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            CHAPTER 1

         
 
         The glitter of the sun on the waters of the inlet made Daisy blink. Thank heaven the torrential rain had stopped. Perhaps the summer holidays of 1924 were not after all doomed to go down in history as a disaster of record-breaking precipitation. Belinda and Deva were well-behaved girls, but two days cooped up in a boarding-house parlour were enough to strain the best of best behaviour. One more game of Happy Families and Daisy would have run screaming into the downpour and thrown herself off a cliff.
         
 
         Still, she thought, picking her way across the wet lawn, it would have been much worse if she hadn’t brought Deva to keep her stepdaughter company. The pair had dashed off to the beach after a bare minimum of lunch, leaving Daisy to drink her second cup of coffee in peace.
         
 
         She reached the knee-high drystone wall surrounding the back garden. The still air was full of flower scents, mingled with a smidgeon of seaweed, fish and tar. Red valerian and creeping toadflax sprouted from every crack and cranny of the wall; the top was a mosaic of gold and silver-green lichen. On the other side, the wall dropped nearly four feet to the grassy track leading from the village up onto the cliffs. Glancing towards the village, Daisy saw Westcombe spreading up the hillside from the quay in a jumble of buildings washed in Mediterranean shades of pink, yellow, white and blue, topped with lichened slate roofs. Here and there a towering palm attested to the mild climate of this sheltered south coast nook.
         
 
         A man was coming towards her along the path at a jaunty stride, full of vim and vigour. Pleased with himself and the world, Daisy thought.
         
 
         She placed atop the wall the ancient cushion the landlady had lent her. Sitting down, she pivoted to face the beach, bare legs dangling. With the approaching walker in mind, she tucked her blue cotton skirt – hemlines were scarcely below the knee this year – under her thighs before she turned her attention back to the view.
         
 
         Overhead, seagulls wheeled, crying, and a few bobbed on the ripples. A pair of sailing dinghies slid past, heading for the sea. On the far side of the sparkling water rose a steep wooded slope. Where the inlet narrowed opposite the town, a patch of sand and a wooden landing-stage marked the far end of the ferry crossing. The ferry was halfway across, its oars throwing up little flurries of white, like bunches of lace on a blue frock.
         
 
         Once a schooner-building port, Westcombe was becoming known as a holiday and yachting centre. Now that the rain had stopped, Daisy could see why.
         
 
         On the other side of the track was a jumble of rocks, grey, black and rusty-red, and then the sandy beach where the girls were building a castle to rival Windsor. They were a study in contrasts, one plump and brown with black hair, in a yellow shirt and red shorts, the other a pale, skinny redhead in green and white. Daisy waved, but they were too intent on their earthworks to notice.
         
 
         ‘Hullo!’ The walker had reached her perch and stopped, raising his tweed cap to reveal thick sandy hair. ‘Hullo,’ he repeated with a grin which lent charm to an otherwise plain face and conveyed satisfaction with life, himself, and his view of Daisy. ‘Topping day.’
         
 
         She couldn’t help responding with a smile. ‘Lovely. I’d almost given up hope.’
         
 
         ‘You’re on holiday?’
 
         Daisy’s mother, the Dowager Lady Dalrymple, would have thrown a fit if she’d seen her daughter chatting with a man to whom she had not been properly introduced. But then, she would have thrown a fit if she’d seen her daughter sitting on a wall overlooking a public footpath. The stranger sounded like a gentleman and was unexceptionably dressed in a tweed jacket and flannels. Though he was tieless, his shirt open at the throat, that was surely excusable at a seaside resort.
         
 
         ‘Yes,’ said Daisy, ‘and you?’
 
         ‘I’m a resident. George Enderby, proprietor of the Schooner Inn, at your service.’ He bowed, and looked at her enquiringly.
         
 
         Daisy wasn’t so far removed from her upbringing as to grant the use of her name to an innkeeper, however gentlemanly, without further acquaintance. ‘You’ve chosen a very pretty place to live,’ she said. ‘I’ve been admiring the view.’
         
 
         ‘So have I.’ With a small smile, he kept his gaze on her face.
 
         Though he didn’t glance down, Daisy was suddenly aware of her display of legs. Feeling a blush rising, a Victorian affliction she despised, she willed it away, saying hastily, ‘One must be able to see for miles from up there.’ She gestured up the track. ‘I’m dying to explore.’
         
 
         ‘You shouldn’t go alone. The cliffs are dangerous. I’d be happy to offer my escort.’
         
 
         Was he trying – in the vulgar parlance – to ‘get off’ with her? ‘That’s very kind of you, but I think I’ll wait till my husband arrives next weekend.’
         
 
         The information that she was married did not appear to put him out in the least. ‘It would be a pity to miss the sunny weather,’ he said persuasively. ‘Another cloudburst may roll in by next weekend. Besides, I’m familiar with the ground. I can make sure you have a wonderful experience.’
         
 
         ‘It does seem a pity not to take advantage of the weather. I wonder if the girls would like to go.’
         
 
         Mr George Enderby frowned. ‘The girls?’
 
         ‘My daughter and her friend.’ Smiling, Daisy nodded towards the beach. ‘They’re having great fun building sandcastles, but … Oh, who is that?’
         
 
         An extraordinary figure was approaching Belinda and Deva. Around its knees flapped a reddish skirt. Below this, tattered breeches reached to mid-calf, leaving feet and ankles bare. The upper half of this apparition was clad in a sheepskin jerkin over a collarless man’s shirt, the ragged tail of which fluttered behind. A straw boater with a drooping brim and a hole in the crown completed the picture.
         
 
         The scarecrow trudged across the sand, pulling a ramshackle handcart, and stopped beside the girls.
         
 
         ‘Sid!’ exclaimed Enderby. Shouting angrily, he stormed off between the rocks down to the beach.
         
 
         Daisy scrambled to her feet on top of the wall and watched anxiously, debating whether to jump down and follow. Surely Sid would be in an institution if he were dangerous. Was Enderby just taking out on the unfortunate creature his annoyance at being foiled in his pursuit of Daisy? There was something rather theatrical about the whole performance. Enderby was actually shaking his fist now, a gesture she had more often read about than seen except on stage. Perhaps he was putting on a show for her, hoping his defence of the children might coax her to a rendezvous despite husband and daughter.
         
 
         The girls, who had merely raised their heads when Sid arrived, stood up and backed away as Enderby rushed towards them.
         
 
         Sid swung round in alarm. He shrank back. Then, to Daisy’s astonishment, he turned his back on his assailant, bent down, and peered at him between his legs.
         
