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The house had an unhurried, gracious air; the grounds were big, a couple of acres, and the three storeys rose up white and serene to a grey slate roof. But the lawn was scruffy and neglected, the garden beds needed weeding and from where I stood on the porch I could see daylight up through holes in the section of guttering above my head. When the house was built the view down to Rushcutters Bay would have been uninterrupted—the green would have flowed down to white shimmering sand with a deep blue beyond that. Now there was a lot of rooftop and highway and bad air between the house and the water.


I stood in front of the doorbell, a no-nonsense black button on a brass plate, feeling ambivalent. I should have felt out of place, a private detective with one phone, one car and no secretary, but the house’s down-at-heel character comforted me. Great edifices, like people, could fall on hard times. I hoped Lady Catherine Chatterton’s times weren’t too hard. I work for money, not for the privilege of dropping the names of my clients.


I rang the bell and straightened my clothes—leather jacket, good but old, clean shirt, clean denim pants, no tie. The door opened soundlessly and a dark-haired woman with a bold, beaky-nosed face stood there looking at me as if I were a rag-and-bone man.


“Yes?” Welcomes weren’t her big talent.


“My name’s Hardy. Lady Catherine telephoned.”


She stepped forward as if she was going to smell me. “Ah, the detective.” Her thin lips and small white teeth were contemptuous. “Yes, she told me to expect you. Usually I do her telephoning.” She made a challenge of it and I decided that a smile might be in order.


“Well, maybe you were busy.”


She sneered at that but stepped back and opened the door just enough for me to go past her. I smelled dust and the temperature dropped suddenly; the hot November morning was somewhere else and so were the bustling, vulgar 1980s. I’d stepped into a reception lobby with parquet flooring and panelled walls. The usual sounds of a modern house—refrigerator hum, air conditioning, talk-back radio—had never penetrated here. There were paintings on the walls, portraits I thought, but my eyes were slow to adjust to the gloom after the bright day. I had an impression of moustaches.


The woman pointed ahead of her with an imperious gesture like a general directing troops.


“This way.”


I followed, trying to keep my feet clear of the legs of carved tables and ornately upholstered chairs. We went down a wide passage and then swung off into a narrower one, dropped down a short flight of stairs and entered a drawing room that reminded me of my school’s meeting hall. It was high-ceilinged with oak panelling reaching halfway up walls which were hung about with more paintings—dark, gloomy jobs that evoked memories of those school honour boards on which my name never appeared. A woman was sitting on a straight-backed chair in the middle of the room. A similar chair was placed a few feet in front of her; the woman and the chairs had all the warmth and charm of an executioner with his axe and block. Her arms were stick-thin inside tight black velvet sleeves. She raised one dismissively.


“You may go, Verna.”


I watched how she took it; she’d been devouring the old woman with her eyes, burning her up and now she cut off the contact with an effort. Her dark hair was pulled back in a tight bun and her thin lips were like a strap keeping the pale, clear flesh on the lower part of her face tight. She was about thirty, handsome in an only-one-of-her-kind-in-captivity way. She looked as if she had a very good opinion of herself and a low one of nearly everyone else. She left the room.


The old woman waved me into the chair in front of her.


“That is Miss Reid,” she said. “My companion. A tiresome person in many ways but invaluable. You will be dealing with her in future.”


“If I take the job.”


She raised an eyebrow. The gesture caused hundreds of tiny wrinkles to spring into life all over her face. Her skin was old-leaf yellow. She had a thin nose and mouth and all the life in her face was around the eyes. They were dark and still large although flesh had fallen in around them. They looked disconcertingly young in that ancient face.


“I am of course Lady Catherine Chatterton.”


“Of course.”


“Don’t be flippant, Mr. Hardy. The world is not a flippant place and neither is the situation I am about to confront you with.”


She sounded as if she had thought it all out so I let her have her say. Something about her voice, firm with the stamp of the right breeding and the right schools on it, struck a note in my memory. I’d been in court five or six years before when her late husband had handed down one of his savage judgements. It hadn’t worried me, I’d been on the winning side, but the manner and tone of voice of Justice Sir Clive Chatterton had stuck. Making allowance for the sex difference, this was the same stuff—measured, arrogant, utterly self-assured. I couldn’t have been flippant to save my life.


“I want you to find my grandson.”


