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ANYONE who had seen Elizabeth Anson as she lay, clad in her
  bathing-dress, with her dark hair shaken free and her hands clasped behind
  her head, allowing the warm sunshine to play on her golden-brown limbs, still
  glistening with sea water, would have found it hard to believe that she could
  have any cause to grumble against life. Yet, as she stared up at the blue of
  the sky, she was telling herself, as she had told herself often enough during
  the last two years, that life had cheated her.

She had just finished her morning swim and was lying in the small sandy
  cove which was the only spot where a boat could put ashore on the island, and
  from which a steep winding path led up to the higher ground. "Sanctuary
  Island" she called it, because it was here, when the thought of the swindling
  trick which life had played on her made her bitter and rebellious, and
  tempted her to play a swindling trick herself, that she fled to find
  sweetness and submission and at least a temporary contentment.

Cartographers, if they deigned to mark the island on their maps at all,
  marked it with a tiny dot and left it nameless; among the fisherfolk on the
  mainland it was known simply as "the island"; and she had not confided to
  anyone the name which she had secretly given it. Not to her mother, because
  she had realized that Mrs. Stellman, who had spent the whole of her married
  life in a vicarage, would have thought her blasphemous to apply to a mere
  island a word which she had always associated with the east end of a church,
  and would have failed utterly to understand if Elizabeth had tried to explain
  to her that even an island could be a Holy of Holies; and not to Richard
  Anson, because she had been quite sure that her husband would raise his
  eyebrows and say, "And from what, my dear Elizabeth, do you wish to seek
  sanctuary?"—which would be a question to which she could not very well
  make a truthful answer.

She smiled now as she thought how amazed and shocked and incredulous
  Richard would be if she were to tell him the truth, as she had sometimes been
  tempted to do. He would be utterly unable to comprehend how any woman who had
  not taken leave of her senses could ask more from life than to be the wife of
  Richard Anson. He was, Elizabeth felt, quite convinced that, if she thanked
  God for anything, it was for having selected her from among all women as
  being worthy of that privilege and happiness. To be the wife of Richard
  Anson, Chairman and Managing Director of Anson's Bank, Patron of Dilchester
  Hospital, President of every society in the district, twice Mayor of the
  town; who lived at Dilchester Court, ran a Rolls-Royce car, was a prospective
  Member of Parliament, and had contributed so generously to the funds of the
  local Conservative Association that he could hardly avoid inclusion in the
  next Honours List—what more, he would wonder, could any woman want?

It would seem to him preposterous for any woman so blessed to complain
  that life had cheated her. Mast people, Elizabeth knew, would have agreed
  with him. There had been friends who, at the time of her marriage, had been
  at pains to impress on her the magnitude of the good fortune that had come
  her way, and to congratulate her on her adroitness in landing such an
  eminently satisfactory catch, but probably not one of them had given a
  thought to the price she had paid for the privilege, or had drawn up, as she
  had done, a balance sheet of the transaction, showing her profit and her
  loss.

"Transaction" was the right word. She had never thought of it as anything
  more than that, never tried to delude herself that in marrying Richard Anson
  she was doing more than sell herself. That was like Elizabeth. She had faced
  the fact that, in exchange for all her future husband had to offer
  her—and she had realized that the price he was prepared to pay was a
  higher one than she, as the daughter of a country parson with a vocation for
  poverty, had ever expected to fetch—she had no love to give him; but
  she had quietened her conscience with the argument that love did not enter
  into the bargain on either side.

Richard Anson was not offering her love, as she understood the word. When
  he had made his rather pompous proposal to her, no mention had been made of
  love, and he had asked her to marry him in a manner which left her in no
  doubt that he considered it an act of condescension on his part. He had not
  wanted love: he had wanted a wife, someone whose beauty would flatter him,
  who could play the great lady to his great gentleman, who could entertain his
  guests and grace his drawing-room, and who would acquiesce with at least a
  show of graciousness in the exercise of his rights as a husband. Knowing all
  that, Elizabeth had married him and had not felt that she was cheating him of
  anything.

She had been twenty-three at the time and her husband fifty. Thinking of
  it now, as she basked in the sunshine, she wondered how she had ever found
  the courage to do it. But she had really had no choice. Her father had died
  as he had lived, a saint with a load of debts, leaving behind him a wife who
  had never managed to make two shillings do the normal work of one, and a
  daughter who had been only half-trained for a musical career—and that
  against her father's wishes, since he had always believed that in visiting
  the poor of his parish and teaching in the Sunday-school she was fulfilling
  life's highest purpose. "The Lord will provide", had been his favourite text;
  and when, soon after her father's death, at a moment when she and her mother
  were secretly living on a diet which was largely bread and marmalade, the
  Lord had provided Richard Anson's offer of marriage, she had felt that, it
  only out of duty to her mother, she must accept it.