 
         Enderby stopped dead, apparently stymied by this unconventional manoeuvre. Hands on hips, he stared for a moment. Perhaps he realized he would look an absolute ass shouting and shaking his fist at a beachcomber’s bottom, because he feinted a kick, then, with a disconsolate shrug, stalked away towards the hillside track.
         
 
         Sid seemed to have come up with his own peculiar version of the soft answer that turneth away wrath.
         
 
         Daisy missed the beginning of the next scene as she carefully lowered herself to the path. At three months pregnant, she was full of energy but inclined to move with caution. When she was again able to look towards the beach, Sid was holding out something to Belinda.
         
 
         Whatever it was, Bel took it with a smile. Sid crouched and pointed at the highest tower of the castle. By then, Daisy was close enough to see that the object was a long, grey and white gull’s feather. Bel stuck it in the top of the tower and Sid clapped his hands. Turning to his cart, he rummaged around in it.
         
 
         The cart was a ramshackle construction of weathered lumber, knocked together with rusty nails, on a rickety perambulator chassis. As Daisy approached, she saw that it was decorated with scraps of ribbon, sea-worn coloured glass, shells, feathers and silver paper. The girls came nearer to admire it, and Belinda saw Daisy.
         
 
         ‘Look, Mummy, hasn’t he made it pretty?’
 
         Sid looked round with a frightened face. Close to, he was, if anything, even less prepossessing than from a distance. His chin was stubbled, his hair shaggy, his eyebrows wild. The skirt Daisy had observed appeared to be a woman’s red flannel petticoat hitched up under his armpits, perhaps to cover the deficiencies in his breeches, the visible parts of which were splitting at the seams. But he did not smell, the blue eyes beneath the unkempt eyebrows were timid and childlike, and his hat bore a wreath of daisies and pink thrift.’
         
 
         ‘He can’t talk, Mrs Fletcher,’ said Deva importantly. ‘He just makes noises when he tries. Is he an idiot?’
         
 
         The beachcomber shook his head, his mouth working.
 
         ‘No,’ said Belinda. ‘Think how clever he was, Deva, to get rid of that shouting man so quickly.’
         
 
         The girls looked at each other and both bent down to stare at Daisy between their legs, giggling.
         
 
         ‘That’s enough of that, you two,’ Daisy said, afraid they would upset him. ‘You can both speak perfectly well. How nicely you have decorated your cart, Sid.’
         
 
         He stood back and regarded his handiwork with some pride, nodding vigorously. Then he delved again into the mixture of flotsam, jetsam, kelp, driftwood, and tarry lumps of cork he had collected. He came up with a greenish glass ball, nearly a foot in diameter. This he held out to Daisy.
         
 
         ‘Oh, that’s a fisherman’s float, isn’t it? What a wonderful find.’
         
 
         Sid pointed to himself, then to the ball, then to Daisy.
 
         ‘He means it’s a present, Mummy. That’s what he did when he gave us the feather for a flag for our castle. Isn’t it, Mr Sid? Is it a present for my mummy?’
         
 
         He nodded solemnly. Daisy took the ball, with some reluctance as she suspected he could probably sell it and he certainly looked in need of cash.
         
 
         ‘Thank you, Sid. How very kind of you. We’ll put it on the mantelpiece at home, Bel.’
         
 
         Sid shook his head. His expressive hands outlined a square in the air, delineated crosspieces, gestured at the sun. Widespread fingers became sunlight shining through his imaginary window onto the ball.
         
 
         ‘Put it on the windowsill,’ Deva interpreted, ‘so that the sun shines through it.’
         
 
         The beachcomber’s eager nod was accompanied by a grin that revealed several missing teeth. He turned back to the cart. Dismayed, Daisy envisioned a flood of gifts, each more inappropriate than the last, and Sid following them about for the rest of the holiday. Harmless as he seemed, she wouldn’t be happy leaving the girls alone with him about. What had she got herself involved in now?
         
 
         But he brought out a piece of fishing net and with a few quick knots fashioned a bag to carry the glass ball. Renewed thanks and admiration of his cleverness made him bashful. Ducking his head, he picked up the shafts of the cart and trudged away towards the far end of the beach.
         
 
         Belinda looked after him, her freckled face worried. ‘He’s very poor, isn’t he, Mummy? Do you think he’d like a new hat? I’ve got all my pocket money that I saved.’
         
 
         ‘I’ll think about it, darling. We don’t want to embarrass him. What a marvellous castle you’ve built. Are you still working on it, or shall we go for a walk?’ 
         
 
         ‘You said we had to wait for you to come before we go in the water.’
         
 
         ‘Now you are here, Mrs Fletcher, may we bathe?’
 
         ‘Yes, do, and I’ll come and paddle.’
 
         Bel and Deva whipped off their shorts and shirts and sunbonnets, and in their bathing suits dashed into the water, splashing and squealing. Leaving her sandals and the glass ball with their clothes and towels, Daisy followed. Here in the inlet, protected from the open sea, the waves were scarcely more than ripples. Each swirled a few feet up the beach, then withdrew with a soft suss-suss-suss.  Venturing in up to her ankles, she realized why the girls were squealing: the chill was quite a shock at first.
         
 
         Drawn by the sunshine, several other families had walked to the beach from the village by the time the girls had had enough and came out shivering, Belinda bluish with cold.
         
 
         ‘In India, the sea is warm,’ said Deva as Daisy enveloped her in a towel.
         
 
         ‘How do you know?’ Belinda asked. ‘You were only little when you came to England.’
         
 
         ‘My ayah told me.’ Deva’s Indian nursemaid was an oft-quoted authority.
         
 
         ‘You’d better run up to the house and get dressed.’
 
         ‘Oh no, Mummy, there’s a little boy looking at our castle. He might spoil it if we go. We’ll just put on our things over our costumes.’
         
 
         In no time they were organizing a team of younger children to reinforce the construction with stones and rush about with buckets to fill the moat. Daisy returned to the garden wall to fetch her book and the cushion.
         
 
         The landlady, Mrs Anstruther, was in the garden cutting flowers. She was not at all what Daisy – who admittedly had little experience of the breed – would have expected of a seaside boarding-house landlady. She ought to be middle-aged and either plump and motherly or hatchet-faced and tyrannical. Instead, she was in her early thirties, just a few years older than Daisy, rather too thin even for the fashionable no-bosom, no-bottom look, with pleasing if not beautiful features and dark curly hair. Though hospitable, she was diffident almost to the point of aloofness.
         