“The police have a missing persons department,” I said. “They’re experts.” You have to tell them that. It’s like reading them their constitutional rights. They never listen. What she said in reply sounded like “Psshaw” and might have been.


“He’s been missing for many years. The police would not have the resources or the flexibility the matter needs. Besides, I have been told that you are . . . “she hunted for the word, “discreet.”


That was nice. Not brave, not clever. Discreet.


“Who told you that?”


She waved the question and everything to do with my professional standing aside.


“I forget. It doesn’t matter.”


It did to me, a little. I’m not domineering but I don’t like having feet wiped on my face. Besides, it’s a bad working relationship. Mutual respect, that’s the thing to shoot for. I broke for cover.


“I charge seventy-five dollars a day and expenses. I don’t touch political work and I don’t beat people up unless they try to beat on me.”


Her mouth slid down into a sour arc. “Ridiculous. That could run into thousands.”


I felt more relaxed, a chink in the armour. “It seldom does,” I said soothingly. “Most matters are resolved one way or the other fairly quickly. I reduce the rates for the exceptions, when it’s a sort of long-term watching brief.”


I’d made a concession. She looked happier. “You’re in an unsavoury trade, Mr. Hardy.”


“It’s a living, like any other.”


“No, that’s where you’re wrong. There are differences. The only honourable money is the sort of money that built and sustained this house.” She looked around the walls. “Money from the land, money from the professions.”


I shrugged. She was a bit boring. Then it struck me that she burbled on like this because she was lonely, didn’t get enough people to talk to. Another chink.


“Tell me about your grandson, Lady Catherine.” I took out a pad and pen. What’s his name?”


“I don’t know.”


That wasn’t boring. I tapped the pen on the pad and waited for her to go on. She enjoyed the effect of the statement. I began to warm to her, a little.


“It’s a long story, would you care for some tea?”


I wouldn’t but said I would and thanked her. I sensed that she’d rehearsed this scene in her mind and that it was important to her that it be played just right. I hate tea, but if tea was part of it I’d go along.


“Good, some should be arriving presently.” She glanced at a tiny gold watch and nodded confirmation; her eyesight was remarkable.


“I must tell you things, Mr. Hardy, which ordinarily I wouldn’t tell a soul, not even a close member of the family—if such a person existed.”


I nodded and tried to look discreet, my strong point.


“My husband and I had only one child; that was a sadness.” She raised a hand to her pale, dry hair as if saluting the days of her fertility, or infertility. “Our daughter, Bettina, was born in 1931, she was married very young, at seventeen years of age. The marriage did not last long, a few years only. Bettina’s husband was a barrister, a very promising man at the time but he turned out to be weak, a drunkard. He was some years older than Bettina.”


“How much older?”


“Oh, twenty years.”


“I see.”


I didn’t really. Seventeen-year-old girls don’t usually go for men in their late thirties. They tend to regard us as doddering. Some do of course, but I thought I could smell “arrangement” in this one and her next remark increased the suspicion.


“My husband took steps to terminate the marriage.”


“Divorce?”


“An annulment.”


“Why did your daughter marry so young?”


She shot me a sharp look. “Not for the reason you may be entertaining. Bettina was . . . well, wild and flighty. She showed an interest in Henry and he seemed steady. We thought marriage might settle her down. She was our only child, we had to protect her.”


“From what?”


“From herself.”


It saddened me. ‘From her youth’ she might as well have said. I turned a page of the pad.


“Tell me about Henry, the husband. What’s his other name?”


“Brain, Henry Brain . . . ah, here’s the tea.”
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Verna Reid wheeled a glass and stainless steel trolley about two feet into the room. Silver pots and jugs gleamed, bone china tinkled. She poured milk and tea, added sugar and brought the cup across.


“I’m going out,” she said.


“You will not!” The old woman strained at the chair’s arm rests trying to lift herself. “Not with that man. I forbid it!”


Verna Reid laughed. She thrust the tea out. Lady Catherine took it and tea slopped into the saucer. Two spots of high colour burned suddenly in her parchment-pale cheeks. She slammed the cup down, tea sprayed and bits of thin china skidded across the floor. The dark woman laughed again.


“Get on with your silly chat,” she said and walked out of the room.


The old woman fought for control. She blinked and plucked at her scrawny neck. I got up and pulled the trolley across, poured her more tea and handed it to her.


