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      Molly Keane (1904–1996) was born in County Kildare, Ireland, and was sketchily educated by governesses. Interested in ‘horses
         and having a good time’, Keane wrote her first novel, The Knight of Cheerful Countenance, to supplement her dress allowance. She used the pseudonym M. J. Farrell ‘to hide my literary side from my sporting friends’.
         Between 1928 and 1961 Molly Keane published ten novels under her pen name, novels in which she brought acuteness and good-tempered
         satire as well as affection to her portrayals of the ramshackle Anglo-Irish way of life. She also wrote several successful
         plays. The untimely death of her husband brought a break in her career which ended only in 1981, when Good Behaviour appeared under her own name and was shortlisted for the Booker Prize.
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      INTRODUCTION

      
      IF YOU are presently holding your very first copy of a novel by Molly Keane, then you are indeed blessed. You are, of course,
         unaware at this moment that you are standing on the threshold of untold delights and splendours, quite apart from all the
         glorious fun that awaits you. Fun is one of Mrs Keane’s greatest gifts; mixed in with the very gentlest of seasonings; malice
         smothered with charm. Oh! Indeed. There is malice here; but you’ll hardly know it, it’s like garlic in a properly cooked dish.
         Enhancing the flavour, never intruding brutally, sharpening your palate for what is to come.
      

      
      You will also be entering into an almost lost, practically forgotten world from which, eventually, you will emerge satiated
         by its pleasures and, I can only imagine, astonished to think that there ever was such a dotty place, and that it could exist.
         But exist it did. Such a world there was and, to some extent (hanging on by mere threads almost) such a world yet exists,
         in small pockets only, among the bogs and fogs of that desperately sad and troubled Ireland.
      

      
      Mrs Keane is well aware of this, she is a part of it, and always has been. She is well aware today of what once was, and is
         now lost, and she is adept indeed at total recall. For today’s reader (you), she sets down the oddities of speech, of place, of behaviour and of a pattern of life which died almost completely in 1939. In her words the twenties
         and the thirties come back to life again—they are vibrant, brilliant, sparkling, filled with glorious eccentrics so soon doomed
         to perish, almost entirely, for the rest of time. There is elegance, cruelty, mischief, beauty and the most acute observation
         of her fellows: nothing is false. All is as it was and indeed, as I have said, as it very occasionally still remains. The
         world of Molly Keane. Her world is observed with a clear, shrewd, cool eye.
      

      
      Presupposing that this is your first voyage of discovery, it is essential that I offer you a little of the author’s background. So much has already
         been written about it that I shall merely give you the barest facts and content myself, and you, with those.
      

      
      For many years Molly Keane wrote under the pseudonym of M. J. Farrell (a name she cheerfully took from a public house) for
         family reasons. Writing books, especially for a woman, was not considered to be “quite the thing” in those early days, especially
         in the “set” in which she spent her entire youth; the huntin’ and shootin’ (but above all the huntin’) gentry of that exceptional
         race—the Anglo-Irish. They were a peculiar lot: arrogant, idle, rich, impoverished, horse-mad, snobs, inbred, wild and uninhibited,
         almost entirely isolated in their class and their soggy green land. Europe and, for that matter, England were vaguely “over
         there”, and that meant a beastly, if not dangerous, voyage across the sea. That voyage was not a welcome idea and was taken
         only under great pressure.
      

      
      The Anglo-Irish preferred to remain in their crumbling mansions in the mists, living for the next “meet”, the next cry of a horn, the next sound of baying hounds. Their
         lives were ruled almost entirely by the “bullfinches”, spinneys, copses, and plough, the dreaded wire in the hedges, and the
         stink of wet dogs, the smell of Proparts Leather Polish, the cut of a pair of breeches, the shine on a boot. Their reading
         matter, if they ever read anything, was The Field, Country Life and, of course, Horse and Hound. Occasionally they had a look at Surtees.

      
      That was all Above Stairs. They were a little more odd below. Molly Keane wrote her very first book to augment her slim dress
         allowance at the age of seventeen. It was called, The Knight of the Cheerful Countenance. It was a success. She went on to write ten more novels and a few plays between 1928 and 1952, all of them greatly appreciated
         by an unknowing readership who thought that Farrell was a regular huntin’ fella. Then tragedy struck. Her beloved husband
         died, she put aside her pen, and only picked it up again in 1981 to write what was to become her masterpiece Good Behaviour. This caused such a clamour of delight and awe, particularly in a whole new generation of readers who had missed out on her
         work before, that she was instantly back, as she might say, “in the saddle again”. And in full command.
      

      
      A chat show host who spent time with Molly Keane told me that, as far as he was concerned, people were “either drains, sapping
         your energy, or else radiators warming you to the centre of your being”. Mrs Keane, he reckoned, was the most glorious radiator
         he had ever encountered. I reckon he was right. However, beneath the brilliant and laughing surface lies a shrewd, wise and
         clever mind. A mind perfectly capable of intense and emotional feeling, aware of frailties and faults, and which all the time is tirelessly, almost relentlessly, assessing and
         analysing character. She sets everything she finds on the page before you; should you miss one little subtlety, do not worry.
         You will discover a hundred others to delight you.
      

      
      Treasure Hunt is, perhaps, not Molly Keane’s greatest book. It started life as a play, and as a play it worked prodigiously well. She adapted
         it into a novel, rather than the other way around, as is usually the case. In spite of her clever mending, the shape of the
         play remains and is an added pleasure in a way, because it was, according to one of the best newspapers “the most diverting
         treasure hunt the stage has shown us for a very long time”. I saw it myself, all those years ago (1949 to be exact), and have
         never forgotten the sheer hysteria of that audience before a cast of dotty, beguiling grotesques. The play was as full of
         stars as the heavens, and a British audience, exhausted, despondent, rationed, taxed and still recovering from a savage war
         with all its terrors and deprivations, welcomed it with roars of delight. It ran for a year, a record now and a greater record
         then. Alas! Almost all of that rollicking cast have fallen from the bough: Sybil Thorndike as the amazing Aunt Anna Rose;
         Irene Brown as the splendid Mrs Cleghorn-Thomas; Alan Webb as Hercules; Milo O’Shea as the houseboy … These, and many others
         who glittered and gave life to Treasure Hunt are no more.
      

      
      Anne Leon, who played the original “Veronica” is, mercifully, still with us, and when I asked her about the show she cried
         out in delight:
      

      
      
      
      
         “Oh! What joy it was, every single performance, and what a dear little darling Molly was. So sweet, so funny, so gentle with
            us all, but, and it’s a big but, she was on the ball all the time and very much in evidence. Golly! How we all loved her. How we laughed.”
         