 
         ‘Oh, you startled me!’ she exclaimed as Daisy’s head appeared above the wall. ‘I’m just picking dahlias for the dining room.’ She said this with a tinge of defensiveness, as if Daisy might accuse her of neglecting the making of beds or the preparation of tea. No doubt she had suffered from faultfinders in the past.
         
 
         ‘Food always tastes better with flowers on the table,’ said Daisy. ‘I was just going to take my book and your cushion down to the beach, but since you’re out here, there’s something I’d like to consult you about, if I may?’
         
 
         ‘Of course.’ Mrs Anstruther came towards the wall. ‘What can I do for you?’
         
 
         ‘I’ll come up.’ Even if it weren’t for the virtual certainty of a crick in the neck, the questions Daisy wanted to ask were not the sort to be bandied about on a public footpath. She went along to the steps and ascended more conventionally than she had come down.
         
 
         Mrs Anstruther met her at the top of the steps, looking anxious. ‘Is something the matter, Mrs Fletcher?’
         
 
         ’Not at all. I just want your advice. The girls and I have just made the acquaintance of a rather curious character, a beachcomber …’ 
         
 
         ‘Oh, that’d be Sid.’ Her face cleared. ‘He’s quite harmless. Simple, and a mute, as you’ll have discovered, but he’s a gentle soul. He wouldn’t hurt a fly.’
         
 
         ‘Good, that was my impression. He gave me this glass ball.’
 
         ‘You must have made quite a hit with him! He can sell those at the newsagents’ for a bob or two apiece. People buy them as souvenirs.’
         
 
         ‘Oh dear, I was afraid of that. And afraid he’d be offended if I offered to pay him.’
         
 
         ‘I couldn’t say.’
 
         ‘No, well, we’ll work out something. I’m glad to know I needn’t worry about the girls meeting him when I’m not with them. I was a bit concerned because of the way Mr Enderby rushed down … Are you all right?’
         
 
         Mrs Anstruther had turned pale, but she flushed as she answered, ‘Yes, thanks. Just for a moment I … It must have been because I was stooping in the sun.’
         
 
         ‘I should think you’d better wear a hat.’
 
         ‘Yes. Silly of me. You were saying … about Mr Enderby?’
 
         ‘I was sitting here on the wall talking to him, and when he saw Sid stopping by the girls, he rushed off, yelling at him. I must say, I was rather taken with Sid’s response.’
         
 
         ‘He bent down and looked through his legs?’ Mrs Anstruther smiled faintly. ‘He doesn’t do it often, but it always has the same disarming effect. I dare say he doesn’t need to do it often, because people liable to berate him are so disconcerted the first time that they rarely try again.’
         
 
         ‘No doubt. It certainly sent Mr Enderby packing, so I couldn’t believe the girls were in any real danger. I wanted to ask you about Enderby, too. If he’s a friend of yours, I hope you don’t mind my saying that he seems to consider himself quite a Don Juan.’ 
         
 
         ‘He’s no friend of mine.’ Mrs Anstruther’s light tone failed to conceal a hint of bitterness.
         
 
         ‘I suppose it’s all talk? All bluff and bluster?’
 
         ‘You stay away from George Enderby. Don’t let him cozen you. That’s my advice, for what it’s worth. Now I’d better be getting on, Mrs Fletcher, or your tea won’t be ready for you. Would you like a deck-chair for the beach? There’s some in the shed, there. The girl can carry one down for you.’
         
 
         ‘Thanks, I’ll manage it myself. And thanks for the advice.’

         Returning to the beach with her book in her hand and a deck-chair under the other arm, Daisy told herself that any relationship – past or present between Enderby and Mrs Anstruther was none of her business. But curiosity was her besetting sin, and she couldn’t help wondering whether Mrs Anstruther was in fact a widow, as she had assumed. Or was there a Mr Anstruther waiting in the wings whom she simply hadn’t met?
         

         
             

         
 
         At four o’clock, the holidaymakers on the beach started unpacking picnics or heading back to their lodgings for tea. Daisy called the girls.
         
 
         ‘Just five minutes, Mummy. The big tower’s starting to sag! We’ve got to shore it up.’
         
 
         ‘No, right now. I didn’t think to ask for a picnic, so you have to wash off the sand and put on frocks. Come on.’ She flattened the green-and-red-striped deck-chair, as usual getting its wooden frame the wrong way round. ‘Bother, these look so simple but I always manage to get them tied in knots.’
         
 
         ‘We’ll carry it for you.’
 
         ‘Let’s pretend it’s a palanquin,’ Deva suggested, as they each picked up one end. 
         

         ‘What’s a palanquin?’
 
         ‘My ayah says it’s a sort of chair with poles for carrying a maharanee.’
         
 
         ‘What’s a maharanee?’
 
         ‘A sort of queen. Mrs Fletcher, you can be the maharanee and we’ll carry you.’
         
 
         ‘Gosh, no, I’m much too heavy. Besides, it would be bound to fold up with me inside, and pinch your fingers, too.’
         
 
         ‘We’ll carry the towels and buckets and spades on it. And your book, Mummy.’
         
 
         ‘Not likely, it’d get all damp and sandy.’
 
         Somehow they made it through the rocks and up the steps without spilling off the buckets and spades more than a couple of times. When they reached the shed, Daisy said, ‘Thank you. Now I’ll put it away while you run up and change. Go in the back way, we don’t want to leave sand all over the front hall.’
         
 
         The girls scampered off. The deck-chair disposed of, Daisy followed them through the back door, standing open to the warm air. The passage led to the foot of the stairs, where it widened into the front hall. There Daisy saw Mrs Anstruther standing by the hall table, a letter in her hand, a look of shock on her white face.
         
 
         ‘What’s wrong? Is there anything I can do?’
 
         The landlady averted her face. ‘The post only just came,’ she said in a flat voice, picking up another letter from the table. ‘The van broke down on the way from Abbotsford. Here’s one for you.’
         
 
         ‘Oh, good. Thank you. But are you all right? I’m afraid you’ve had bad news.’
         
 
         She shook her head, closing her eyes and swallowing. ‘No, not at all. My husband is coming home.’ 
         
 
         ‘You weren’t expecting him to?’
 
         ‘Oh, yes, but Peter’s in the Navy, a warrant officer, a gunner. He’s often gone for months and one can never be sure just when … His ship’s in the Nore. He’ll be here on Saturday. I’m just afraid …’
         
 
         Daisy waited in silent sympathy.
 
         ‘I’m afraid of what he’ll do when he finds out about George Enderby!’
         