“Thank you.” She took the tea then reached out and took a buttered scone. Her hand was rock steady. “I’m hard to work for,” she said. “You’ll find that out.”


“I still haven’t said I’ll work for you.”


“We won’t fence, Mr. Hardy,” she said around her scone. She did it without any offensive noise. Breeding. “I’ll pay your seventy-five dollars a day and my accountant will look over your expenses. If they are not too ridiculous they’ll be met.”


It had been a lean six months with more going out than coming in. The Falcon’s clutch needed overhauling and the stack of bills at home was reaching half way up the spike. I needed every cent of the seventy-five a day and she could see it.


“I’ll need a retainer of two hundred and fifty dollars,” I said.


Her tea cup rang against the saucer and she let out a short, high laugh. “All right, Mr. Hardy, all right. The last word is yours, you’ll get a cheque when you leave. Now perhaps I can get on with what I have to tell you. Have some tea.”


I shook my head.


“Bettina had a long illness after the marriage ended, she traveled abroad with my husband and myself on one occasion and with a friend on another, I believe her to be unstable; she was a disappointment to us.”


“Does she live in Sydney? Do you see her?”


“Yes to your first question, no to your second. We had a falling-out. I dislike her second husband and her children. Always have. The rift between us has grown.” She looked at a point above and behind my head. “My husband was a great man, Mr. Hardy, a great man. He had the greatest legal mind in this country in this century, but no son, no way to build a legal firm of distinction. I am editing his memoirs, they’ll show the world his quality.”


She was talking to herself and there was nothing for me to say. Still I felt there was a connection between all this and the information she had to give me. I was sure of one thing—she blamed herself for not giving the great man a son. The memoirs would be a belated child.


“I share Sir Clive’s tragedy, the absence of an heir.”


“I thought you said your daughter had children.”


“They are not suitable,” she flared. “I have disinherited them. Bettina, too, although she doesn’t know it. I am pinning all my hopes on you, Mr. Hardy. You see, I have learned of a grandson.”


I struggled not to leer. The armour was cracking like sandy cement.


“Sir Clive had an illegitimate child?”


“Certainly not!” she spat. “He was the most moral of men, the most scrupulous. No, Henry Brain and Bettina had a son, he must be thirty now.”


“How did you discover this?”


“Henry Brain told me. He wanted money from my husband. He came here. I hadn’t seen him for a great many years and I scarcely recognised him. He was a wreck, a ruin from drink. He looked as old as . . .” She stopped herself. “How he got to the house and inside I don’t know. He forced his way in here, almost knocked Verna down. He broke in on me, here.” She waved her hand around indignantly.


“What did he say exactly?”


“He raved. He was frightfully drunk. My husband was away in Canberra. When I refused to give him money Henry became abusive. He taunted me by telling me about my grandson whom I’d never known.”


“What did he say?”


“He said he wouldn’t be surprised if the boy . . . man was on the way to being just like him, a piece of rubbish. It was a terrible thing to say.”


“I mean, what details did he give you of the birth?”


“None, or almost none. He said the child was born during the first year of marriage, that Bettina went away to have it and returned without it. He said Bettina blackmailed him into concealing everything about the child. She hated him and wouldn’t bring up his child:”


“Do you remember her being away for long enough at the time?”


She put her hand up to her forehead, a tracery of fine, blue veins was visible through the tight white skin.


“I’ve tried, I can’t remember. They traveled a good deal.”


“How would she have blackmailed him?”


“Henry Brain had a full complement of the human weaknesses, Mr. Hardy, it could have been almost anything.”


“You say he was drunk and raving, why did you believe him?”


“I can judge character. Truth has a different quality from falsehood. Henry was telling the truth, I’m sure of it.”


She wanted to believe it. It could have been true, but the story had a wild insubstantiality like the memory of a dream. Even thirty years ago it was hard to evade registering the birth of a child. Not as hard as now but hard enough. I asked her what her daughter had to say about it and got the answer I anticipated.


“She denied it, denied it utterly. I pressed her hard but she said that Henry was a worthless liar and that we should never . . . that she should never have had anything to do with him. She was lying.”


“This was when you and your daughter fell out?”


“Yes.”


“When was it?”


“Two years ago.”


“Two years!”