      
      “Dear little darling Molly” is as sharp as a box of knives, and her work is here to prove it.

      
      Has the work changed, you may ask, since her first effort at seventeen? No, frankly. Hardly at all. The lustre and detail
         are all there, only the caution of experience, the wisdom of age, the understanding of writing, of prose, of comedy-timing,
         and, above all, of tragedy and sadness, have given the works an added force. But the born writer who is Molly Keane has been
         altered relatively little by personal sadness and the rearing of a family. The long silence which she had to endure seems
         to have made her stronger, and she is restored to us quite intact, as if, in fact, she had never been away.
      

      
      Now to the story of Treasure Hunt. All Mrs Keane’s ingredients are to hand: the below-stairs staff, who open the book/play, all barking mad as apparently befits
         an Anglo-Irish household; the house itself, a great looming mansion spared from fire during the Troubles and now slowly crumbling
         into ruin; the owners, now impoverished by war and the almost Civil War they have had to endure, and almost as deranged as
         their staff. Consider ageing relatives living on, behaving just as they always have, that is to say, as children. And pretty
         naughty children at that. The chief character really is as mad as could be—beloved, funny, absolutely barmy Aunt Anna Rose
         who spends most of her time in a sedan chair, happily convinced that she is on the Orient Express and that she is on her way to glorious places. She also has a “terrible secret”,
         which she doesn’t reveal until Mrs Keane thinks it wise for her to do so. And there is a lost cache of jewels, the subject
         of the treasure hunt, of course, and English Paying Guests which the family are forced to entertain in order to make ends
         meet in the crumbling and almost unplumbed great house.
      

      
      And so we have the cast and the setting. What Mrs Keane does with them is nothing short of miraculous. As I have said earlier,
         she kept a packed theatre crying with joy and laughter for a year. I see no reason why she should be less entertaining and
         wickedly funny for you for years to come. You have in your hands, at a reasonable price, the work of a Master Writer, although
         I am pretty sure that she’d scoff at such a high falutin’ description of herself. But go ahead: step into wonderland and you’ll
         see that I am right.
      

      
      Dirk Bogarde, London, 1990

   



      
      
      1

      
      THE ARMOURED cat’s face of the house withheld itself entirely from the afternoon—the house was high and square, built of stone blocks,
         rough cut like fish scales, but the cut stone round all the windows fine as skin. The windows stared hollow-paned, stony-browed,
         into afternoon. They had stared into about two hundred September afternoons, so what was there different about this one?
      

      
      The sun struck into the cold face of the house, compelling from it an unwilling beneficence; it poured over the great flat
         width of limestone that bridged the area opposite the hall door; five cut stone steps, steps shallow and unostentatious, with
         a pretty low curve of wall, led up to this kind space; children and drunks protected from the drop to the area below by elegant
         iron railings, tidy as hairpins in a box. Over the narrow door the family arms, Leda and her Swan, were warmed by the sun
         in their stone embraces. The hall door was open. The sun poured through, spreading inwards. There was no movement anywhere
         at all. The house was empty. In the absolute quietness a robin, sheltering somewhere in the box hedges that buttressed the
         front of the area, sung and stopped. Empty glasses were set down on the low stone wall of the steps, and any quantity of freshly
         drawn champagne corks lay about on the gravel among the wheel tracks of cars that had come and turned and gone away to-day.
      

      
      Within the hall a fire burned in its high, basket grate, fighting for its life against the sunlight. In its heat and that
         of the sun a tremendous smell of flowers filled the air. It plunged down to the hollow of the house and, warming itself there,
         floated upwards again in oily drifts—chrysanthemums were the base of the smell, but stephanotis and lilies and roses defeated
         this country, turpentine breath. For all the feel of being within a great tent or bell of scent, there was not a flower to
         be seen except, lying on a table, one bridesmaid’s sheaf of red carnations, dozens and dozens of carnations sinking against
         one another and into one another like feathers on a great bird, and stretched out vibrant on florist’s wire. It lay in shadow
         on the table, the air coloured red near it and the sun lying down like a dog on the steps of the stairs behind it.
      

      
      *     *     *     *     *

      
      From the back of the house the silence was broken by the sound of running steps, loud and insistent in their haste—someone
         in a ferment of hurrying—something to be done against time. One of the mahogany doors on either side of the stairs burst open
         and a little man ran in, seized the sheaf of flowers in his arms and turned to hurry out again. He was a little, elfish creature,
         very slight, prettily sunburnt, with grey hair that curled like a drake’s tail at the back of his neck. He was as well made
         as a grey wagtail and looked as neat and clean. He was exquisitely dressed for royal Ascot or a wedding, and when he took
         up the great bunch of flowers the air of the grand gala about him was quite irresistible. The sheaf lay across his arm and as he looked down to make sure he was
         not crushing any of the flowers, pleasure and satisfaction suffused his whole attitude and shone from his great big (slightly
         blood-shot) blue eyes. He might have been just off to any romantic assignment. Even his age—he was spryly, skippingly sixty-eight—did
         not forbid the idea, for there was something healthy and living and sweet about him in his wedding suit which had so obviously
         been composed for him by the hand of a great master. The only original notes, which clashed so resoundingly as to be almost
         pleasing, worn by this neat and well-to-do piece of perfection, were a pair of black, rubber gumboots pulled on over his striped
         trousers. They were honestly needed, too, for they shone with wet above the ankles.
      

      
      “Master Hercules—Master Hercules, weren’t you well, Master Hercules?” a voice came calling up the passage behind him.

      
      “Yes. Coming, Beebee, coming.” He turned to meet her—a mouse-like, wispy devotee, anxious and loving, dressed in a black coat
         with monkey fur and a very jaunty dot of a black hat sitting far away from her long, worried face on the awful top of a permanent
         wave.
      

      
      “Oh, Master Hercules, you’ve run yourself into a perfect fever,” she said reproachfully. “What happened to you at all? I thought
         you were sick when I saw you leave the church.”
      

      
      “Couldn’t see my flowers anywhere,” he explained, “nearly dotty looking for them and a crick in my neck peering round—a bit
         awkward to turn right round in church, isn’t it? Then it just flashed into my mind I’d put ’em down here so everyone could
         see them, and I hopped it back by the short cut, ’fraid they’d miss the finale.”
      

      
      “Sir Rockerick’ll wait for us,” she said, and holding the door open, she followed him out.

      
      A staircase mounted strictly in a wide, single flight of steps which floated apart underneath a window, dividing itself into
         two exactly similar flights that climbed separately, flight beside flight, to the top of the house, gracious and superbly
         unnecessary.
      