      

      

    


  

    

      
 
         
            CHAPTER 2

         
 
         Next morning, the beach hidden by high tide, the girls were very keen to take the ferry across the inlet. As Belinda pointed out, ‘We can go for a walk on the other side, Mummy, and tomorrow the water may be rough, and then it wouldn’t be much fun.’
         
 
         ‘My ayah says I was seasick all the way from India, when we came to England,’ Deva said anxiously.
         
 
         Daisy had crossed the Atlantic midst October storms with nary a qualm, but remembering Alec’s misery she didn’t want to subject Deva to even a few minutes on rough seas. They walked along the track to the village’s quay and out onto the stone jetty where the ferry docked. It was just coming in, rowed by two stout fellows in blue jackets. The disembarking passengers had to climb a couple of narrow, slimy steps up the side of the jetty, with a rusty chain to hold onto on one side and nothing on the other.
         
 
         ‘Careful,’ Daisy warned as their turn came to embark and the girls dashed forward. ‘Hang onto that chain. We don’t want any ricked ankles.’
         
 
         ‘It’s dirty,’ Deva objected.
 
         ‘It’s only rust,’ said Belinda. ‘It’ll wash off. You didn’t mind getting all covered with sand yesterday.’ 
         
 
         They all reached the boat safely. The girls went to kneel in the bows and leant over to dangle their hands in the water. Daisy paid the fares and sat down where she could grab an ankle if they leant too far, but a few minutes later they disembarked without incident on the floating dock at the far side.
         
 
         When they returned to the landing-stage after a long ramble through woods and farmland, the tide had fallen considerably, leaving an expanse of sandy mud on either side of the inlet. They had just missed the ferry. The noontide sun shone down fiercely. The girls were hot and tired and hungry, and inclined to be squabblesome. Daisy sent them to opposite ends of the small beach to hunt for shells and pretty stones, resolving to fill her pockets with chocolate bars before they next went on a long walk.
         
 
         Hot, tired and hungry herself, she sat down on a rough wooden bench to wait for the ferry’s return.
         
 
         A man came down the hill, a hiker on a walking tour to judge by his knapsack, Norfolk jacket, ex-Army khaki trousers, sturdy boots and stout staff. He sat on a rock and filled a pipe. The smoke drifted over to Daisy’s nostrils, reminding her of Alec and making her wish he could join them before next Saturday.
         
 
         Next to arrive was a farm cart pulled by a pair of draught horses with shaggy fetlocks. The elderly driver and the boy with him started to unload heavy, knobbly sacks and pile them near the landing-stage. Daisy watched with dismay, hoping the sacks were not to cross on the ferry alongside – or under – the passengers.
         
 
         A middle-aged woman carrying a large basket had descended the hill behind the cart. Her brown linen frock, polka-dotted with yellow, had long sleeves and white cuffs and collar. It reached nearly to her ankles to reveal a scant four inches of thick lisle stockings and brown laced shoes. Daisy thought she must be dying of heat, but the face beneath the outdated flat-crowned, broad-brimmed hat looked more indignant than exhausted.
         
 
         She stopped by the old man and snapped, ‘I hope you’re not intending to send those potatoes over in the ferry along wi’ fare-paying passengers, John Ashton!’
         
 
         ‘Nay, Mrs Hammett,’ he said in a placatory tone, taking off his floppy felt hat and wiping his forehead. ‘The lad’s going over to hire a boat to fetch the taters.’
         
 
         ‘I should hope so!’
 
         Mrs Hammett set her basket carefully on the ground and plunked herself on the far end of the bench just as Belinda ran up to Daisy. ‘Mummy, may I go and talk to the horses? Aren’t they beautiful? Will you look after my shells? Be careful, one has a hermit crab in it.’
         
 
         Daisy eyed the shells nervously. She didn’t like to display her ignorance. She had never been to the seaside before, having spent the summers of her childhood on her father’s estate in Worcestershire. What was a hermit crab and did it bite? At least it must be quite small if it could hide among the shells.
         
 
         She did know horses, however, and had been bitten once by a skittish gelding. ‘Ask the man if it’s all right to talk to them. They look quite placid but you never can tell. And if he says yes, keep well away from their hooves. You’d be sorry if one of those accidentally stamped on your foot.’
         
 
         Mrs Hammett looked on with a disapproving frown as Bel went over to speak to the farm labourer and then reached up to stroke the horses’ noses. Daisy guessed she objected to girls wearing shorts, as did both her own mother and Alec’s. Even Deva’s mother, Sakari Prasad, had been doubtful when Daisy had suggested buying a couple of pairs for Deva for the holiday. But they were so practical and comfortable for the country, Daisy wished she were brave enough to wear them herself.
         
  
         Or maybe the woman didn’t like sharing the bench with a hermit crab, in which case Daisy could sympathize.
         
 
         Deva came over with her hankie full of shells and stood in front of Daisy showing her little yellow snails and bits of mother-of-pearl. From the corner of her eye, Daisy saw that Mrs Hammett had turned her frown on the Indian girl. Shorts again? Her dark skin? Disapproval of the latter was all too common, but fortunately Deva didn’t seem to notice.
         
 
         ‘Are those Belinda’s shells, Mrs Fletcher?’
 
         ‘Yes. She said she found a hermit crab.’
 
         Deva had been about to sit down but she changed her mind in a hurry. ‘Ugh! Is it alive?’
         
 
         ‘I think so. Go and ask her.’
 
         ‘Those horses are awfully big.’
 
         ‘You needn’t go near them. Fetch her, will you, please. Here comes the ferry.’
         
 
         Belinda scurried back to collect up her shells, and they boarded the ferry. Mrs Hammett followed. Her basket appeared to be filled with hay but was obviously heavy. She handed it to the boatman before stepping down, and he set it down on the bilge planks with a thump, turning to give her a hand.
         
 
         ‘Dolt!’ she cried. ‘Don’t you know a basket of eggs when you see one, Bill Watson? Haven’t I been bringing a basket o’ my brother’s eggs across this ferry once a week for more years ’an I care to count? If any’s cracked I’ll want payment!’ 
         

         ‘Nay, then, Mrs Hammett, been’t they well packed as allus?’ Bill Watson’s appeasing tone was just like John Ashton’s.
         
  
         She picked up the basket, placed it carefully on the seat, and sat beside it with a steadying hand on the rim. The hiker and the farm lad took places as far from her as possible. Several more people arrived just in time to catch the ferry, and then the rowers pushed off.
         