It was then that she had drawn up the balance sheet of the transaction,
  and had placed on the credit side all those material advantages to herself
  and her mother which the marriage would provide—security, the luxurious
  surroundings of Dilchester Court, a generous allowance, freedom from a diet
  of bread and marmalade and those hundred and one nagging worries which took
  all the sweetness out of life, and the role of Dilchester's leading lady.
  These were the gains, which she had seen as clearly as had her friends.

And the losses? Only she had known of them. Not even her mother had any
  idea that there were any entries to be made on the other side of the account;
  and even if she had known of them, she would have considered them too
  insignificant to worry about. As Elizabeth put it, the ointment smelt so
  sweet that it was absurd to refuse to use it because deep down at the bottom
  of the jar there was a fly in it. She had been puzzled by Elizabeth's
  hesitation to accept Richard Anson's proposal, and a little impatient with
  her for not instantly jumping at such a chance, because she had not realized
  that before Elizabeth could jump she must first cut the bonds that bound her
  to John Hackett.

It had needed courage to cut those bonds. But she had done so—
  ruthlessly, brutally, because she had known that if she had tried to do it
  more gradually, letting them slowly wear away until they frayed and snapped,
  she would never have the courage to see the business through. Now, as she
  thought of John, a softness came to her eyes and a rather rueful little smile
  to her lips, as always happened when she thought of him.

She remembered him as he had been when she had first met him—a hefty
  young giant of eighteen, the son of a neighbouring parson, with unruly fair
  hair and a multitude of freckles, very much in love with her and terribly
  afraid to tell her so. She remembered him later, after he had spent a few
  terms at Oxford, with his new self-assurance and tremendous knowledge of the
  world.

She remembered, with a sudden little stab of pain, the evening when he had
  first kissed her, and she, clinging to him, had listened in breathless wonder
  while he so confidently planned their future. He would finish his time at
  Oxford and then set to work seriously with his writing, and soon—very
  soon— they would be married. They would do great things when they were
  married, both of them. He with his writing and she with her music would make
  the welkin ring. She recalled how they had laughed when they discovered that
  neither of them knew what a welkin was.

She remembered him as she had last seen him, leaning through the window of
  the railway carriage holding her hand, dreading the moment when the guard
  would blow his whistle and he would be forced to release her, yet not knowing
  how to endure those last few dragging minutes. He had been going no further
  than America for a brief visit to relatives, and as soon as he returned they
  were to be married and set about the welkin business; but she had felt that
  if all space were to be placed between them it could not hurt her more. Very
  vividly she recalled the sound of the guard's whistle and how John's lips had
  twitched as he drew her closer to the window and kissed her. "Keep on loving
  me, Elizabeth," he had whispered, and she had managed no more than,
  "John— darling!" and a squeeze of his hand.

That had been more than two years ago, and she had not seen him since.
  Within a month of saying goodbye to him had come the offer from Richard
  Anson, which she had somehow found the courage to accept. How could she
  possibly explain to John? How could she expect him to understand? John would
  not see it as a sacrifice which she was in duty bound to make, but as a
  heartless betrayal, a ruthless smashing of the wonderful world which they had
  built together, a cold-blooded bartering of all that was most beautiful for
  mere worldly possessions.

Elizabeth sat up, took her cigarette-case from the pocket of the
  bathing-gown that lay on the sand beside her, and lighted a cigarette. Life
  had cheated her out of John, though life, up to that point, had not been
  entirely to blame. She could, she supposed, have refused to marry Richard, if
  she could have persuaded herself that she would be justified in grasping her
  own happiness and leaving her mother to continue indefinitely on a
  bread-and-marmalade diet. But she had not felt justified, and had thrown her
  happiness aside, and it was only when she had done so beyond all hope of
  recovery that life had played its swindling trick on her, put its fingers to
  its nose and jeered at her for having been so easily tricked.

For within six months of her marriage to Richard Anson had come the news
  that she was a wealthy woman, heiress to the sum of a hundred and fifty
  thousand pounds left by a forgotten relative of her father's who had gone to
  America forty years ago and had been astute enough to die wealthy and
  unmarried.

But the money had come too late: the world which she and John had built
  together was already in ruins, and not even a hundred and fifty thousand
  pounds could build it again. A cheating, swindling trick!

