. It’s no  				use offering the usual regime of cooking, flower arranging, childcare,  				deportment, with a little culture thrown in. They can get most of that,  				if they want it, free from local authority evening classes. And we  				need to be seen as discriminating. No more automatic entrance just  				because Daddy can pay the fees. No more morons; they aren’t  				teachable and they don’t want to learn. They pull down and irritate  				the rest. No more psychological misfits – this isn’t an expensive  				psychiatric unit. And no more delinquents. Shop-lifting from Harrods  				or Harvey Nicks is no different from stealing from Woolworth’s,  				even if Mummy has an account and Daddy can pay off the police.’
         
 
         Lady Swathling had sighed. ‘There was a time when one could rely on people from a certain background to behave in a certain way.’
         
 
         ‘Could one? I hadn’t noticed it.’ She had gone on inexorably:  				‘Above all we need to give value for money. At the end of the year or  				eighteen-month course the students should have something to show  				for their efforts. We have to justify our fees – God knows they’re high  				enough. First of all they need to be computer-literate. Secretarial and  				administrative skills will always have value. Then we need to ensure  				they’re fluent in one foreign language. If they already are, we teach  				them a second. Cooking should be included; it’s popular, useful and  				socially fashionable, and it should be taught to cordon bleu standards.  				The other subjects – social skills, childcare, deportment – are  				matters of choice. There will be no problem with the Arts. We have  				access to private collections and London is on our doorstep. I thought  				we might arrange exchanges with schools in Paris, Madrid and  				Rome.’
         
 
         Lady Swathling had said, ‘Can we afford it?’
 
         ‘It will be a struggle for the first two years, but after that the  				reforms will begin to pay. When a girl says, “I had a year at  				Swathling’s”, that should mean something, and something marketable.  				Once we achieve the prestige, the numbers will follow.’
         
 
         And they had followed. Swathling’s became what Caroline  				Dupayne had planned it to be. Lady Swathling, who never forgot an  				injury, also never forgot a benefit. Caroline Dupayne had become at  				first joint Principal and then partner. Lady Swathling knew that the  				school would flourish without her, but not without her colleague.  				There was still the final acknowledgement of her debt of gratitude.  				She could bequeath both house and school to Caroline. She herself  				had no children and no close relatives; there would be no one to  				challenge the will. And now that Caroline was a widow – Raymond  				Pratt had smashed himself into a tree in his Mercedes in 1998 – no  				husband to grab his share. She hadn’t yet spoken to Caroline. There  				was, after all, no hurry. They were doing very well as they were. And  				she enjoyed the knowledge that, in this one thing at least, she held  				the power.
         
 
         They went methodically through the business of the morning.  				Lady Swathling said, ‘You’re happy about this new girl, Marcia  				Collinson?’
         
 
         ‘Perfectly. Her mother’s a fool, but she isn’t. She tried for Oxford but didn’t make it. There’s no point in her going to a crammer, she  				already has four top-grade A levels. She’ll try again next year in the  				hope that persistence will be rewarded. Apparently it’s Oxford or  				nowhere, which is hardly rational given the competition. She’d have  				a better chance, of course, if she came from the state system, and I  				don’t suppose a year here will help much. Naturally I didn’t point  				that out. She wants to become proficient on a computer, that’s her  				top priority. And her language choice is Chinese.’
         
 
         ‘Won’t that present a problem?’
 
         ‘I don’t think so. I know a postgraduate in London who would be  				glad to take individual sessions. The girl has no interest in a gap year  				abroad. She seems devoid of a social conscience. She said she had  				enough of that at school, and in any case service abroad was only a  				form of charitable imperialism. She mouths the fashionable shibboleths,  				but she has a brain.’
         
 
         ‘Oh well, if her parents can pay the fees.’
 
         They moved on. During the break for coffee, Lady Swathling said,  				‘I met Celia Mellock in Harvey Nichols last week. She brought up the  				Dupayne Museum in the conversation. I can’t think why. After all,  				she was only with us for two terms. She said it was odd the students  				never visited it.’
         
 
         Caroline said, ‘The art of the inter-war years isn’t on the syllabus.  				The modern girl isn’t much interested in the 1920s and 30s. As you  				know, we are specializing this term in modern art. A visit to the  				Dupayne could be arranged, but the time would be more profitably  				spent at Tate Modern.’
         
 
         Lady Swathling said, ‘She said one curious thing as she left – that  				the Dupayne would certainly repay a visit, and that she was grateful  				to you for 1996. She didn’t explain. I was wondering what she  				meant.’
         
 
         Lady Swathling’s memory could be erratic, but never about figures  				or dates. Caroline reached to refill her coffee cup. ‘Nothing, I  				imagine. I’d never even heard of her in 1996. She was always an  				attention-seeker. The usual story: an only child with wealthy parents  				who gave her everything except their time.’
         
 
         ‘Do you intend to keep the museum on? Isn’t there some problem  				about the lease?’
         
 
         The question sounded no more than an innocuous enquiry.  				Caroline Dupayne knew that it was more than that. Lady Swathling had always valued the school’s tenuous relationship with a prestigious  				if small museum. It was one reason why she had strongly  				approved of her partner’s decision to revert to her family name.
         
 
         Caroline said, ‘There’s no trouble over the lease. My elder brother  				and I are determined. The Dupayne Museum will continue.’
         
 
         Lady Swathling was persistent. ‘And your younger brother?’
 
         ‘Neville will, of course, agree. The new lease will be signed.’
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