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  ››› This title is part of The Murder Room, our series dedicated to making available out-of-print or hard-to-find titles by classic crime writers.
  



  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder and the emerging science of detection; now we are obsessed with the

  forensic detail of violent death. And no other genre has so captivated and enthralled readers.




  Vast troves of classic crime writing have for a long time been unavailable to all but the most dedicated frequenters

  of second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing means that we are now able to bring you the backlists of a huge range of titles by classic and contemporary crime writers, some of which

  have been out of print for decades.




  From the genteel amateur private eyes of the Golden Age and the femmes fatales of pulp fiction, to the morally

  ambiguous hard-boiled detectives of mid twentieth-century America and their descendants who walk our twenty-first century streets, The Murder Room has it all. ›››
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            I have endeavoured in my book Tertium Organum to set forth the idea of the “long body” of man from birth to death. The term used in Indian

            philosophy, “Linga Sharria”, designates precisely this “long body of life. . .”


          

        




        

          	

            . . . What I saw was not his external appearance, but the whole of his life which flashed quickly before me. . . He was bigger than I had seen him, “longer” as I

            formulated it to myself, and in this “length” of his there was contained the answer to all the questions.


          

        




        

          	

            A New Model of the Universe:


          

        




        

          	

            P. D. Ouspensky


          

        


      


    


  




 







  PART ONE




  Chapter One




  ALICE TOOK OFF her jacket as she stood on the terrace and let the warmth of the June sun penetrate her thin blouse. The

  dogwood petals were fiery rose against a burnished blue sky. A sea-breeze stroked her hair, gently, as John used to do. It was the first time she had felt alive since his death, ten days ago.




  She looked at the glory of rose and blue and tried to think: Dear John, you’re part of all that now. . . . The thought wasn’t real. It would have been more real to hear his

  step on the stair, his voice calling: Allie, are you outside?




  The sun’s light became a stage effect without warmth or cheer. She turned and went into the empty house. You’ve put it off long enough. You must go through his desk now.




  Light lanced through a great window and gilded the broad, oak stair. She went up slowly, one hand on the balustrade. John, who no longer existed, was more real than the touch of sun-warmed wood.

  Reality was illusion now. The bright heaven and gaudy earth were a frail screen wearing thin, trembling on the edge of transparence. At any moment they might roll away like the Apocalyptic

  angel’s scroll. True reality was inside her own mind where John would live forever.




  In the shadows, at the head of the stair, sudden movement caught her eye. She gasped, but it was only her own reflection in the long glass that hung there. She hardly glanced at the stranger the

  mirror presented. A slender woman in cloudy white—John disliked mourning. A face oval and aquiline, framed in smooth coils of brown hair veined with grey at the hollowed, fragile temples.

  Thoughtful eyes set deeply under arching brows. A full mouth, sensitive and vulnerable. Is this I, this fine-drawn mask of tragedy? What has become of that high-hearted girl who used to greet

  me in the mirror?




  Through her mind slid a picture of that girl confronting an old man in an old-fashioned library. Father, I’ve waited a long time for love. I’m not going to miss it now, no matter

  what you say. In infinity that girl was still a part of the widow and mother that she was now. She could still see her father’s haggard face, so like her own as it was now. She could

  still hear the tired disillusion in her father’s voice. Love, Allie? Are you sure? You’ll inherit a fortune one day. This young man is nobody and never will be anybody.




  Years later in London, John and herself driving home from an official dinner at St. James’s Palace and John saying: You know, Allie, I wish your father had lived to see me now. He

  never really believed in me, did he? . . .




  She crossed the upstairs hall to John’s study and sat down at his desk in the glaring, unreal sunshine. An old desk, carved oak, with three large drawers and a drop-leaf: John’s

  personal desk, a wedding present to him from her own father. She knew there were no official papers here. The few he had brought to this house had been kept in the wall safe. The evening he died, a

  young man from the State Department flew up from Washington and carried them off in a padlocked brief-case, chained to his wrist. She had told him there were only personal papers in the desk and he

  had taken her word for it.




  The large drawers first. Notepaper, typewriting paper, carbon. Bank statements, cancelled cheques, receipted bills. All in order, each debt paid, each record filed precisely, as John did

  everything.