She rose, slipped on the bathing-gown and went slowly up the steep,
  winding path. As she reached the top and saw the bungalow with its broad,
  shady verandah and roof of dull-red tiles, she smiled. The money, after all,
  had its uses. It could not rebuild her world, but it had made it possible for
  her to build this little world of her own, this sanctuary to which she could
  come when life in Dilchester became unbearable, or when the memory of the
  fraud which life had perpetrated at her expense made her feel that she could
  not go on.

She had discovered the island daring a visit to the golf links for which
  the little village of Whitbourne was chiefly noted. Inquiry had produced the
  information that the island was for sale, and within a week she had bought it
  and the bungalow was in process of construction. She had been recklessly
  extravagant, excusing the bills to herself on the plea that Sanctuary Island
  was to be a substitute for heaven, and even a substitute for heaven was bound
  to cost money.

The bungalow consisted, in addition to kitchen and bath-room, of only two
  rooms, a bedroom and a sitting-room, but each of them had big windows to
  admit the sunshine, and was furnished just as she and John had planned that
  they would furnish that wonder house which she had smashed to pieces.

In the sitting-room was a grand piano, at which, during her visits to the
  island, she would sit for hours, not, perhaps, making the welkin ring, but
  losing herself in the music which she could rarely play at Dilchester Court,
  since Richard's taste was limited to music that had a good tune in it. At
  other times she would swim or read or go cruising about in the little
  motor-boat, or laze on the beach, content to feel that she was utterly cut
  off from everyone and everything that comprised her normal life, amusing
  herself sometimes by trying to calculate how many millions of gallons of salt
  water were contained in the couple of miles of sea that separated her from
  the mainland.

True, there was a telephone—it had cost a terrible lot of money,
  that telephone!—but it was to be used only in case of emergency, and
  not even Richard knew of its existence. Sanctuary Island would be a very poor
  substitute for heaven if there were the constant risk of Richard's voice
  interrupting her dreams.

Her husband had been inclined to be awkward about the island, obviously
  puzzled to understand how she could wish for any place better than Dilchester
  Court, and not a little uncertain as to the propriety of a young married
  woman going off unchaperoned to spend days—and nights—on an
  island two miles away from the mainland.

Elizabeth had not tried to explain. She had laughingly told him that,
  strange as it might seem, there were times when a woman preferred the company
  of seagulls to that of her husband. She had been very resolute and obstinate,
  and because in those early days he had been quite intoxicated with the beauty
  of which he had become the proprietor, he had let her have her way without
  too much opposition. Moreover, a wife with a hundred and fifty thousand
  pounds could not be treated in quite the same high-handed way as a wife who
  did not possess a penny, and something in Elizabeth's manner had warned him
  that it would be wiser to indulge her whim.

But he did not like "this island business", and it was a source of
  constant irritation and uneasiness to him that, after his first tour of
  inspection, when Elizabeth had hurried him round the island and bustled him
  off in the motor-boat within a quarter of an hour, he had never been invited
  to it again.

Elizabeth passed through the sitting-room and went into the bedroom to
  dress; and when, half an hour later, she stepped on to the verandah,
  intending to spend an hour with a book, she suddenly paused and stood gazing,
  her hand above her eyes, towards the mainland. Half-way between the mainland
  and the island was a rowing-boat, and she could see that it was coming in her
  direction.

A pucker appeared between her eyebrows. Except for occasional trippers,
  whom she promptly sent about their business, no boat but her own ever came to
  the island. Anything that she required she herself fetched from Whitbourne,
  and none of the village people, who had grown accustomed to her "queer ways",
  would dream of visiting her uninvited.

As the boat drew nearer, she saw its single occupant clearly—an
  elderly, bearded man with the sleeves of his jersey rolled above the elbows
  and a peaked cap pulled down over his eyes. He was pulling the boat with the
  powerful, leisurely strokes of a fisherman, and Elizabeth, wondering what the
  man could want with her, made her way down to the sandy beach and was
  standing on the water's edge when the boat grounded and the man got out and
  came splashing towards her through the shallow water.

It was Jim Huggett, one of the local fishermen whom she knew well, having
  several times employed him to carry out repairs to her boat, and in spite of
  the heinousness of his offence in calling on her uninvited, she welcomed him
  with a smile.

"Good morning, Jim. What's the trouble?"

"Well, I'm not saying there's any trouble, missie," replied Jim Huggett,
  pulling off his cap and smiling at her; "but there's no knowing with
  telegrams."

"You've a telegram for me?"