      
      On either side of the stair foot mahogany doors opened into the back part of the house. On the right and left of the hall
         door two immensely high windows looked south-west. Six panes in each half window, their narrow, white slats marking a definite
         distance between room and outdoors. Through these windows everything was exquisitely, justly, far; not floating near and oppressive
         as through plate-glass.
      

      
      Nature’s lush hand was curiously absent in the outlook. Beyond the gravel sweep groups of trees grew in a field of particularly
         dark grass. The trees did not enclose the house, but had been planted at a distance which made their size and spread in relation
         to the house as right and exact as the relation of house to house in a street. Even the sheep fed in undisturbed, formal wreaths
         on the black-green grass. A slight, bluish mist, lolling distantly, suggested water, and in the later afternoon, movement
         and sound of water birds suggested quite a lot of water, so did two narrowly flowing stone bridges over which the avenue (in
         Ireland always the avenue) approached the house and disappeared towards unseen gates. There was not too much beauty to apprehend,
         to swallow all at once. The house, for the sake of its southwestern aspect, had turned its back on mountains as well as water; only a certain sharpness reminded one of mountain airs. Looking over the dark, park-like demesne, fields, only
         the round, bright cheeks of empty cornfields showed between the beech trees and the oaks.
      

      
      The hall was by no means a room to sit in—all its furniture was strictly that of an entrance hall—Sheraton half-hoop tables,
         a glass-fronted mahogany cabinet thin as a knife blade against the wall, rigid Empire sofas, their long bolsters rocks of
         good style and proportion. On the walls a flock paper had turned from peony to a warm tomato red, and all the portraits of
         ancestors and race horses hung still in their proper places; there was no peony square to show where a sale had been made;
         indeed, nowhere was there any sign of picturesque Irish poverty.
      

      
      Half an hour after the little gentleman and his follower had left the hall the house still kept its strange, soundless holiday.
         Not even a dog stirred or spoke. The two baskets on each side of the fire were empty. No draught lifted the smell of flowers
         or moved the day’s light dust that edged the tables nearest to the fire. The late September sun poured in with the priggish
         benignity of a fine afternoon succeeding a terrible morning. The four closed doors waited for the people of the house to return.
      

      
      They came back quietly yet hurriedly, entering the hall from the back part as the two first comers had done—three servants,
         dressed in their best. The anxious one with the tiny hat, then another who swam into the room with authority and splendour,
         a well kept silver fox fur on her dark grey coat, double-strapped shoes on her feet—she was the best cook in the countryside and knew it well. Then there was a young manservant of the kind which never quite outgrows
         being a boy. However much responsibility he may achieve he never achieves stateliness, or that kindly, worldly helpfulness
         of the good butler. Still in his belted mackintosh, he whistled now as he hurried across the room to the fire.
      

      
      “Willy!” The anxious one reproached him, a suggestion of untold ceremony in her voice. “Hurry up, hurry on till we straighten
         the drawing-room before the cars get back from the church.”
      

      
      They moved across the hall, all three in a body, and paused before the door of the drawing-room. The only possible gesture
         was to fling it open, disclosing God knows what of bridal flowers, tables covered in presents of glass, china, leather; one
         felt silver cardboard bells were swinging silently, and great September arrangements of pink Belladonna lilies and rusty purple
         leaves matched against each other; across the room there would be lesser affairs of dahlias, rich michaelmas daisies, lavish
         and without prudery. But it was before the lilies that a bride must stand, with her groom of course, and her train wound flat
         about her feet like a water lily leaf or a python’s head on the floor. …
      

      
      The pause outside the door developed into a hesitation before the confident woman in the fox fur threw it open. The scent
         of flowers met them in a warm rush like the room of the nursing home’s spoiled darling at visiting hour. But again there were
         no flowers to be seen, only this evaporating ghost of them. Like the hall, the drawing-room was as truly designed as any other
         eighteenth century room, the circle within the square, height the fair reply to width, windows uninspiringly right, decorations
         light and brief, fireplace plain, plaqueless marble, but pretty in size as a bare birch tree is.
      

      
      Within this shell four generations had struggled to obliterate each other’s efforts at furnishings and decorations, and to-day
         the outstanding features were Edward VII and George V. The good, red carpet, clear as an apple in colour and as thick and
         unworn still as the day it arrived from Waring & Gillow, belonged without doubt to the early 1900’s. So did the solid, white
         chintzes with their garlands of red and grey leaves, so did the muslin cushion covers with their fresh, fluted frills and
         embroidered shamrocks. Some aunt of the date had started the idea of lavender in long, thin bolsters sewn to the backs of
         the cushions. No doubt the hammered copper half-copula over the basket grate had been a gentleman’s contribution together
         with a good representative of the fender known as clubhammered; copper flowers on its black ironwork supports went very nicely
         with the copula. There were no pelmets on the windows—the curtains belonged to the nineteen-twenties. They were net and rep
         and silk and as sea a blue as baby blue is blue. Happily nowhere else in the room was this brave note of colour followed up.
         But the gay gramophone-playing twenties was again manifest in a large piece of Lalique glass, its opalescent glamour pathetic
         as an unfashionable tart, or the record of a tune called “Whispering.”
      

      
      The wallpaper was white moiré and closely covered in pictures all hung very high and practically no two at the same level.
         Here and there between the pictures, large and small plates from what was left of a blue, fish-scale Worcester dinner service
         hung on wires that looked as fine as cotton. Almost all the pieces of furniture in the room were collector’s pieces, in beautiful order, deeply polished, their glass doors bright and clear as water—thin, green
         water faintly altering the colours of the china and glass massed within. Through a Victorian glass-topped table one looked
         down into a perfect pudding of Battersea enamel boxes, little hearts and lozenges and oblongs, puce and white and apple green.
      

      
      The whole countenance of the room was warm with the affection of years; nothing had been entirely changed though changes had
         been made. Quite certainly it was not a party room or a room for the ladies of the house. Their men have always sat here with
         them. Here in the deep chairs, their backs faintly stained with hair oil. Piles of Racing Calendars and copies of the Field almost outnumbered the Tatler and the Queen; surgical instruments for pipes and a piece of wool embroidery lay side by side on a spinet. This was the room for the largest
         radio and the best fire. The men and women who lived here obviously liked to be together in a room facing southwest. Here
         they had quarrelled and made love, argued and made up, scolded and petted their children—beloved generations intolerable each
         to each.
      