  In the pigeon-holes above the drop-leaf were a few current bills and unanswered letters. She wrote cheques to pay the bills. She dropped the letters in the scrap-basket. They were all from

  people who would have read about John’s death in the newspapers.




  Among the pigeon-holes were two small drawers. She and John had both kept old letters in the one on the right for many years. The telegram from John’s mother when John’s only child,

  Malcolm, was born nineteen years ago. Alice laid it tenderly aside to show to Malcolm, and lingered a moment over the letter that came next.




  

    

      

        	

          December 21, 1929.


        

      




      

        	

          My dear Alice,


        

      




      

        	

          You gave me a rose. Will you give me a great deal more? I love you. I want you to be my wife . . .


        

      


    


  




  She reached for the little drawer on the left.




  Her hand dropped as if it had been stung. John never locked drawers in his own home. There were no secrets in his family life. But this drawer was locked.




  She took her handbag from the table. There were two key-rings in it now—John’s and her own. For the first time since his death, she looked at his closely. Two front door keys, this

  house and the winter home in Washington. Three car keys—her car and his and the station wagon. One small key she had never noticed before. She tried it in the lock of the little drawer. It

  turned.




  Slowly she pulled out the drawer. Rubber bands, paper clips and a large envelope made of thin, foreign-looking paper, in a sickly shade of pale green. It was tied up like a package with rather

  dingy, red string. It was light in her hand. At first she didn’t see any inscription. Then it tilted in her shaking hand and graphite on its surface caught the sun obliquely with a faint,

  greasy grey sheen. There were five words, lightly pencilled in John’s small, neat hand:




  

    

      

        

          Papers Pertaining To Miss Lash. . . .

        


      


    


  




  Alice gazed at the envelope as if it were a coiled snake. The ugly green of the alien paper, the dirty, red string, the enigmatic inscription and the locked drawer—all fused in a flash of

  dismay. This is something John would have burned, if he had known he was going to die. Something he had to keep that he did not want anyone to see, even his own wife. Something scandalous. Or

  dangerous. . . .




  Destroy it unopened?




  Suppose she were wrong. Suppose it was something that John himself would have wanted her to know, now he was no longer alive. Something she should know for her own protection and

  Malcolm’s.




  When had she last seen the drawer open and empty?




  The last week in May, when she came up from Washington to supervise the spring cleaning of this Connecticut house. John himself hadn’t come up from Washington until June 1st. He must have

  brought the green envelope with him then. And only three days later he had died.




  Miss Lash. She couldn’t recall the name among their wide acquaintance, here and in Europe. But did she really know everyone John had known over there?




  Before her mind’s eye flashed a picture of the haggard face and grey temples she had seen in the glass a moment ago. Miss would be young and Lash would be English. A

  cloud of pale hair, skin dazzling as apple-blossom, mouth like a rose. . . . Or perhaps some refugee name shortened for convenience. Lashenskaya. Hair black as night, skin like moonlight, eyes

  darkly luminous. . . .




  They had been so many and so exquisite, those European women who had drifted through the embassy drawing-rooms with such effortless elegance in the old Paris days. Never once had John given her

  occasion for jealousy but that proved nothing. He would be careful to make sure that she was not hurt no matter what was going on. . . . Again her father’s voice echoed down the corridor of

  years: Love, Allie? Are you sure? You’ll inherit a fortune one day. . . .




  Did every human soul have one dark place that could not be shared with anyone else, however dear? There was a story of a Frenchwoman who wore a locket she never opened. When she died, husband

  and lover were together as the locket was opened, each fearing secretly that the other’s face would be inside, but there was the face of an utter stranger that neither man had ever seen

  before. . . .




  Miss Lash. Not papers pertaining to Sybil or Irina. The formality of discretion? John’s attempt to spare his wife’s feelings if she chanced on the envelope? No, initials

  would have been more logical for that purpose. This was a woman he thought of, automatically, as Miss, when he was jotting down her name on an envelope. It had a cold ring. The coldness of

  a disillusioned lover, confronted with unlovely, hysterical demands, or even blackmail?




  Why keep a written record of a purely romantic dalliance? John was no fool. He had the habit of discretion. He would want to spare his wife’s feelings. “Papers” suggested a

  dossier and that, in turn, suggested either blackmail or politics. But if John’s relations with Miss Lash were political her file would have been in the wall safe with other official

  documents. So it must have been a personal relation after all, unless . . .