“Sir Clive was not well at the time,” she said quickly. “I didn’t want to alarm him by taking any steps then. He died a year ago, as you well know.”


“I read about it. Why wait until now to do something about this? Have you been in touch with Brain again?” I added, hoping.


“No, he never troubled us again. He was too addled to follow a fixed purpose. I suppose he just took it into his diseased brain to batten on to us and gave up when the approach failed. I’ve had time to mull this over, Mr. Hardy. My daughter is like a stranger to me. I’m sure I’m doing the right thing. I want that man found and restored to his rightful place in the world.”


“What if Brain was right . . . what if he’s . . . unsuitable?”


“I pray that it won’t be so. He may be a man of distinction in his own right. It will take delicate handling, Mr. Hardy.” The idea of her scheme succeeding took hold of her and shone in her eyes. “I’ll pay you anything you like, a hundred dollars a day. Just find my grandson.”


“That won’t be necessary. A hundred a day would warp my style. Seventy-five is fine. It’s an intriguing case and I’ll take it but you have to be aware of the problems.”


She sat back, tired by her outburst and regretting the slip of control.


“And they are?”


“Basically three. One, Brain may have been lying and there is no grandson, never was. Two, there may have been a child and it could have died. Three, if there was a child it may be impossible to trace. Thirty years is a long time and the trail this end is cold by two years. Brain is the obvious starting point and if he was as far gone as you say, he could be dead by now.”


“I accept those hurdles. I have faith that they can be overcome.”


She was used to getting her own way and I could only hope that her luck would hold. Her luck would be my luck. If the thing fizzled, two weeks on those rates would be a thousand plus change. Handy. Besides, I fancied working for the aristocracy, it’d give me something to put in my memoirs. That train of thought led me back to the judge and his daughter.


“I’ll need a number of details, Lady Catherine. Your daughter’s name and address, information on everybody in this house.”


She was displeased. She grunted. Suddenly I wanted the case and the thousand, bad. I went on quickly. “I’ll need as many descriptions of Brain as I can gather, others may recall different details. By the way, does anyone other than you know about this claim to have had a son?”


“No one.”


“Not Miss Reid?”


“Certainly not, I sent her away when I recognised Henry.”


“Who else could have seen him then?” “I really couldn’t say. I have no staff now apart from Verna.”


She sounded like Bob Menzies lamenting the Empire.


“Sir Clive had . . . expensive tastes and there is not a great deal of money left. But there are possibilities. The right man could revive our fortunes.”


It was sounding thinner, more fantastic. I felt less sure about my expenses but you have to give of your best.


“Did you have any staff then—when Brain was here?”


She tilted her head back as if it took a physical effort to recall details of menials. “There may have been a chauffeur then. Yes, I think there was.”


“Would you have some sort of record on him?”


“Verna would. She should be back soon.”


She said it as if she hoped so; I wondered about their relationship. I also wondered about the Judge’s tastes. I asked for a description of Henry Brain.


He was a tall, thin man she said, but stooped over. His hair was grey and sparse and he was almost toothless. She said that the only sign that he had once been a gentleman was his hands—they were clean and well-kept. His clothes sounded like cast-offs.


“Did he tell you what he’d been doing in the past twenty-odd years?”


She paused. “I think he said he’d traveled. I don’t recall distinctly. It was easy to see what he’d been doing—drinking. My guess is that he’d been in and out of jail.”


“That could be important. Any evidence?”


She shook her old head, no. But it hadn’t stopped her saying it. Her husband had sent enough men inside in his time, perhaps she had an instinct about it.


“He didn’t tell you where he lived?”


She shook her head.


“No. But I believe you should look for him on skid row.”


Her hands flew up to her mouth too late to stop the incongruous words. They were totally out of place for a woman so careful in her speech, so mindful to avoid the lurid. They suggested that she could be a closet television watcher and that raised another problem for me—this whole thing could be a bloody fantasy. The moment was awkward and then we were both startled by the sound of a voice screaming. “No!” and the sound of a door crashing closed. Lady C. brushed a scone crumb from her dress.


“Verna, she said wearily. “Fraught as usual. Go and see her and get what you need, Mr. Hardy. It will give me a respite.”


I got up, said something vague about reporting to her and went out.