"I have, missie. It come this morning—about an hour ago. Addressed
  to you, it is. Poste Restante, Whitbourne, it says, though I don't
  rightly get the meaning of that. Postmaster, he says it's a way of saying
  you've got to call for it and he's got no sort of right to go delivering it.
  'But you never know with telegrams, Jim,' he says. 'Maybe someone's dead or
  something, and I don't like the idea of that Mrs. Anson staying out there on
  the island and not calling at the post-office when maybe her husband or
  someone's broke his neck. You'd best take it out to her, Jim,' he says,
  'though it isn't regular, so to speak, and I'd get into trouble if it was
  known.' But we reckoned you aren't the sort, missie, to go splitting on
  anyone who meant well by you—"

"Where's the telegram, Jim?"

"I did have it somewhere," replied Jim, and began fumbling in his pockets.
  "Ah, yes, I remember now. 'Don't you go losing it, Jim,' the postmaster says,
  'or you'll be getting me into serious trouble. You'd best put it in your
  'baccy pouch,' he says, and that's where I put it. You see, the postmaster,
  he knew I'd never go losing my 'baccy pouch—ah, there it is,
  missie."

He pulled the telegram from the pouch, brushed off the clinging shreds of
  tobacco, and handed it to her. Elizabeth glanced at the envelope. Mrs.
  Richard Anson, she read. From her husband, undoubtedly; the "Richard"
  told her that. It was like Richard to insist on his proprietorial interest in
  her even on a telegram. Opening the envelope, she pulled out the slip of
  paper. Telephone to me immediately—Richard, she read.

She glanced up to find Jim Huggett eyeing her anxiously. "Not bad news, I
  hope, missie?"

"No, Jim, not bad news."

Jim smiled and put on his cap, as though he had decided that, since there
  was no question of a corpse, there was no longer any need to remain
  bare-headed.

"If there's any answer, missie, postmaster said as I was to take it back
  with me."

"No. Jim, there's no reply, thanks."

Jim nodded, scratched his head and seemed disinclined to go.

"Boat running all right?" he inquired.

"Splendidly, thanks."

Jim shook his head.

"Them new-fangled things," he said, in a tone of disgust—"spitting
  and coughing and stinking and getting troubles in their innards! Maybe I
  don't get along so fast, missie, but I'd rather trust to the arms God gave
  me."

Elizabeth smiled at him.

"But God didn't give me arms like yours," she reminded him. "It was kind
  of you to bring the telegram out to me, Jim. And thank the postmaster, won't
  you?"

"I will that," Jim assured her. "Good-day to you, missie."
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ELIZABETH stood watching until the boat was just out of the
  cove, and then, with a wave of her hand to him, she turned and went back up
  the path towards the bungalow, frowning thoughtfully.

It was just like Richard to send that curt, peremptory telegram without a
  word of explanation. He was not accustomed to giving explanations: he issued
  his orders and expected unquestioning obedience. He was like that in
  business, she had heard—brusque, domineering, the hard, inscrutable man
  of affairs—and he ran his home on the same lines. Many a time, during
  the first few months of her marriage, she had flamed into furious resentment
  against his hectoring way with her, but she had soon discovered that any
  expression of her resentment was not worth while, and that for the sake of
  peace it was better to ignore his frequent rudeness.

She was puzzled to think what could have occurred of sufficient importance
  to make her husband wire to her. A sudden thought that her mother might be
  ill she instantly dismissed. Her mother, since the legacy of debts left by
  her husband had been removed from her shoulders, and she had enjoyed good
  food, expensive clothes, the comforts of Dilchester Court, and the dignity of
  being the mother-in-law of Richard Anson had shed a good ten years; her aches
  and pains had miraculously disappeared, and although there was always an
  array of patent medicines in her bedroom, of each of which she occasionally
  took a few doses, she was actually in excellent health.

But if not her mother, then what? Richard had never before telegraphed to
  her during her spells at Sanctuary Island, though there had always existed
  the arrangement that in case of emergency he could wire to her at the
  post-office at Whitbourne. Perhaps he himself was ill....

She fetched the telephone from her bedroom, seated herself in an arm-chair
  in the sitting-room, placed the instrument on a table beside her and plugged
  in; a few moments later came her husband's clear, precise voice: "Is that
  you, Elizabeth?"

"Yes. What's wrong, Richard?"

"Are you quite well?"

"Of course. Why?"

"I wondered," replied her husband, and she knew from the tone of his voice
  that he was displeased with her about something.

"Is anything wrong, Richard?"

"You may well ask, Elizabeth. You must forgive my saying so, but you have
  been most thoughtless and inconsiderate."

"I don't know why you should say that, Richard—"

"Please don't interrupt me," he cut in, and she could picture the look of
  annoyance on his face, and his plump white fingers, perfectly manicured,
  irritably drumming his desk as he spoke. "You have been most thoughtless and
  inconsiderate. I have been extremely anxious. When you left home on Saturday,
  the arrangement was that you would be returning on Monday at the latest.
  Today is Tuesday."