      
      The servants who now disturbed the quietness went busily round shutting the open windows, mending the fire, setting urgently
         to rights everything except the two mahogany hall chairs (Leda and the Swan, tangled in the family crest, going on nohow on
         their backs) which faced each other six feet nine (a coffin’s length) apart in the middle of the room. The chairs were obviously
         out of their normal places and studiously ignored for lesser duties.
      

      
      The cook in the fox fur still stood by herself. This was not her province, and only a day of extraordinary exception brought her into it. She stood as one who knows her own power, strong and slightly contemptuous of the other two,
         as though she waited for some comedy or drama to unfold itself for her grim amusement. The anxious woman, on her knees before
         the fire, spoke first: “Hurry up now, hurry up with them two chairs, Willy.”
      

      
      The young man gave the chairs a distracted, ignoring look: “I must bring up my tea tray first, Bridgid—it’ll be no time till
         they are back from the church.”
      

      
      “And don’t forget an extra place for Mr. Walsh. He’ll be in to read the Will, I suppose,” the cook put in succulently, turning
         the business side of grief about in her mouth.
      

      
      Bridgid blew at the fire with little, whistling breaths. “It’s not draughting right at all,” she complained. “Oh, merciful
         God, wouldn’t a fire go against you above all times on a smart occasion like a County funeral? Move back your two chairs,
         Willy, between the two windows of your hall where they come from.”
      

      
      “I’ll not meddle them chairs and well you know the why.”

      
      She lost patience: “Ah, what ails you? Shift them quick now, boy, or I’ll tell it out what I saw you at on this sad and holy
         day, with our dear friend lying in his last bed, heaped high in flowers, drenched down in tears.”
      

      
      He ignored the first part of her speech. Tears indeed! He took her up—“The champagne flowed to-day and champagne and tears
         never flew together.”
      

      
      “Indeed,” said the cook sourly, “they drank the place dry.”

      
      “What matter?” Bridgid gave an indulgent laugh. “There’s always more where that came from. There’s always plenty in this place.”
      

      
      “Plenty of everything,” Willy conceded, “only petrol.”

      
      “Petrol, did you say? Petrol indeed”—the opening was irresistible—“’twas petrol for your motor cycle I seen you pinching from
         the holy hearse to-day.”
      

      
      “Well”—he did not deny the charge but admitted it with slight pomposity, mechanical male to witless female—“motor propelled
         vehicles won’t go on wind and water as you may have heard, Bridgid, and my cycle is the only reliable mechanical messenger
         in Ballyroden.”
      

      
      “Oh, listen to the big talk out of him and he wouldn’t put the two chairs even back in their places.” The cook paused as though
         waiting to put the final touch to a dish before she added: “Although it seems to me if fair’s fair the two chairs is in Bridgid’s
         drawing-room and by rights herself should shift them.”
      

      
      “Oh,” Bridgid turned, stung, “put them back yourself so, since you’re so nosy into other people’s business.”

      
      “I would too,” Mrs. Guidera remained standing like a rock, “if I’d met civility. I’m not so cowardly as some, listens to every
         old fairy tale and bad luck story.”
      

      
      “Oh, God between us and harm,” Bridgid and Willy were both shocked. “Some things,” he suggested bleakly, “are best left unspoken.”

      
      “Well”—she retained her crisp, queen pudding air—“thank God it’s not my place to lay a hand on them. All I came out of my
         own nice clean kitchen to say was—lay an eggcup and spoon for my Mrs. Howard’s tea. A fresh boiled egg never yet showed disrespect
         for a dear, dead brother and nothing goes to your heart like a lightly boiled egg in trouble.”
      

      
      “And what about my Master Hercules,” Bridgid struck in with nervous insistence, “who always fancies a scrambled egg in trouble?
         “
      

      
      Mrs. Guidera’s voice was like something coming out of a mountain, something quite small coming out of something monumentally
         significant. “If them two hundred hens laid two eggs a day between the lot of them the shock of it would finish them.”
      

      
      They accepted this without comment. Only Willy added plaintively: “What about Miss Anna Rose—my pet—she’ll need something
         very extra for her tea. Give her some nice little nicety.”
      

      
      “Chocolate cake is her favourite”—Mrs. Guidera ruminated, one saw the cake in her mind—“and I haven’t a crumb of chocolate
         with all the new English residents clearing the delicacies out of our grocers’ shops.”
      

      
      “Well, if that’s all’s troubling you,” Willy said, “I’ll give you a private little piece I have for myself—God love her, she’d
         want some little treat sometimes.”
      

      
      “Very well so, I must run.” Mrs. Guidera spun round with the horrid speed of a bull, and as she left the room she suggested
         coldly: “Sir Philip and Miss Veronica won’t want anything extra, I suppose?”
      

      
      “Ah, no, they’re hardy,” Bridgid passed them over in a tolerant, materialistic way. They were Bores and Strong Bores, too.
         It was in her voice.
      

      
      “Listen!” Willy held them all taut for a moment. “There’s a car.”

      
      They listened:

      
      “Are they back from the church?” they said. “Never so soon?” they said. “And we in our best hats.” They ran for it.
      

      
      “Girls, girls.” Willy tried to stay the panic. “Help me in with Miss Anna Rose’s nest first. She’ll have to get into her nest
         whatever”—but they left him, flying away to dress themselves in the correct garments in which to succour their Loves.
      

      
      Alone, Willy whipped off his mackintosh, folding it into a kind of parcel as he walked across the hall. He opened the door
         of a cloakroom, a darling little room where the sun poured in; it was warm as a hot-air cupboard or a nursery fender. Lovely
         tweed coats hung here, mature and delicate with age, their colours pale as barley stacks or foxy as bracken. Some were over-checked
         faint green, and in some there was a continuous frail note of blue in coat after coat—as though such eyes were to be flattered.
         There must have been fifty years of coats hanging here, well-brushed and cared for. And then the hats—there were three ironwork
         Victorian hatstands crowned by them—great, brandishing, iron arms hung like a winter tree with birds—supple, thin felts and
         velours, soft as birds’ breasts, and shallow, Lovat-coloured deer-stalkers and brown and white checked caps; and high on a
         shelf quite one hundred white boxes held more hats, hunting hats and town hats. Besides hats and coats and binoculars and
         shooting sticks and umbrellas there stood awkwardly and stupidly with the afternoon sun glaring in through its windows on
         the olive green leather buttoned with ivory buttons—a sedan chair. Its outside carriage work was perfect, its silver handles
         were bright, Leda and her Swan sprawled delicately on the doors. On the seat within lay folded neatly a very soft, very expensive, very modern green cashmere rug, neatly monogrammed.
      