  A frightening suspicion took form in her mind: unless it were both.




  Sexuality used to bait a political trap for John. A trap he himself had suspected before he died. That would explain so much. Suppose some political adventurer or fanatic were also an attractive

  woman. Suppose John believed her interest in him was purely personal. What bitterness for him, if he finally suspected the truth. He would not betray someone he loved to authority unless he had

  overwhelming proof. Some men might, but not John. Yet he would feel he must keep some record or evidence of his suspicions, in case he discovered later that they were true. He wouldn’t dare

  keep such evidence with his official papers. Other officials had access to those. And he wouldn’t want his wife to know anything about the situation either. What could he do then, but lock

  the evidence in a drawer of his own desk and keep the key on his key-ring?




  These possibilities would not have occurred to most women, she knew. But John’s first European appointment had taken her into a strange world where people were rarely quite what they

  seemed, and ever since that world had been a part of his life and hers. The waiter who thanked you so deferentially for your tip might be a former general now high in the ranks of the secret police

  who had gone through your bags when you first entered the hotel. The attaché who danced so gracefully might spend his working hours breaking the cipher your husband used for confidential

  messages. Even your fellow-American, the newspaper correspondent who had such a fund of witty stories, would think nothing of copying any private notes of your husband’s he could lay his

  hands on, if they would provide thrills for his readers at home.




  Europe between wars was a masked ball where tyrants posed as popular leaders and popular leaders became tyrants, where pacifists sought war and warriors prayed for peace. A world of agents and

  informers who were careful not to let their right hands know what their left hands were doing. In the foreign service, you shook the right hand and pretended not to feel the left hand probing your

  pocket for loose change or classified documents. . . .




  With sudden decision, Alice realized that she did not have the strength to destroy this envelope unopened. She was in her forties. She might live another forty years. She could not live all

  those years with this torturing uncertainty.




  Perhaps there was nothing of real importance in the envelope after all. Perhaps she would find peace and trust again after one glance inside.




  Her trembling fingers fumbled clumsily with the knot in the red string. It was several moments before she could get it untied. The string slid away in a writhing coil with the horrid agility of

  a worm: her nails clawed at the flap of the envelope. It was unsealed. As it opened, she was aware of a faint, unfamiliar scent, heady and tantalizing. She lifted the open envelope and looked

  inside.




  It was empty.




 








  Chapter Two




  TEARS STUNG HER eyes, but she sat still, forcing herself to think. Was she just too late? Had someone else managed to open

  this drawer in the ten days since John’s death? But who would want papers pertaining to Miss Lash among the few who had had the opportunity to take them?




  Could John himself have destroyed the papers before he died? Not likely he would leave the empty envelope with its tell-tale inscription and its string re-tied. Could it have been Malcolm, after

  John’s death, trying to spare his mother an ugly discovery? Malcolm wouldn’t have any reason to re-tie the string either and he certainly wouldn’t have left the envelope there to

  torment her. That must have been done before John’s death by someone who wanted John to think the papers were still there if he opened the drawer looking for a rubber band or a paper clip,

  without opening the envelope itself.




  Who then? The staff of the Washington house was on vacation. Here in the Connecticut farmhouse there was only a middle-aged cook, recruited from a village that was ten thousand light-years

  removed from John’s world. It simply couldn’t be Adelaide Hite. She had granite standards of probity and she wasn’t stupid enough to be used as a tool by someone else.




  Neighbours? There were none, but the Cushings, Byrd and Betsy and their daughter, Jean. Byrd was John’s oldest friend. As boys of fifteen in Arizona they had enlisted in the cavalry

  together, lying about their age. After the Army experience they had drifted apart, but when John and Alice flew to Europe on their honeymoon, John had discovered Byrd piloting the plane, with the

  same cool, skilful daring he had once used to break wild horses. John became Byrd’s lawyer then and, later, when John first went to Washington as a young assistant secretary, Byrd was his

  right-hand man. But Byrd soon got out of the Washington rat race by marrying Alice’s cousin, Betsy Talcott, and using her money to back an aeroplane designer. It was fortunate because Byrd

  might have been a rather embarrassing asset to an ambassador as cautious as John became later on in Europe. No one could have been less fitted for conventional diplomacy and political intrigue than

  Byrd. Alice thought of him as the last of the Rough Riders, absolutely direct and irresistibly impetuous, crashing through protocol and red tape at a gallop with a glint of wicked humour in his

  handsome, black eyes.