"I said I might be home on Monday, Richard. But it's absolutely
  perfect down here—glorious weather."

"The weather is equally glorious in Dilchester, Elizabeth, and in any case
  I fail to see that the meteorological conditions enter into the question. I
  was expecting you on Monday, and when you did not arrive I was naturally
  anxious. I thought you might be ill."

"Sorry, Richard, but I really wasn't definite about Monday. In any case,
  I'm perfectly well and enjoying myself immensely, so you needn't worry about
  me any more."

"That is a great relief to me. And when, may I ask, are you proposing to
  return to your home?"

"Oh, I don't know. I haven't really thought about it. At the end of the
  week, I suppose. Why?"

"I should have thought," he replied, "that a husband was entitled to ask a
  question without being called upon to state his reasons, but perhaps I am
  over-estimating the claims which a man has on his wife."

Elizabeth bit her lip.

"Very well, then, Richard; I'll be home on Saturday, Will that do?"

"It will certainly not do. As you seem to have forgotten all about it, I
  will remind you that tomorrow—Wednesday—there is a function
  which, as my wife, you will be expected to attend."

"Then I have forgotten, Richard. What function?"

She distinctly heard his "Tut!" of annoyance.

"Tomorrow, Elizabeth," he said, in a voice that suggested a schoolmaster
  repeating something for the fiftieth time to an inattentive pupil, "there is
  the ceremony of unveiling the memorial to Anna Rita Rymer."

"Oh, yes—the missionary woman. I'm afraid I had forgotten that. But
  there's no need for me to be there, is there?"

"My dear Elizabeth, of course you must be there. Everyone of any
  importance in Dilchester will be there."

"But I'm not so important as all that, Richard."

"That is for you to decide. As my wife, you will be expected there. I
  sometimes despair of ever making you realize, Elizabeth, that a woman who is
  married to a man of my—er—position and importance has duties and
  responsibilities which she cannot shirk no matter how much she may dislike
  them. It was at my suggestion, and chiefly with my money, that the memorial
  to Anna Rita Rymer was erected, and as I am performing the unveiling
  ceremony, you can hardly expect me to appear without my wife. You will please
  return home immediately."

Elizabeth sighed.

"Very well, Richard; I'll be there."

"I shall expect you in time for dinner this evening. The ceremony is at
  three o'clock tomorrow—"

"I'll be there," Elizabeth repeated. "But don't expect me for dinner this
  evening. I'll be home in time for lunch tomorrow. Good-bye."

She rang off without giving him time to raise objections. After all, there
  was no need for her to leave until the next morning, and she wanted to make
  the most of the few hours that were left. It might be some time before she
  could slip away to Sanctuary Island again. Richard was becoming more and more
  difficult each time she came now, and there would have to be a decent
  interval before her next visit.

She went out on to the verandah, seated herself in a deck-chair and gazed,
  as she was so fond of gazing, at the span of water that cut her off from the
  mainland. But the spell was broken. Her serenity had gone, and in its place
  had come a sense of irritation and discontent. She had got to go back.

She would always have to go back. These visits to her island could never
  be more than brief interludes which in reality only made her normal life seem
  less bearable by contrast. Looking ahead, she saw herself for long years as
  the wife of Richard Anson, attending "functions", sitting on committees,
  organizing bazaars, entertaining people with whom she had absolutely nothing
  in common, crushing down her longing for all those things which she had once
  believed to be the only things worth having—all those things which she
  and John would have found together and which she could never hope to find
  with Richard.

It was her own fault, she supposed. It was of no use longing for love and
  all that love could give when she had deliberately thrown love on the
  scrap-heap. But, no; that wasn't true. It was not her fault. She had been
  tricked, cheated, swindled. If life had played fair with her, John would now
  be sitting here with her and she would not be going back to Dilchester
  Court.

It was queer how she kept thinking of John today. She did not want to
  think of him: it hurt too much—even after three years as Richard's
  wife. Or was it especially after three years as Richard's wife? But
  somehow today she could not help thinking of him and of all that she had
  missed by losing him. Children. She and John had discussed that subject and
  had planned their children as they had planned everything else. There were to
  be three of them— two boys and a girl, all of them, according to John,
  to be exactly like their mother, and all, according to her, to be exactly
  like John. She had wanted children—then.

She went to bed that night feeling depressed and dispirited. But the next
  morning, after a swim and a hearty breakfast, the prospect of returning to
  Dilchester did not seem quite so unbearable. After all, she told herself, she
  was lucky to be able to slip away to a place like Sanctuary Island, and to
  sulk because her holiday was over was merely childish.