      
      Willy gave the sedan chair a hopeless look before he stuffed his mackintosh underneath a round, frilled ottoman and ran in
         his neat blue suit to open the hall door. He seemed surprised to see only a thin, elderly man in an overcoat and muffler with
         a leather dispatch case in his hand. He looked ill and melancholy, but the melancholy seemed appropriate to an occasion rather
         than to an illness.
      

      
      “Good evening, Willy”—he spoke through an epoch-making cold in the head—“a sad day, boy, a sad day.”

      
      “’Tis. ’Tis a fright, sir. ’Tis a holy fright. Were you not in the church?”

      
      “No, Willy, as a matter of fact I’m only just out of my bed.” His voice was luxuriously plaintive, and as Willy helped him
         off with his overcoat, he bowed forward and sneezed disastrously.
      

      
      “Oh, Mr. Walsh, sir”—Bridgid came back into the hall, neat and decorous in her little afternoon apron and sprig of a white
         bird on her grey hair. She stood galvanised by the terrible sneeze, a basket of turf in one hand, a pair of gentle, jaeger
         slippers in the other. “Oh sir, what a dreadful cold.” She spoke as though it was a dreadful leprosy.
      

      
      “Yes, it’s quite nasty,” Mr. Walsh agreed proudly. “As a matter of fact I’ve been in bed with it but I felt,” he found his
         handkerchief at last and blew his nose, “under the circumstances, as the family solicitor, I should be here to read Sir Roderick’s
         Will to-day—so I defied my doctor and here I am.”
      

      
      “Of course,” Bridgid accepted the tremendous necessity, “it will be a powerful Will. But, oh sir, I wonder are you wise? Please don’t breathe near Master Hercules, will you?”
      

      
      “I shouldn’t dream of it, Bridgid,” he answered seriously. “And how have you been keeping through this sad time?”

      
      “Thank you, sir, not too bad. We eat all right—thank God. We got into our winter woollies this month—wasn’t that wise? for
         death’s a chilly thing—but as for our gumboots, we were as naughty about them, wouldn’t put them on till the coffin was leaving the house—that’s how we forgot our flowers”—she used the royal
         nursery ‘we.’
      

      
      “Well,” he spoke with charming sympathy, “I expect you’ve had the worst of it, keeping him going.”

      
      “Oh,” she was delighted, “only for my heart and the tricks it plays on my legs, I wouldn’t mind.”

      
      “It’s weights kills her.” Willy spoke. “And that reminds me, sir—would you ever give me a hand in with Miss Anna Rose’s nest?”
         He opened the cloakroom door again, displaying the sedan chair in all its beautiful awkwardness.
      

      
      “Certainly, certainly,” Mr. Walsh was pleased to be of any help. He and Willy fitted the shafts into the chair and carried
         it between them across the hall to the drawing-room, Bridgid clucking gratefully along beside them, pleased by the proper
         importance shown towards her bad heart.
      

      
      Mr. Walsh seemed to know as well as Willy where in the drawing-room the chair should stand. They placed it one window towards
         the sun and one towards the fire, on a small square of unfaded carpet into which it fitted exactly. But for this rather more
         purple square the carpet might have been laid down the week before.
      

      
      
      Now Willy fussed cosily; he ran off and came back with a bow and arrows in one hand and a telephone, the tall kind, with two
         separate earpieces and an enormous quantity of wire flex, in the other. He worked away busily installing the instrument in
         the sedan, occasionally giving something to Bridgid to hold. Between them they led the flex under chairs and sofas until they
         had connected it with a similar telephone to the one in the chair, which stood on a small table near the fireplace.
      

      
      The bow, a beautiful one made for grown up archery, and its quiverful were hung on a hook in the wall conveniently near to
         the chair.
      

      
      Mr. Walsh went to the fire, where he sneezed and shuddered and watched the work without comment or, indeed, much interest,
         until with a sudden jerk of memory he opened his brief case and took out a bunch of highly coloured folders on foreign travel—bunches
         of bananas and blazing blue skies. “I thought these might interest Miss Anna Rose,” he said.
      

      
      “Oh, thank you, sir—they will.” Willy accepted them with pleasure. “She hasn’t been abroad for a long time now and these look
         very nice with winter coming on, don’t they, Bridgid?”
      

      
      “Right enough, they’d liven a person up on a day like a funeral,” Bridgid agreed, looking them over with pleasure.

      
      “A great crowd at the church, I suppose?” Mr. Walsh questioned drearily.

      
      “Well, such a bedding”—Bridgid capped the pretty word with another as gay—“’twas only like a wedding, that’s all about it.”

      
      “That’s the wholely all about it,” Willy echoed reverently before he went ‘Ping’ on the telephone; Bridgid at the fireplace end, lifted her receiver and spoke into it, while she addressed Mr. Walsh.
      

      
      “In spite of the petrol ration there was a line of cars after him like a race meeting. All the new English residents in their
         V.8 Fords, and his own old friends from Lords to beggar men——”
      

      
      “Receiving you,” Willy hooked up his end of the instrument.

      
      “Well,” Mr. Walsh accepted the Lords, the new English and the beggar men, “when a man has lived so long and so hospitably
         as Sir Roderick Ryall, his friends should muster to say good-bye.”
      

      
      “’Twas royal,” Willy amended, “a real impressive funeral. And a very nice Bentley in it, too.”
      

      
      “What about the Bentley—the Bereaved,” Bridgid took it up, “looked beautiful—Master Hercules in his tail coat, bless him—Mrs.
         Howard, her black, of course, and the sables, she really looked very well.”
      

      
      “And my Miss Pidgie,” Willy struck a jealous note—“Quite the toff. All in black too, and her bird in her hat. Oh, she was
         in her elements and the right word for everybody.”
      

      
      “And the heir?” Mr. Walsh put in with a certain sly intention. “The new Sir Phillip.”

      
      “Drab and untidy,” Bridgid answered without hesitation, “and he looked very old. Not at all spry and stylish like Master Hercules.”

      
      “And Miss Veronica?” he insisted gently.

      
      “Indeed, I never remarked her, did you, Willy?”

      
      “Indeed, it’s easy to miss her—poor Miss Veronica.” An extraordinary lack of importance was apparent.

      
      “Poor Miss Veronica,” Mr. Walsh echoed with amusement, “except when she’s on a horse, then our poor little lady becomes a queen.”
      

      
      “Well, we can’t be always on a horse, and she hasn’t been out hunting since the war”—Bridgid was ready for that—“and no one
         should use the word ‘Queen’ to Miss Veronica while her mother is still going. Oh, Mrs. Howard is magnificent in looks and
         words and deeds. I suppose,” she indicated the brief case, “there’s a lovely little independence willed her in there. Sir
         Roderick was mad about his darling sister.”
      