 
         ‘Look, Mummy.’ On her outstretched palm Bel displayed a curlicued shell. ‘Watch. It’ll come out in a minute.’
         
 
         ‘It’s not likely to bite you, is it, darling?’
 
         ‘Oh no, it’ll just tickle when it walks. Granny would never let me have one but I’ve seen boys holding them. Watch.’
         
 
         Deva peered around Daisy, on whose other side she had prudently placed herself. The hiker leant forward. Even Mrs Hammett was looking, though she tried to pretend she wasn’t.
         
 
         Two minute claws poked out. Belinda twitched involuntarily and they pulled back, but a moment later they reappeared, followed by a pair of antennae that tested the air. Eyestalks came next, with black dots on the end for eyes. Daisy thought the poor thing looked rather alarmed, but it put out two legs on each side and started to scuttle across Bel’s hand, dragging the shell behind it.
         
 
         Again Bel twitched, and the tiny creature disappeared into its refuge.
         
 
         ‘One of the Paguridae‚’  said the hiker knowledgeably. ‘It won’t live long away from the water, you know.’
         
 
         ‘Oh, I don’t want it to die. Should I throw it in?’
 
         ‘Well, it would prefer a rock pool, or even the beach.’
 
         ‘We’ll take it to the rocks by the beach, won’t we, Deva?’
 
         ‘As long as I don’t have to touch it,’ said Deva. 
         

         The young man grinned at Daisy, who smiled back. ‘Thanks for the warning‚’ she said.
         
  
         ‘I remember all too well my sister weeping for an hour over a dead hermit crab.’
         
 
         Mrs Hammett stared at Daisy and muttered all too audibly, ‘Talking to strange men – I don’t know what the world’s coming to!’
         
 
         The rest of the short trip was accomplished in uncomfortable silence.
         
 
         The ebbing tide had exposed a whole flight of the slimy, seaweedy steps. Mrs Hammett was the first to disembark. Standing on the lowest step, she half turned and reached back to take the basket of eggs from the boatman. One foot slipped slightly. In her effort to keep her balance, she missed the basket handle just as the boatman let go. Only Daisy’s quick reaction saved the eggs.
         
 
         With a wink, the boatman took the basket from Daisy and handed it back to Mrs Hammett. Red-faced, her lips tight, she continued up the steps.
         
 
         Belinda and Deva were equally red-faced, from suppressed giggles. The hiker’s grin was broader than ever. ‘Go ahead,’ he said to Daisy. ‘I’ll come behind and see that your girls don’t fall.’
         
 
         At the top, Daisy found Mrs Hammett waiting for her. ‘Thank you for saving my eggs,’ she said ungraciously. ‘They ought to keep those steps scrubbed. It’s a disgrace. I shall complain.’
         
 
         ‘They are rather slippery. I’m glad you didn’t fall.’ If only because  you  would  have  fallen  on  me,  Daisy added to herself.
         
 
         ‘A death trap. Are you staying in the town?’
 
         ‘Yes, we’re on holiday.’ 
         
 
         Belinda came up the steps, followed by Deva. Seeing Daisy occupied, they moved aside to wait, whispering.
         
 
         ‘I thought they didn’t allow girls that age to be servants these days‚’ said Mrs Hammett, ‘but I suppose her being a native—’
         
 
         ‘Deva is my daughter’s school friend,’ Daisy said sharply. ‘Her father is an important official at India House.’
         
 
         ‘Oh, well, in that case—’ She paused as the hiker reached the top, frowning when he flashed a smile at Daisy as he passed. ‘My dear, a word of warning.’
         
 
         Daisy suppressed a sigh, but short of being downright rude she couldn’t think of a way to escape. ‘Excuse me for just a moment. Girls, run along and find a new home for the crab, then go and get ready for lunch. I’ll see you at the house shortly.’
         
 
         The girls ran off. Mrs Hammett started moving along the jetty after them and the other disembarking passengers. ‘A word of warning,’ she repeated. ‘A young woman on her own, without her husband to support her, simply can’t be too careful. I dare say that young man you were talking to may  be respectable enough.’ Her sniff conveyed a world of doubt. ‘But there’s others as can’t be trusted not to take an ell if you give ’em an inch.’
         
 
         ‘Oh?’ Daisy’s chilly tone was intended to make plain that she didn’t feel her having saved the blasted woman’s eggs gave said blasted woman a right to lecture. But she must be out of practice with the Dowager Viscountess’s arctic pretension-depressing voice, for she might as well have saved the chill to cool her porridge.
         
 
         ‘Just to give you a hint, for your own good. You stay away from that George Enderby, that’s landlord o’ the Schooner Inn. Married Nancy Pinner, as ought to have knowed better, to get his hands on the hotel, and he can’t keep his hands off any woman under forty. A real charmer he is, they say, though I can’t see it meself, but he’s going to get his comeuppance one o’ these days, you mark my words. They ought to bring back the stocks.’
         
 
         And  the  ducking-stool  for  scolds,  Daisy thought. Mrs Hammett was the sort of person who made one think things one couldn’t utter aloud.
         
 
         ‘There, I’ve had my say. You’d best be off after your daughter, or they’ll be late for lunch. Children don’t obey their elders the way they did when I was young.’ She turned a look of suspicion on Daisy. ‘You look very young to have a daughter that age!’
         
 
         ‘How kind of you to say so.’ Daisy beamed at her unwanted new acquaintance as if the woman had intended a compliment. ‘You’re quite right, I must go and find the girls. Good day.’ With a slight bow, she escaped.
         
 
         When she reached the guest-house, after stopping at the newsagent for chocolate, Bel and Deva were already coming up from the beach.
         
 
         ‘Our castle’s all washed away,’ said Deva mournfully.
 
         ‘There’s not a single sign of it. I wish we’d saved the feather Sid gave us. We can build an even better one this afternoon, though, Deva,’ Belinda assured her, ‘can’t we, Mummy?’
         
 
         ‘If you’ve recovered from our walk. Come on, now, we’ll be late for lunch.’
         
 
         In the hall, they found the hiker. He was telling Mrs Anstruther, ‘You were recommended to me as a particularly comfortable place to stay.’
         
 
         ‘Oh dear, I do have a room free, but I’m afraid I don’t usually take young single gentlemen.’ She saw Daisy and the girls and her face cleared. ‘But as I have a family staying, I expect it will be all right. You don’t mind children?’
         
 
         ‘Not at all.’ He looked round and smiled. ‘We’ve already met, on the ferry. I’m a schoolmaster. I’ll be out walking most of the time, anyway. I hope you can give me a packed lunch and tea, Mrs Anstruther?’
         