Getting out the little motor-boat, she started up the engine and set off
  for the mainland. There, having handed over the boat to the care of Jim
  Huggett, she made her way along the village street towards the garage where
  she had left the long, low sports two-seater which she always used for these
  trips.

Richard didn't approve of the car; for the wife of a man in his position
  and importance he considered it undignified, and insisted that in Dilchester
  she should make use of the Rolls-Royce and the chauffeur; but since she had
  bought it herself he could not very well forbid her to have it, and as long
  as she refrained from appearing in it in the streets of Dilchester more than
  was absolutely unavoidable, she drove it, if not with his approval, at least
  with his consent.

She was half-way along the street when she heard her name called.

"Mrs. Anson!"

It was Dr. Guy Ewell, broad, bluff, with bushy grey eyebrows and twinkling
  blue eyes, Dilchester's rudest and most popular medical practitioner, arrayed
  in a suit of dazzling plus-fours and with a bag of golf clubs slung over his
  shoulder.

"And what are you doing fifty miles away from home, Mrs. Anson?" he asked.
  "Playing truant again, eh? You needn't trouble to deny it; I saw Anson
  yesterday and he told me." He smiled at her. "You know, Mrs. Anson, you must
  be a sore trial to that husband of yours."

"After three years, Dr. Ewell," she laughed, "isn't every wife a sore
  trial to her husband?"

"God bless my soul, hark at the woman! Who's been telling you state
  secrets?"

"So you admit it's true?"

"I'm admitting nothing. But if it is true. I'd prefer to think you didn't
  know it. I'm going to stir up my liver with a round of golf. I come to the
  Whitbourne course when I can spare the time. If I play golf anywhere nearer
  home, people expect me to give consultations on the greens and prescribe all
  along the fairway, and I can't even charge 'em for it." His keen eyes
  regarded her shrewdly. "What have you been doing to yourself? You're looking
  better."

Elizabeth smiled.

"Please remember, Dr. Ewell, that I didn't ask for a consultation in
  Whitbourne High Street. I'm splendid, thanks. I've just been doing nothing a
  for few days—lying in the sun, lazing."

"H'm!" grunted the doctor. "Tanning, eh? And you fancy you're bursting
  with health just because every square inch of you body is toasted brown? It
  never seems to strike a woman that if God had intended her to have a brown
  skin He'd have given her one."

"And has it ever struck you, Dr. Ewell, that if God had intended that a
  woman shouldn't get tanned by the sun He'd have arranged for her to be born
  in stockings, skirt, and a high-necked jumper?"

"I'm not arguing," replied the doctor. "And I'm not complaining. I made
  more money out of sun-bathing last summer than out of all the other diseases
  put together. And when is Dilchester going to see you again?"

"I'm going back this morning. I'm just on my way to pick up the car. Duty
  calls."

"And you didn't pretend not to hear it? You must be a very remarkable
  woman, Mrs. Anson."

"I did pretend not to hear it," she laughed, "but it made such a
  hullabaloo that it was no use trying to keep up the pretence. For the sake of
  peace and quietness I'm going home with my skin three shades lighter than I
  intended it to be. There's a—function this afternoon, and I've got to
  be there." She made a wry face. "I never knew such a place as Dilchester for
  functions. You'd be doing everyone a kindness if, as a doctor, you could
  throw some of Dilchester's functions out of order. I suppose you'll be there
  this afternoon, won't you?"

"Not if I know it. What is it this time?"

"This memorial to Anna Rita Rymer. Richard is unveiling it this
  afternoon."

"Huh!" grunted Dr. Ewell.

"That's just how I feel, if 'huh' means that you find it terribly hard to
  summon up much interest in Anna Rita Rymer."

"Interest? God bless my soul, I took her tonsils out! You can't expect a
  man to be interested in a woman when he's taken out her adenoids and
  tonsils."

"Then you won't be there?"

He smiled.

"Between you and me, Mrs. Anson, when I saw your husband yesterday I
  promised him I'd put on my silk hat and mix with the celebrities on the
  platform, but I've a sort of an idea I'm going to have another appointment
  this afternoon."

"A serious consultation with a niblick?"

"That's more than likely. But I'm glad you're going home, Mrs. Anson. It
  doesn't do to have you away from Dilchester; things go wrong. What's the
  matter with your husband?"

"Nothing that I've noticed."