      
      “What would you consider a lovely little independence, Bridgid?” Mr. Walsh asked interestedly.

      
      “Oh, some little dower house on the place where she could live cosy if poor Sir Phillip ever gathers a wife, and my Master
         Hercules along with her—you couldn’t part herself and the baby brother.”
      

      
      Mr. Walsh looked at the brief case and said nothing.

      
      “Of course, changes must come, I’ve known that.” Bridgid accepted the thought with toleration.

      
      “And what will happen to my pet if changes come?” Willy protested. “My pet doesn’t care for changes. Look, Bridgid, I can’t find her snail shells any
         place—you never threw out her snails?”
      

      
      “Oh, I had to, Willy,” she confessed it bravely, “they had Master Hercules’ stomach turned.”

      
      “Oh, Bridgid, it was our little all-in-all, our little museum. Some of them snails is very rare specimens, did you not know
         that?”
      

      
      “Oh, they smelt rare, all right.”

      
      “Well, I call that,” Willy spoke with considerable feeling, “a very common thing to say.”
      

      
      Mr. Walsh, leaning forward, hands clasped behind his back, camel-like, hollow-chested, relieved the situation. “I may be wrong, I’m deafened with this cold of mine, but I think I hear a car, am I right?”
      

      
      He was right. They rushed to the door, both glad to be relieved of the weight of argument. Before she went Bridgid spun back
         on her heel:
      

      
      “That boy is gone again on me—oh, young boys are fearful—Mr. Walsh, pardon the liberty, sir, but while I get a log for my
         fire would you ever have the goodness to put the two chairs back in the hall for me?”
      

      
      “Certainly, certainly, I know you’re busy.” Before her grateful eyes he laid a hand on the back of each funeral chair and
         carried them out to the hall. “I know it’s unlucky,” he smiled at her as he returned: he was not tricked. “But Sir Roderick
         would have the laugh of you, wouldn’t he?”
      

      
      “Oh, God rest him, he would.”

      
      She left him alone in the drawing-room with his back to the fire. He stood there looking regretfully about him as if he saw
         the smooth comfort of the room drowning before his eyes. As though he looked over a quayside and down into water and saw a
         new car underneath the water. He did not go out into the hall to meet the returning mourners—he stayed where he was quietly
         waiting and listening to the voices he knew very well.
      

      
      He heard the fluting, creamy boom of a woman’s voice like an amorous blackbird on a wet mid-may afternoon: “Oh, it all went
         beautifully, beautifully, such flowers, oh, such beauty and colour. …” And the charming, clear voice of a man whose ear would
         never hear a wrong sound. He would never have known which words could go wrong: “The Parson should have had the grass cut
         in the churchyard—mend him for a fool! Very wet, very wet. I’m so glad I wore my gummers. Idle chaps, these parsons. …” Then a light anxious young voice: “Aunt Anna Rose,
         you must change your shoes, come upstairs. …” This was answered by a voice as round and young as though it came out of a great,
         healthy baby: “Must I? Find Willy, my dear, find Willy. Ah, there you are, Willy. Now I’ll go. …” A strong, grave voice asked: “Is that Mr. Walsh’s
         car, Willy?”
      

      
      “Yes, sir. He’s within.” Willy sounded quite preoccupied. … “And how did you enjoy it, Miss?” His inquiry was tenderness itself.

      
      “Oh lovely, lovely.” The baby voice floated out in happy recollection. “Such fun. Lots of old friends. …”

      
      They poured into the drawing-room with the same sort of eagerness for bodily comfort with which one gets into a hot bath.
         The first through the door was the lady with the fluting blackbird’s voice—she had a tiny bird’s head, too, carried as prettily
         as a girl’s; it seemed to float in air like a fragment of a tune above her really vast body—she was enormously tall and fat—too
         fat—but she moved every part of herself with elegance, rough, not refined, elegance. All the assurance of a beauty was still
         here and unconsidered by a woman of sixty. When she took off her gloves she did it with enchantment. They were fine, expensive,
         pale chamois gloves of a very old-fashioned kind. They were as narrow as ribbons and immensely long wristed. The black hat
         on her little head fitted her as securely and as becomingly as if it had been nailed to her skull. She had enormous blue eyes
         like the little gentleman who had hurried in and out with his sheaf of carnations. He followed her now as she advanced, peeling
         off her gloves, on Mr. Walsh. Her voice caressed him as though of all men he alone could comfort her now.
      

      
      “Mr. Walsh, how kind of you to come. But how is your influenza?”

      
      “Better thank you, Mrs. Howard.”

      
      “Better? I’m so glad. Tots,” she turned to include the little man, “wasn’t it wonderful of Mr. Walsh, for Roddy’s sake and
         our sake to get out of bed to-day? People will risk their lives for us—so very kind.”
      

      
      “Not at all, Mrs. Howard,” Mr. Walsh disclaimed any high sacrificial motive, “it’s my business after all.”

      
      “How de do, Walsh? Very kind”—Mr. Hercules Ryall looked anxiously at Mr. Walsh and longingly at the fire. “But risky, though.
         I dread ’flu—dreadful thing—you don’t mind if I keep a little distance, do you? Fearfully cold, isn’t it?”
      

      
      A solid purposeful looking young man in a dark blue suit (no tail coat or other glamour) came into the room. There was something
         terribly direct about him. Although in features he was a blunt edition of his elders, he did not have that air of cosseted
         glamour which they wore with their clothes, without their clothes and under their skins. There was a commoner colour about
         him, about the strong way his hair grew, about his bigger bone (with all the flesh she carried, the tall woman’s bone was
         light as twigs on a wintry tree). The way he walked across the room was different, there was no grace, inherited, studied,
         or forgotten. There was no leisure or dalliance with amusing thoughts by the way—no anticipation of pretty thoughts, no time
         for anything but the direct approach. No tolerance of any halfway measures. It was as if he had missed some young easiness
         and joy. There was something useless yet valuable which had been cut out of his life. He was twenty-five. He had gone from school to war and from that to this inheritance. Now he shook hands warmly
         with the solicitor. “How are you, Gerald? You shouldn’t have come to-day really, old boy—rather rash.” The whole address was
         different from the previous royal approach. It was echoed by a little girl who followed on like a shadow. She, too, wore a
         blue suit and the grim, entirely joyless expression of an errand boy on a bicycle or a lady companion with a grievance. She
         carried a dark blue beret in her hand and her soft, mouse blonde hair was badly cut in the style before the style before last.
         “Your wreath was beautiful,” she said as she shook hands. “Uncle Roddy would have loved it.”
      