 
         ‘Of course, sir, and there’s plenty if you want to stop in for lunch now. Here, will you sign the guest book, please?’
         
 
         Daisy and the girls went up to their rooms to tidy themselves. A few minutes after they came down to the dining room, with its cheerful chintzes and its bay-window view of the inlet, the young man joined them. He was clad now in somewhat creased flannels, jacket and tie. He stood for a moment with his hands on the back of his chair, surveying the gate-legged table set for four, with a slice of melon at each place, a pitcher of lemonade and a basket of rolls in the middle.
         
 
         ‘Jolly good show at a moment’s notice. It looks as if I shan’t starve.’
         
 
         ‘You’re more likely to find your knapsack weighed down by your packed lunch and tea,’ said Daisy. ‘Do sit down. I’m Mrs Fletcher and this is my daughter Belinda and her friend Deva Prasad.’
         
 
         ‘I’m Donald Baskin. How do you do, ladies. Are you staying here for long?’
         
 
         ‘Two weeks,’ Belinda informed him. ‘My father’s coming on Saturday. We put the hermit crab in a rocky pool. It had seaweed in it and snails, and sea amenomes and little fishes.’
         
 
         ‘Pomatoschistus  microps,  I expect; the common goby. Good, I’m sure your hermit crab will live a long and satisfactory life.’
         
 
         ‘Mr Baskin,’ said Deva, her dark eyes round, ‘are you really going to walk all day, every day?’ 
         

         ‘I am indeed, Miss Prasad. You see, I work in London and it’s a great treat to me to walk in the beautiful countryside.’
         
  
         ‘Oh,’ she said doubtfully. ‘We went for a long walk this morning and my legs got very tired.’
         
 
         ‘Ah, but if you walk every day, you soon stop getting tired.’
 
         ‘Oh. Mrs Fletcher, are we going to walk every single day, when it’s not raining?’
         
 
         ‘I expect so, Deva. I thought we’d go up the cliff tomorrow. Now let Mr Baskin eat his lunch in peace.’
         
 
         ‘That’s all right.’ He helped himself to a home-baked roll still warm from the oven, and Belinda passed him the butter. ‘And this is all right! I haven’t had a chance to look about the town yet. The person who recommended Mrs Anstruther’s to me mentioned a hotel called the Schooner Inn. Do you know it, Mrs Fletcher?’
         
 
         ‘I’ve heard of it,’ Daisy said cautiously, ‘but until today it’s been raining since we arrived, so we haven’t done much exploring. The town’s tiny, though, more of an overgrown village, so I’m sure you can’t miss it.’
         
 
         ‘Ah. I thought I might pop in for a drink later. What have you girls been doing while it’s been raining?’
         
 
         ‘Playing games,’ said Deva. ‘Mrs Anstruther has lots. Do you know how to play pachisi? It’s an Indian game but it’s called Ludo in England.’
         
 
         ‘Yes, I know it.’
 
         ‘What about Halma?’ asked Belinda. ‘It’s best to have an even number of people, so poor Mummy didn’t play.’
         
 
         Mr Baskin grinned at Daisy, obviously guessing she had not been heartbroken at her exclusion. ‘I’ll be happy to challenge all comers at Halma this evening,’ he proclaimed. ‘If that will suit Mrs Fletcher?’ 
         

         Daisy agreed. After the morning’s exertions and an afternoon on the beach, the girls shouldn’t have enough energy to argue over every move, even if Baskin’s presence didn’t deter them. In the event, he played so brilliantly that he made Bel win one game and Deva the second, without either suspecting a thing. A clever man, Daisy thought, admiring his manoeuvres. She wondered if he would have given her the third game, had they played any longer. However, he went off for his drink.
         
  
         ‘Isn’t he a nice man, Mummy?’
 
         Daisy would have agreed wholeheartedly had it not been for his question about the Schooner Inn. Not that she had the slightest objection to his popping into a pub for a pint or a g-and-t or whatever his favourite tipple might be. But she fancied his frank bonhomie had suffered a slight eclipse when he mentioned the place.
         
 
         After Mrs Hammett, however unlikable, had added her warning to Mrs Anstruther’s, on top of Daisy’s uneasiness with the man himself, anyone in any way associated with George Enderby was to be mistrusted.
         

      

      

    


  

    

      
 
         
            CHAPTER 3

         
 
         The sun shone again next day. Once again high tide covered the beach, and Daisy had less difficulty than she expected persuading the girls to walk in the cool of the morning. They took the track leading away from the town, up onto the high cliffs.
         
 
         The track soon became a narrow path across wiry, sheep-cropped grass, or between thickets of blackthorn and heather, with occasional outcrops of rock. After the long climb, Bel and Deva enjoyed lying back in the springy heather, eating chocolate, while Daisy enjoyed the spectacular view, along with her share of the chocolate. She was eating for two, after all.
         
 
         The sea was an unbelievable emerald hue, dotted with white sails. Besides the girls’ chatter, the only sounds were an occasional distant baa  and the ecstatic song of a lark, invisible in the cloudless blue above.
         
 
         The girls soon recovered their energy and ran about exploring. Daisy sat on a fragrant patch of wild thyme and they brought her a miniature bouquet of autumn squills, harebells and pink thrift to tuck in her button-hole. Then Deva discovered what looked like a path down the cliff to a little cove. 
         
 
         ‘May we go down, Mrs Fletcher?’
 
         ‘Maybe there’s caves, and pirate treasure,’ suggested Belinda.
 
         Daisy surveyed the upper part of the path, the lower part being invisible from the top – if it existed. It started out relatively wide and smooth, but soon narrowed, the surface turning to uneven bedrock and shale. The outer side was open to a sheer drop of hundreds of feet to the deep green sea. Breakers frothed white at the foot of the rocky headlands on either side of the cove, where gulls and gannets circled and swooped.
         
 
         The urge for exploration upon her, Daisy might have been willing to tackle the path if she hadn’t been pregnant. As it was, she said, ‘We’ll see. When your father gets here, we might do it. Just remember that if we go down, we have to climb up again.’
         
 
         By the time they returned to the guest-house, rather late for lunch, the tide was on the way out. The girls were itching to go to the reappearing sands, where what had been a lively, rushing stream after the rains had now calmed to dammable dimensions. They were also ravenous, in spite of the chocolate, and did full justice to salad, cold meat and baked potatoes in their jackets, not to mention the plum tart with Devonshire clotted cream.
         