"Then you're an unobservant young woman, that's all I can say. The man's
  all on edge—nervy—-worried about something, I should say. When I
  met him yesterday and pulled his leg about the Bank—told him he ought
  to be ashamed of himself battening on the savings of the poor and running a
  Rolls—he fairly jumped down my throat. Bless me, I meant no harm."

"I'm sure you didn't, Dr. Ewell. But Richard has been—well, rather
  nervy lately; I have noticed that. He's been working terribly hard and really
  needs a holiday. Still, if Richard's nerviness is the worst catastrophe that
  has befallen Dilchester while I've been away—"

"It isn't."

"Battle, murder, and sudden death?"

He glanced at her quickly.

"So you've heard about it, have you?"

"I've heard nothing."

"Then you made a very good guess. Battle, murder, and sudden death just
  about hits the nail on the head. I was called in to the case, but the man was
  dead before I reached him."

"Another road accident?"

"Bless me, no! Some woman—a Mrs. Burns—killed her husband.
  Suddenly attacked him with a hatchet. But I'll spare you the gruesome
  details. She must have gone out of her mind."

"Perhaps."

"Eh? What do you mean—perhaps?"

"And perhaps not," said Elizabeth. "But you're not seriously suggesting,
  Dr. Ewell, that Mrs. Burns killed her husband because I came to Whitbourne to
  tan my skin?"

The doctor shook his head, smiling.

"There's logic, and there's woman," he said, "and never the twain shall
  meet. I'm not suggesting anything of the sort, Mrs. Anson." He laid a hand on
  her arm. "I'm just telling you in my own clumsy way, my dear, that Dilchester
  isn't quite the same to any of us when Mrs. Anson isn't there." He glanced at
  his watch. "Bless my soul! Trust a woman to gossip! I shall never get further
  than the third green before it's time for lunch."

Elizabeth smiled as she watched him hurrying off along the street. She
  liked Dr. Ewell. He was—safe. He always gave her that feeling of
  security. The sort of man who would see you through if anything went
  wrong....

Making her way to the garage, she got out her long, low, red-winged sports
  car, and, with the exhaust emitting a sound like the popping of colossal
  corks from gigantic magnums, set off along the road to Dilchester.
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RICHARD ANSON, as he sat at his desk in his comfortable
  study, had the appearance of a man who was perfectly satisfied with the world
  in general and with himself in particular. He was leaning back in his
  revolving chair, with the tips of his white, well-manicured fingers pressed
  together and a smile of approval on his face, as, with his head tilted
  slightly backwards, he listened attentively to his secretary, who was seated
  beside the desk, reading from a notebook.

Every now and then, in a pause between sentences, Celia Paterson raised
  her golden head and her big eyes bestowed on Richard Anson a glance which
  suggested that she found him every bit as satisfactory as he found
  himself.

Most women, if they had ignored his steely grey eyes, which were just a
  little too small and set a little too close together, would have been
  inclined to agree with him. Anson had always been secretly proud of his
  figure, and at the age of fifty-two he rarely surveyed himself in the long
  mirror in his dressing-room without telling himself, quite truthfully, that
  he would easily pass for ten years younger. His hair had greyed a little at
  the temples, but his face had few lines in it, and so long as the skin-food
  which he applied to his face each night continued to do its work he did not
  worry about a few grey hairs which, he felt, only lent him an added dignity.
  He was dressed, as always, with impressive neatness, from the soles of his
  impeccable shoes, which a carping critic might have found a little too small
  for a man of Anson's height, to the crown of his well-groomed head.

Everything about Richard Anson was impressive: the massive mahogany desk
  at which he was seated, the thick pile carpet on the floor, the general air
  of solid prosperity which pervaded the whole house. If you visited Anson, you
  were impressed first by the aloof dignity of his butler, and then in turn by
  the distance you had to cover between the door of his study and the desk; by
  the way in which he rose to welcome you and waved you to a chair; by the
  oracular manner in which he made the simplest statement; and if Celia
  Paterson chanced to be in the room, you would probably have found her hardly
  less impressive. You would have realized at any rate that she was of the type
  to attract the attention of anyone who tended to be impressionable. Once
  again a carping critic might have found that her hair was just a little too
  golden, her eye-lashes a little too black, her lips a little too scarlet and
  forming a cupid's bow a little too perfect to be natural, but even a carping
  critic might have been inclined to forget all this if her big blue eyes had
  given him one of the adoring looks which she was now bestowing, as
  opportunity offered, on her employer.

"This sainted woman," read Celia, in her soft, slightly husky voice,
  "whose sacrifice we have gathered together today to commemorate—"

Anson raised a smooth, white hand.