The passage outside the room had a big window with a view of the drive up to the house. I took a look and saw a blue car shooting down the gravel; it skidded around a bend in the drive and took off through the gates as if someone was out there with a chequered flag.
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I found Miss Reid two turns down the passageway. She was leaning against the wall breathing heavily. Her fists were clenched and a few wisps of hair had escaped from her bun. I told her what I wanted, got a short nod and she set off down the passageway which ended at a heavy oak door. I caught up with her and stood close while she unlocked the door. Years of training and field research paid off—her breath smelled of gin.


The room was small with a desk, a straight chair, an easy chair and couple of filing cabinets. Without speaking she took a cheque book from a drawer in the desk and a pen from a set precisely lined up with the desk blotter. She wrote out a cheque and handed it to me.


“Thanks. Do you sign all her cheques, Miss Reid?”


“Yes,” she snapped. “For the household and the estate.”


I folded the cheque and put it in my pocket, it restored my confidence; she didn’t look like the sort of women who wrote rubber cheques.


“Good bit of that is there? Estate I mean.”


She bit on the end of the pen and then pulled it away, almost spitting the words out. “I sized you up in one look. You’re going to trade on this poor old fool’s weakness and bleed her for whatever you can.” She threw down the pen. “You make me sick.”


“I didn’t see too much weakness.”


“You wouldn’t, you’re too stupid. She’s batty.” She got up, opened the biggest filing cabinet and riffled through until she came upon a single sheet of paper. “Get out your notebook, detective,” she said.


I did and wrote what she read out to me—“Albert Logan, 31 View Street, Leichhardt.” She put the paper back and slammed the drawer home. She stood with her back to the cabinet, tight and hostile, still breathing hard and wafting a little gin across to me. She was like no paid companion I’d ever seen; that sort of job dries people out. Being paid for their responses and emotions erodes their personalities, turns them into husks. She was well and truly living and breathing. Her clothes were severe on her lean frame but they suited her. She obviously knew things, had opinions, but there was no way to make her an ally.


I dropped into the easy chair and took out tobacco and papers. She started to protest but I gave her a hard look and she subsided. She sat down behind the desk, scornful again, and watched me get a cigarette going, flip the dead match into a waste paper basket and dirty the air.


“It’d all be easier with your co-operation,” I said.


She gave a short laugh. “Why should I make it easier for you to snoop on me?”


I was genuinely surprised and nearly choked on the smoke. “You? I’m not investigating you.”


“What then?”


“I can’t tell you,” I said weakly.


She stirred in her chair. “You’re a cheap liar. Snoop away, I’ve got nothing to hide.”


“Why do you stay here?”


“So that’s it,” she snarled. “You’re going to harass me. It won’t work. I’m staying until I get what’s due to me.” She was short-fused and fierce, burning.


“And what’s that?” I asked quietly.


“Money. What else? Bonuses and money promised. That old bugger . . .” Her mouth clamped down and she drew in breath as if to recall the words. She glared at me. I put the cigarette out carefully in a glass ashtray.


“I want you to tell me all you can about the man who called here about two years ago, the one who looked like a tramp.”


It was her turn to look surprised. “Why?”


“Just tell me.”


She thought about it, calculating the odds like a street fighter. “I remember him,” she said slowly. “Dreadful smell.”


“Was he violent?”


“A bit. Not too much. He was too drunk to be a danger to anyone except himself.”


“What happened? Did he just walk in? What about this chauffeur—he didn’t try to stop him?”


“I assume he was bribed. He was a miserable dishonest wretch. That’s why I sacked him.”


“Over this incident?”


“Not specifically. There were a lot of things. Expenses connected with the car, using it himself. He was a cheap crook.” She looked me directly in the eye when she said it so we were back to square one. I grunted.


“Back to this derelict. Can you describe him?”


She did, in terms very similar to the old woman’s, but their descriptions didn’t sound collusive. Brain had struck these two very different women in much the same way which probably meant that I had a pretty good picture of him.


Miss Reid s dislike of me was bubbling up again; she was anxious to remove my cigarette butt and ashes, all traces of me. I asked for and got the daughter’s address, a request which made her look thoughtful again but not friendly. I told her I wanted to look around the grounds and she showed me out through a side door. She didn’t say goodbye. A thought niggled at me as I was leaving the house and I trapped it as I walked across a patch of dried-out lawn. If Lady C. had disinherited the daughter and her brood, who was in line for the estate as of now? It was something to check.