 
         Afterwards, they ran off to the beach while Daisy sat on over a cup of coffee. She ought to write some picture-postcards, but she had forgotten to buy any at the newsagent yesterday.
         
 
         Mrs Anstruther came in to clear the table, as Wednesday was her maid’s day off.
         
 
         ‘You look tired,’ said Daisy. ‘Sit down and have a cup of coffee with me. Give me an excuse not to move.’
         
 
         ‘Well, I will, then.’ Mrs Anstruther took a cup and saucer from the sideboard and joined Daisy at the table. ‘To tell the truth, I didn’t sleep too well last night.’
         
 
         ‘Worry?’
 
         ‘I shouldn’t’ve said what I did yesterday.’
 
         ‘About George Enderby? You weren’t the only one to warn me against him.’
         
 
         ‘It’s a small town.’ Stirring into her cup a spoonful of coloured coffee crystals, she stared despondently into the swirling liquid. ‘I suppose everyone knows about him and me.’
         
 
         ‘No names were mentioned. No women’s names, I mean.’
 
         ‘No?’ Mrs Anstruther perked up momentarily, then her shoulders slumped again. ‘But someone’s bound to know. Someone will decide Peter ought to know. If it was winter, I could go up to London to meet him. At least we’d have a couple of days together before he finds out. But with all three rooms let, I can’t desert my guests.’
         
 
         For an alarming moment, Daisy found herself on the verge of offering to run the house for a couple of days in the absence of the landlady. She caught herself just in time. If it had been only her and the girls, she might have, but with Donald Baskin in residence and Alec arriving, it simply wouldn’t do. Besides, Mrs Anstruther did most of the cooking, and Daisy had never progressed much beyond scrambling eggs. Instead, she offered a wordless murmur of sympathy.
         
 
         ‘It seems like a bad dream now. He’s a cad. I can’t believe I ever thought he was charming, ever trusted a word he said. It’s no excuse, but I was lonely. Peter’s often away for months on end. I expect your husband comes home from the office every day in time for dinner.’
         
 
         ‘Actually, his hours are irregular and he’s often away for a few days. Never months, though.’ 
         
 
         ‘Is he a traveller? A commercial, I mean.’
 
         ‘No, a sort of civil servant.’ Daisy had seen all too often how people looked askance at the wife of a policeman. ‘The trouble is not so much how long he’s away but that I never know in advance when he’s going! My work helps me stay sane.’
         
 
         ‘Yes, that’s why I take in paying guests, apart from the extra money. But that still leaves the winters. What do you do?’
         
 
         ‘I write. Articles for magazines. Actually, I do a certain amount of travelling myself, though not often or for very long. So Alec has to put up with my absences, as well as vice versa.’
         
 
         ‘What about Belinda? Doesn’t she mind?’
 
         ‘If we both happen to be away at the same time, which doesn’t happen often, she usually goes to stay with a school friend. In fact, bringing Deva with us is intended to be a part return for Mrs Prasad’s kindness in taking care of Bel now and then. Of course, I get the best of the bargain, as the two of them keep each other occupied and leave me in peace!’
         
 
         Mrs Anstruther smiled. At least Daisy had managed to take her mind off her troubles for a few minutes.
         
 
         She decided to quit while she was ahead. ‘Speaking of peace, I must use mine to write some picture-postcards. I’ll just pop round to the newsagents.’
         
 
         ‘There’s a better selection at the post office. I expect you’ll need stamps, too.’
         
 
         ‘The post office it is, then.’
 
         ‘It’s just past the …’ Mrs Anstruther stopped, then appeared to brace herself. ‘Just past the Schooner Inn.’
         
 
         ‘I don’t suppose he’ll jump out and ravish me in the street,’ Daisy said lightly.
         
 
         ‘No, of course not.’ She shivered. ‘I’m beginning to turn him into a sort of bugbear. Do you know, I always do my shopping during licensing hours, when he’s indoors being the jolly landlord.’
         
 
         ‘That sounds to me like plain common sense.’
 
         ‘Do you think so? I feel so cowardly! You’re such a sensible person, Mrs Fletcher.’
         
 
         ‘Why subject yourself to coming face to face with the rotter if you can avoid it?’ Daisy finished her coffee and stood up. ‘I’d better get going or I won’t finish writing those cards in time for the evening post.’
         
 
         She went out the back way and down to the beach, to tell the girls where she was going. They were busy damming the stream with the aid of a couple of small boys and their father. The mother, knitting, looked on indulgently from a deck-chair. She smiled at Daisy and said, ‘I’ll keep an eye on them.’
         
 
         ‘Thanks. I shan’t be long.’
 
         Walking along the track, Daisy met Sid with his cart and bade him good afternoon. In response, he waved his holey hat and grinned, then he raised a rusty mouth-organ to his lips and gave her a verse of ‘Widdecombe Fair’ accompanied by a clumsy little dance. Daisy applauded. He bowed, and continued on his way.
         
 
         Daisy wondered what she should do if she met George Enderby. He hadn’t actually said anything overtly offensive to her. It had all been innuendo. Though his departure had been unmannerly, to cut him would lend too much importance to the brief episode. On the whole, she thought, a cool nod would do. She certainly wouldn’t fall into conversation with him again.
         
 
         Not that he’d want to talk to her, of course, now he knew she was encumbered with a pair of children.
         
 
         From the quayside, the main street ran uphill to the left. The newsagent was on the corner, next to a chintz-curtained tea-shop. Turning the corner, Daisy saw that the narrow, cobbled street was quite busy. She noted the contrast between the holiday-makers, women in bright cottons and men in blazers, and the residents in their staider everyday wear.
         
 
         Halfway up on the opposite side, the Schooner Inn’s three storeys loomed over its two-storeyed neighbours. An uncompromisingly rectangular building of grey stone with dark blue paintwork, it had a somewhat forbidding aspect relieved by window-boxes overflowing with scarlet geraniums. Over the door hung a gold-lettered sign on which a two-masted ship with triangular sails cut through an improbably blue sea. The door and windows were all wide open on this warm summer afternoon.
         
 
         Just beyond, Daisy saw the post office, its letter-box and telephone booth echoing the red of the geraniums. Crossing the street, she heard a buzz of voices from the hotel’s tap room. It sounded as if George Enderby had married into a flourishing business.
         
 
         The post office turned out to have a small lending library as well as postcards and other stationery. After choosing half a dozen postcards, Daisy spent some time browsing through the books. She selected a couple for herself and a couple she thought would appeal to the girls, paid the cost of a two-week subscription, and stepped out into the street.
         