"Just a moment, please, Miss Paterson," he said. "'Martyrdom', I think
  would be better. Just alter 'sacrifice' to 'martyrdom' and we'll leave the
  speech as it is. Type it out for me as soon as possible If anything should
  occur to you which you think might improve it, I shall welcome the
  suggestion."

Celia rose from her chair, smiling.

"I'm sure I couldn't possibly improve it, Mr. Anson," she said, "I think
  it's absolutely wonderful. You must feel very proud, Mr. Anson, to think that
  Anna Rita Rymer was your own sister."

Anson smiled.

"Actually, she was my half-sister, but I am none the less proud of the
  relationship. She was in many ways a most remarkable woman, and a good woman.
  No woman who was not could have done what Anna Rita Rymer did."

"And did she really do all the wonderful things you mention in your
  speech?"

Anson nodded.

"As I say in my speech, Miss Paterson, she was happy to sacrifice
  everything for the sake of her ideals, to give up all that a young woman
  naturally holds most dear, to go out to China as a missionary, to undergo
  hardship and privation, to risk disease and danger, and in the end to suffer
  a terrible death at the hands of Chinese bandits. I have no hesitation in
  saying, Miss Paterson," added Anson, in his best oratorical style, "that no
  woman in this country has been a greater power for good, exercised a greater
  spiritual influence, or set a greater example of self-sacrifice and devotion
  to duty than Anna Rita Rymer."

"I think it's wonderful," breathed Celia ecstatically. "I think it would
  be marvellous—"

The telephone bell rang, and, without waiting to explain what had aroused
  her sense of the marvellous, Celia picked up the receiver, listened for a
  moment and turned to Anson.

"It's Mr. Doran—from London."

Anson almost snatched the receiver from her hand and clapped it to his
  ear, but his voice, when he spoke, had none of its usual brusqueness. Mark
  Doran was what is commonly known as a power in the world of finance and it
  behoved even Richard Anson to address him with some show of deference.

"Is that you, Mr. Doran? Anson speaking. Very good of you to ring me."

"Don't mention it, Anson," came Doran's voice.

"You got my letter?"

"I had it this morning. But I rang up about my young nephew. I am obliged
  to you Anson. He'll enjoy a brief stay in your part of the world before he
  leaves for China. By the way, if you can persuade him that in going to China
  as a missionary he's chucking his life away, you'll be doing him a good turn.
  I told him yesterday that if he's aching to convert the heathen he could find
  plenty of work in the West End of London. I hope Mrs. Anson isn't too annoyed
  with me for springing a guest on her like this?"

"Not at all." Anson assured him. "We shall be only too pleased to welcome
  him. As regards my letter—"

"Ah. yes—your letter. Well, it's a great deal of money, and before I
  come to any decision you must give me a chance to think it over. It's not the
  sort of thing to be rushed into. Within the next day of two I may ask you to
  run up to town and see me."

Anson frowned, but his tone was as deferential as ever. "Certainly. Any
  date you care to name. As far as I am concerned, the sooner the better; the
  matter is really very urgent."

"Such matters usually are, Anson. However, I'll think it over and let you
  know. Good-bye."

Anson replaced the receiver and remained for some moments lost in thought,
  frowning as he drummed his desk with his fingers. He hoped Doran wasn't going
  to prove difficult. The money had to be found, and if Doran let him down ...
  He dismissed the thought. Doran must not let him down.

His thoughts were disturbed by a tap on the door, and a moment later it
  opened. Mrs. Stellman stepped into the room and paused.

She was a woman of about fifty, and, except that they both had the same
  dark chestnut hair, it was difficult to imagine her as the mother of
  Elizabeth. Whereas Elizabeth was rather tall, and slim, and graceful, Mrs.
  Stellman was inclined to be short, and betrayed a distinct tendency to
  plumpness.

In front of her, suspended by a ribbon from her neck, was a tray on which
  was displayed an assortment of paper flags and badges, each of which bore the
  words: "Anna Rita Rymer Cot". From her wrist dangled one of those sealed tins
  with a slit in the lid such as are usually supplied by suspicious charity
  organizers to their collectors. Pinned on her ample bosom was a large rosette
  with a paper centre on which the same words were printed.

She smiled across at Anson.

"May I come in, Richard? Of course, I expect you're terribly busy, but I
  am sure you can spare a minute for this." She held up the collecting-box and
  jangled the coins inside. Crossing to his desk, she held out the box. "It's
  such a good cause, and I knew you would wish to be among the very first to
  subscribe. You're not quite the first, because immediately after breakfast I
  went into the kitchen and sold a flag to each of the servants. Sixpence each
  they paid. I thought it was very generous when one remembers what very poor
  wages they earn."
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