The sun had climbed while I’d been in the house and sweat jumped out on my body as I moved. I peeled off my jacket and slung it over my shoulder. The land behind the house was taken up by a tennis court, a swimming pool, plenty of lawn and a two-car garage. The garage was empty except for oil stains and some rusted tools; the swimming pool was empty except for leaves, dirt, and greenish slime. I looked back at the house and the full force of its elegant shabbiness hit me. There were broken tiles on the roof and discoloured bricks showing through peeling paint. The place looked as if it was waiting for a renovator or a demolition crew. I walked across to the tennis court, recalling my athletic youth and hoping for comfort but the tapes marking the lines were buckled and broken and wind and water had removed a lot of the surface from the court.


I trudged down past the house to my car; its dull paintwork and air of neglect fitted the scene but depressed me. I had a week’s money in my pocket and an interesting case on hand and I should have felt better as I turned the car on the gravel and drove off towards the highway.
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It was midday, too early to go search out bums on skid row. They stand out better at night when the moonlight is shining on the port bottles and their throats are dry and a dollar will buy you everything they know. It was time to deal with the daylight people. I did a mental check on how much money I owed Cy Sackville, my lawyer, decided it was a flea bite to him and put through a call.


We exchanged pleasantries and I told him I was on a case which should net me a few bucks. He congratulated me.


“I need some information, Cy.”


“The meter is ticking.”


“Don’t be like that. You scratch my back and I scratch yours.”


“When do I get scratched?”


“Sometime. Have you ever heard of a man named Henry Brain, promising barrister in the forties, went on the skids?”


“The forties! Are you kidding, who’s still alive from the forties?”


Cy was and is a boy wonder. He refused a chair of law at age twenty-five—no challenge. He despises everyone over thirty-five. It used to be everyone over thirty.


“Could you ask around? There must be some old buffer who’d remember him. He married Judge Chatterton’s daughter.”


“It so happens I’m going to a professional dinner tonight. There could be some octogenarian around who’d remember him.”


“Thanks. Do you know who handles the late Judge’s estate, legal affairs and so on?”


“Yeah, we’ve transacted—Booth and Booth. What’s your interest?”


“The widow is my client, confidential enquiry.”


He coughed. “Of course.”


“Thing is, I’d like to know who she’s going to leave the loot to. Any chance of finding out?”


“That’s a tall order, confidential matter, very, very . . .”


“Quite,” I said, “but . . .?”


“Possible. Young Booth’ll be at the dinner. He might get pissed and we could discuss the earthly rewards of judges. I’ll try.”


I thanked him, asked him to find out all he could about the Chattertons and said I’d call again soon.


“Cross all cheques,” he said.


I headed north to have a chat with Bettina. She went by the name of Selby, now having married one Richard Selby, company director. I stopped in the dry belt, where restaurants are many and pubs are few, and bought beer and sandwiches for lunch. It was hot in the car so I wound all the windows down and sat there eating, drinking and thinking.


A full frontal attack on Mrs. Selby was out of the question. “Mrs. Selby, did you have a child in 1948? And if so where is it?” She’d throw me out or call the cops. I didn’t expect to get the unassailable truth which she alone knew but she’d be worth a look. If she turned out to be a sober, steady woman of straight eye and piercing honesty I’d have to drop the odds on finding baby. If, on the other hand . . . I screwed up the wrapping and took it and the beer cans to the bin. They’re hell on litterers in this part of the world.


The Selbys lived in one of the northern arcadias that developed over the last fifteen years. None of the houses would have sold for under a hundred and twenty thousand dollars but it was remarkable what different things that sort of money could get you. The place was a map of the building fads of the sixties and seventies—quintuple-fronted brick veneers, long ranch houses with flat roofs; grey brick and tinted glass creations hung off steep slopes like downhill skiers ready to let go. There were Spanish arches and Asian pagodas, even a tasteful townhouse or two among native trees.


Chez Selby was one of the worst—a monstrosity in liver-coloured brick with a purplish tiled roof. The whole thing reminded me of a slab of old meat. It was up to scratch in the neighbourhood though, with a half acre of lawn and shrubs. From the street I could see the glint of a pool out back. I pulled up outside another heavy mortgage down the street. I looked at my clothes and decided that I was a journalist. She’d never believe I was from Booth and Booth.
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