      
      “Oh yes—very, very lovely—our brother would have been so pleased—wouldn’t he, Tots?” Consuelo Howard spoke in an affectionately
         reminding voice to the little man. She was glad that someone besides herself had forgotten to mention Mr. Walsh’s sumptuous
         offering.
      

      
      “Oh, what? Oh, yes. Very cold. Very bad corner. I thought the horses were goin’ to be awkward, didn’t you?” He wasn’t attending.
         All he really wanted at the moment was to mesmerise Mr. Walsh away from the fire, so that he could warm himself up without
         catching Mr. Walsh’s cold.
      

      
      “No. Flowers, dear—wreaths.”

      
      “Oh yes—yes, Consuelo. Red carnations, I thought of—magnificent, weren’t they? Many a good dinner the dear old boy stood me
         and he always wore a carnation. My brother was out and away the best dressed man I’ve ever known.”
      

      
      Consuelo said with dark, joyous meaning: “I hope my orchids gave him wonderful memories too.”

      
      The young girl said with a quaver: “Mine was just a bit of white heather, made up into a horseshoe—just for luck.”
      

      
      “Quite unnecessary, my dear.” The mother’s rebuke was light but sure, “your Uncle Roddy will have the best in every sphere—I’m
         sure of it—aren’t you, Tots?”
      

      
      “I’m quite sure Roddy’s in the members’ stand now as always”—he spoke seriously—the pretty blue eyes clouding—“Royal Enclosure,
         most likely.”
      

      
      “Don’t make me cry. I see Roddy at Ascot when you say Royal Enclosure.” Consuelo smiled bravely. “Wonderful horses—wonderful
         weather—wonderful fun—wonderful—now there’s an idea——” Her voice left the classical summer poem as she stepped briskly towards the bell, a painted china knob in a gilt
         half circle—“wonderful champagne. Champagne, of course—the very thing for Mr. Walsh’s influenza.”
      

      
      “Please, no,” Mr. Walsh deprecated the idea, almost pleading against it.
      

      
      “Roddy would have wished it,” Consuelo insisted. “Wouldn’t he have wished it, Tots?”

      
      “He certainly would,” Hercules agreed emphatically, “specially if he was in range of these pernicious ’flu germs.”

      
      “We’ll drink a bottle to his memory before Mr. Walsh reads his Will and wishes for us all.” Consuelo turned the bell again
         most decisively. Almost before it had slipped back its little circle Bridgid was in the room with an armful of really dry
         sticks.
      

      
      “Bridgid, my dear, how thoughtful. We’re all chilled to the bone.” Consuelo glared at the huge fire burning like a tiger in
         the basket grate behind Mr. Walsh. “However, we mustn’t go near the ’flu germs, must we?”
      

      
      “Oh, God forbid!” She flung on the sticks. “Now, Master Hercules, let me take the boots.” She was down on her knees. He might have been a four-year-old child that one sits
         on a table and strips of its gummers and pull-ups.
      

      
      “And I’m very hungry, too,” Hercules said as he yielded up his boots. “Any Biccys left, Bridgid? I’d like a Biccy with my
         glass of wine.”
      

      
      “No more till Monday,” she told him. “I gave you the last three to take to church.”

      
      “Now, darling, champagne’s one thing but you really can’t eat biscuits at this solemn moment.” Consuelo’s reproof was sweetly
         done—“and I did think it was a little unnecessary to scrunch them quite so loudly during the Bishop’s beautiful address.”
      

      
      “My dear girl, I was so busy not scrunchin’ I almost choked myself.”

      
      “Oh Master Hercules,” Bridgid saw the whole picture, “and you in your lovely tail coat.”

      
      “Bridgid,” Consuelo said, “tell William a bottle of Clicquot ’29 and”—she counted—“one, two, three, four, five, five glasses.”

      
      “Champagne again?” The young man, Phillip Ryall, looked up. “Not just before tea for me, thanks.”

      
      The girl spoke in prim agreement. “Not for me, either, thank you, Mother.”

      
      “And quite honestly,” Mr. Walsh said, “I’d rather have a cup of tea.” He sounded dismally honest about it.

      
      “Well,” Consuelo spoke in a voice of sacrificial righteousness. “Well, you and I will drink it, Tots. We owe it to darling
         Roddy’s memory. It’s a debt we never can repay.” The room round them warmed in approval. The fire sprang through Bridgid’s
         extra sticks. The pictures glowed in their frames. Tiny landscapes lit, cold, pale engravings suddenly showed peachy red mouths, dust furred
         wintry white on the grotto blue of the monster plates. It was simply that the sun shone directly in at the windows, but it
         did it at the moment which agreed most perfectly with Consuelo’s resolution. Thoughts of tea seemed distinctly shabby and
         middle-class and disrespectful to the dead in contrast with the gold of sun and wine. “Let William know at once please, Bridgid.
         The Clicquot ’29 and two glasses. After that,” her pause despised them, “tea for all.”
      

      
      Unashamed and still standing in front of the fire, Mr. Walsh spoke to the young man: “Shall we get on with reading the Will,
         Phillip?”
      

      
      “Well, yes,” the boy agreed without fervour or sentiment of any kind apparent in his voice, “I suppose we’d better.”

      
      “My dear, why this undue haste?” his aunt asked gently, subsiding with that odd, rough grace she had, into a corner of the
         sofa.
      

      
      “Yes, yes,” Hercules agreed, “give William time to bring up a bottle—order, dear Boy, decorum: you modern chaps have no real
         sense of the occasion—most important.”
      

      
      “And another thing”—Mr. Walsh looked up from his papers—“Miss Anna Rose—I’m right, aren’t I, always Miss Anna Rose?”
      

      
      “Well, of course,” they said, “don’t dream of calling her anything else. … Surely you know her well enough. … She’d be off
         for an evening flight. … Good gracious, the idea. …”
      

      
      He went through their protests like someone swimming out to sea, his eyes at a distance. “Miss Anna Rose ought to be with us, I think. She is a Beneficiary, too—under her married name, of course. The Baroness——”
      

      
      “Hush, don’t say it.”

      
      “All right, all right, I wasn’t going to. But would somebody ask her to come in.”

      
      “One more thing,” Consuelo raised a staying hand. “You do know her favourite subject now?—travel, foreign travel.”