 
         The public bar next door was quiet now, lunchtime licensing hours over. Three men stood chatting on the front step, two visitors and an aged inhabitant.
         
 
         A laden hand-barrow came up the hill. Daisy recognized the man pushing it as the porter who had taken the baggage from the quay to Mrs Anstruther’s when they arrived on the motor-ferry from Abbotsford, the nearest railway station. A couple and three children followed the barrow. It stopped in front of the Schooner Inn and the three men on the doorstep moved aside.
         
 
         As Daisy started to cross the street, a raised female voice came through the window from the bar:
         
 
         ‘No, you are not going for a bloody walk! It’s Mrs Penton’s day off, as you’d know if you took any interest in running the place, and you can bloody well stay here and help clear up for once. Your farmer’s daughter will just have to wait!’
         
 
         The two visitors looked at each other with raised eyebrows and grinned; the ancient shook his head forebodingly; the newly arrived couple paused, taken aback, then the man shrugged and said, ‘We’ve booked rooms,’ and turned to the porter. At the same time, Daisy heard George Enderby’s placatory voice within, but not what he said.
         
 
         His wife’s response was all too audible. ‘Oh yes, I know about her. You didn’t really imagine I didn’t, did you? And she’s not the first, by a long way!’
         
 
         On the other side of the street, a plump young woman with a shopping basket had stopped, turning an aghast face towards the hotel. Now she hurried on, her head bowed so that her expression was hidden by the brim of her hat. Oh  dear,  Daisy thought, another  victim.
         
 
         ‘Oh, I’ve given up caring about them,’ came Mrs Enderby’s strident voice again. ‘The poor fools were taken in just like I was. They soon find out how much your sweet talk is worth, don’t they? As long as you pull your weight, I don’t give a damn any more. But you’ve started to skive off and leave the work to the rest of us, and I’m not putting up with it. The Schooner’s still in my name, remember. You do your bit or you can pack your bags! I—’ 
         

         At that point, the nearest window slammed down. Several people who had been transfixed, all agog, stirred into shamefaced life, including Daisy. The dismayed couple from the ferry shepherded their children into the lobby, nervously sidling from the frying pan into the fire. The porter carried their bags after them. The old man, cackling, hobbled away down an alley. The two men he’d been talking to exchanged another glance, their faces red with suppressed sniggers, and strolled towards the harbour.
         
  
         Daisy crossed the street, realizing too late that Mrs Hammett was standing on the opposite side.
         
 
         ‘There, what did I tell you?’ she said with all too obvious satisfaction. ‘Scandalous, I call it, washing their dirty linen in public. There ought to be a law against it. I’ve a mind to complain to the licensing authorities.’
         
 
         ‘I rather doubt they’d be interested,’ said Daisy, and hurried on, wishing she’d let the blasted woman fall, eggs and all.
         

         
             

         
 
         After tea, Belinda and Deva were so exhausted from their busy day that they were more than happy to lie on a rug on the lawn reading the library books. Mrs Anstruther suggested giving them an early supper and sending them early to bed.
         
 
         ‘That’s a wonderful idea!’ Daisy was quite tired herself. ‘As long as it won’t make too much work for you?’
         
 
         ‘Not at all. I can put together a shepherd’s pie in half a tick. Children usually like that. And there’s the rest of the plum tart for afters.’
         
 
         ‘Perfect. I don’t suppose you’d be able to sit down with me and Mr Baskin for dinner, would you? Not that I think he’s another George Enderby, but gossip does seem to fly in this place. It would be more comfortable, if you can manage it.’ 
         

         ‘I could‚’ Mrs Anstruther said hesitantly, ‘if he doesn’t mind. And if you don’t mind me getting up to clear and fetch between courses, Mrs Fletcher.’
         
  
         ‘Not at all. I’ll give you a hand. Just don’t ask me to cook or you’ll regret the results!’
         
 
         Donald Baskin returned from his day-long ramble just in time to change into his flannels, now pressed, for dinner. ‘No room for a dinner jacket in my rucksack,’ he apologized. He professed himself delighted to have the landlady dine with them. ‘But what about the girls?’ he asked.
         
 
         ‘They’re already fast asleep,’ Daisy told him. ‘You won’t have them inflicted on you this evening.’
         
 
         ‘Oh, but I enjoy them. I’m a schoolmaster, as I think I told you. After hordes of little boys, it’s very interesting to spend some time with two little girls.’
         
 
         Over cream of mushroom soup, followed by fresh-caught mackerel and then lamb cutlets with new potatoes and peas from the garden, they talked about Baskin’s school and what he’d seen on his walks about the countryside. Mrs Anstruther introduced the subject of Daisy’s writing, which interested him. But over the summer pudding, he reverted to a topic the ladies would much rather have avoided.
         
 
         ‘The Schooner seems like a friendly pub,’ he said. ‘It was full of both local people and visitors when I dropped in last night. Have the Enderbys owned it long?’
         
 
         ‘Nancy’s grandparents built it,’ said Mrs Anstruther, ‘and her father left it to her when he died, her being the only child. To tell the truth, I think she found it a bit much to cope with on her own, before she married. It was getting a bit run-down.’
         
 
         ‘When was that? They’ve had enough time to do it up very nicely.’ 
         

         ‘A couple of years ago. No, three. He came on holiday that summer, and next thing we knew they were married. Quite a surprise, it was. She hadn’t known him more than a week or two.’
         
  
         From the way Cecily Anstruther spoke, the look on her face, Daisy suspected George Enderby had not come to Westcombe on his own.
         
 
         ‘He just turned up out of the blue?’ Baskin asked. ‘Where did he come from?’
         
 
         ‘Do you know, I’ve no idea. That’s odd. He never talked about his past, except for a scar – a wound he got in the War.’
         
 
         ‘Where?’ Baskin flushed. ‘I mean, where was he fighting? What unit was he with?’
         
 
         ‘In Belgium when he was wounded. Wipers, he said – that’s what the soldiers called Ypres, isn’t it? He was in a tank, but I think they started as a cavalry unit. Would you like some more pudding?’
         
 
         Where was the scar? Daisy wondered. She hadn’t noticed one. Somewhere only a lover would see it, no doubt. Mrs Anstruther obviously didn’t want to talk about it, as Baskin realized at last. He accepted a second helping and told them funny stories about his War service in Mesopotamia, then took himself off to the Schooner for his pint.
         
 
         Just what was his interest in George Enderby? It seemed to Daisy more than idle curiosity. The obvious deduction was that here was another deceived husband, in search of his erring wife’s betrayer. But what did he hope to gain from finding him?
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