      
      “It’s just this new Peace that’s got her.” Hercules brushed the whole thing off with affectionate understanding. “During the
         war she felt terribly cooped up here; but she’s off to Moscow on Thursday—hopes to get a real peep behind the Iron Curtain,
         bless her.”
      

      
      “Berlin, Vienna, Constantinople, Petersburg, always Petersburg”—Phillip spoke more sweetly than he had done. “They’re all
         one to her. Veronica, be an angel and ask Willie to bring her down.”
      

      
      “Get her yourself, my dear: Willie’s busy with the bottle of wine.” Hercules was worried.

      
      “I’ll try,” she said sadly, “but it may be difficult and she did want to go and be a nesting swan before tea.”
      

      
      “Nesting in September!” Hercules’ little worried look became very upset. “She’ll be shooting pheasants in August next.”
      

      
      “Poor darling, she’s had almost too much fun and excitement for one day. A real funeral. Not just a bird in a matchbox,” Consuelo spoke with quiet understanding.
      

      
      “It’s just her age, Uncle Hercules,” Phillip comforted clumsily.

      
      “Her age, my dear boy, you don’t know what you’re talkin’ about. She’s not old. Never heard such a dreadfully silly remark.” He bounced a little on the sofa cushions. “I do wish William would bring up that bottle, I need it. Besides, it’s September. She shouldn’t be nesting now, it’s almost gaga. In March it’s perfectly reasonable, but if she does it now people may think
         her a bit odd. Ah,” he said, “ah, now,” screwing round his head as William came into the room with a trayful of glasses. “But the wine, the wine, boy, the wine.”
      

      
      Willy put down the tray and stood slightly stupefied in the doorway. “I thought you had the last bottle up here, sir. Three
         dozen left the cellar to-day and the cellar is dry to-night. Two dozen and eleven bottles they drank on the gravel sweep to-day.
         ’Tis paved in their corks.” He went out. There was something else on his mind.
      

      
      “But”—Consuelo spoke in a stunned voice—“I simply fail to understand. There’s always more in the cellar.”
      

      
      “Roddy really hasn’t been himself lately,” Hercules reminded her. “We must restock the cellar at once, Phillip. I’ll look
         into the matter for you. No trouble, dear boy. Really not. Lucky you have your old uncle to advise you.”
      

      
      “Awfully lucky, Uncle Hercules.” Phillip gave him an unexpectedly charming look. “I’m so sorry about the champagne.” And, as Willie returned with a little silver vase of flowers (the kind that once held gloriously
         common malmaisons and clipped into a Rolls). “Has anyone got a cigarette they could spare me?”
      

      
      There was a silence. Not a helpful kind of silence, and William spoke from the sedan chair where he had been hooking up the
         vase—generosity was a disease with him. “I could manage one, sir—if you’re desperate.”
      

      
      “Oh, thank you, William.” He was so pleased.

      
      
      “That makes ten you’re owing me now, sir.” William spoke gently and with every respect.

      
      “Remind me. Remind me. Please remind me. Got a match?”
      

      
      “Since there is no champagne”—Consuelo spoke with melodious chagrin, deploring the lack as another might deplore the need
         of bread, a practical necessity non-existent. “As there appears,” she amended, “to be no champagne, let’s get this business over and have tea—I’m quite faint—what are we waiting for?”
      

      
      “For Aunt Anna Rose,” Phillip reminded her. “Where is she, William? Not really nesting in November, is she?”

      
      “No, no, sir,” William smiled, “only waiting for a great big Poacher in the turn of the back staircase. She wants to dot him
         one over the head as he comes up.”
      

      
      “Only catchin’ poachers! That’s much better”—Hercules was delighted. “Well, go and be a poacher and get dotted, William. Anything to please her.”
      

      
      They sat around patiently and expectantly, a kind of subsidence calming them—she was all right … only poachers. … She would
         be here in a moment. Only Aunt Consuelo showed the slightest nervous tension. A sort of mild snapping feeling was going on
         inside her head. All this delay. Really, sometimes a little trying. However, bedtime for Aunt Anna Rose was not far off, that was one blessing. She glanced at her
         watch. Four-fifteen. Ah, not long till six o’clock—not long now.
      

      
      The door was opened by Willy as if for royalty, and as quietly and simply as royalty Aunt Anna Rose came in. She stood for
         a moment looking round at them and her eyes matched the voice that had floated out so buoyantly in the hall—they were huge,
         untroubled eyes like pools behind rocks. One always felt they were going to smile, to break out into some vital, turbulent expression; because although
         they were nearly as big, they were not really like a cow’s eyes. There was nothing out of the way about her except her prettiness.
         She was not teeny wee, she was not tall, she was a comfortable size—a comfortable size with grandeur. Her clothes added a
         romantic quality to her appearance. They were the clothes of nineteen hundred and seven without exaggeration. The skirt of
         her orchid coloured coat and skirt was long, but not to the ground. The coat was gently sloping down the shoulders and faintly
         egg-boilered at the waist. Naturally there was a certain amount of soft lace at her throat, but not a shred at her wrists.
         She wore little doeskin gloves with a wrist button—her pink palm bulged like a peardrop through the gap. She leaned on a thin
         duck’s headed umbrella with bright eyes. On her head she wore a particularly soft and becoming hat with a bird in it, a cross
         between a dove and a seagull, curiously complete throughout graceful wing-spread and soft breast, it was a bird not just feathers
         in a hat.
      

      
      “All sitting there condemning me to bed, I suppose.” She surveyed the group of her relations with tolerant humour. “I haven’t
         even had my tea yet. Have I, William?” she appealed, suddenly a little bit uncertain.
      

      
      “Not yet, miss. Where will you have it to-day?” Willy seemed to lean about her.

      
      “In the Orient Express.” She walked towards the sedan chair. It was the station walk, head high, looking anxiously for the
         platform number, for the right carriage, the empty one, the reserved corner seat with its face to the engine. One could almost
         smell the lovely smell of trains in the room. The romantic height of foreign trains was visible as she lifted her pointed shoe and held her skirt at her bent knee. She paused to say: “How do you do?” to Mr.
         Walsh, head over her shoulder. He might have been a friend at the barrier. “How do you do, Miss Anna Rose.” He waved. She
         smiled back and climbed up and settled in to her corner seat, put the papers that were on it beside her with her jewel case,
         too, and looked out from her window in the moment before departure to say as a last thought: “And if anyone wants to talk
         to me they can call me up on the long-distance in Budapest—eleven o’clock we should get in. Thank you so much, Porter.” She
         extracted air from the hole in her glove and tipped William. “Bed, indeed!” She wound up her window finally and pulled down
         the blind. Indeed, she was lost to them.
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