  That straight, impulsive nature was better suited to the business world, where Byrd had doubled Betsy’s money by the time he retired and the Cushings settled in Connecticut to be near

  John’s summer home. Byrd had been out of politics for twenty years, out of business for nearly ten and spent his leisure breeding horses. He wasn’t involved in John’s Washington

  life at all now.




  Neither was Betsy, Alice’s favourite cousin, placid Betsy, who would have been beautiful instead of merely pretty if only she had had a spark of Byrd’s fire in her nature.




  Jean, their only child, was Malcolm’s age, just begun at college, as wholesome as Betsy and as direct as Byrd. The answers to Alice’s questions couldn’t be found among these

  three. It was simply impossible to imagine any one of them stealing papers from John’s desk.




  But who else could it be? There were no other friends or neighbours here, no other house in any direction for several miles, except one little cottage that was for sale and, so far as Alice

  knew, it wasn’t sold or even rented to anyone at present.




  So the answer wasn’t local. Some stranger, probably someone Alice had never seen or heard of, must have come here to steal the papers pertaining to Miss Lash. In this house, on summer

  days, five doors and Heaven knew how many French windows stood open to sun and flower-scented air. Anyone from anywhere could walk in and help himself to the papers in the green envelope providing

  he knew where to look for them and how to pick a simple lock. Anyone from Washington or New York or Berlin. Or Moscow . . .




  A step on the stair snapped the thread of her thought. There was something furtive, almost guilty, in the quick movement of her hand—thrusting the green envelope and dirty red string back

  in the little drawer, slamming the drawer shut.




  She would never know what this was all about. Perhaps it was better that way. She must push the thing out of her mind as firmly as she had shut the drawer. She must not let it tarnish her bright

  memories of John. There was still a reason to go on living—John’s son, Malcolm.




  She looked up and saw him standing in the doorway. At nineteen all his growth had gone into height. He was slender and supple and boyishly unconscious of his own grace as he lounged in the

  doorway, sunshine glancing from hair like polished sandalwood.




  “Did I leave my racket in here? Mother! Tears?” He came forward to take her hand.




  She pressed his knuckles against her cheek and forced a smile. He must not guess that there was a new bitterness in the taste of her grief. She rose.




  “Forgive me. I know it distresses you.”




  “Never mind me—if it makes things easier for you to cry.”




  “I don’t believe it does, really.” She took out one of the fine handkerchiefs she had got in London before the war and dried her eyes. “Let’s talk about you,”

  she said. “Charles Morgan has written me that he can make a place for you in his Department when you’re graduated. Interested?”




  He frowned “Government? I think not. I saw what it did to father.”




  “What do you mean?”




  “It hardened him. The mean jealousies, the back-biting and gossip.”




  “There was never any gossip about your father.”




  “How do you know?” He laughed indulgently. “The victim’s wife is always the last to hear.”




  “And the victim’s son?”




  “People say things in front of the young as if we were all deaf. Of course the worst they could say about father was that his mother talked like a fishwife.”




  “Malcolm!”




  “Didn’t you know? Not that you really cared! You never liked Grandmother Hazard, did you?”




  “There’s always a certain strain between wife and mother-in-law, but—”




  “Be honest, mother! She was an old harridan and you know it. All father’s brains and gentleness came from his father. The drive and ambition came from his mother. Now my mother is

  much too sweet and sensible to have made me ambitious so I shall never be a famous man like father.”




  “What will you be?”




  “I dunno. I’ve been offered a job as language instructor at Drake when I graduate.”




  “Instructor!” She was appalled. “You’ll find plenty of gossip and back-biting in academic life and the salary is microscopic. Even a full professor’s wouldn’t

  seem enough when you married. But, of course, it’s too soon to think of that now.”




  “Is it?” Malcolm’s fair skin always flushed easily, but why should it flush now? Alice knew this was delicate ground. A mother could make a thousand mistakes if she were blind

  or intrusive, but wasn’t he inviting her questions now?




  She picked her words carefully. “I have sometimes rather hoped that you and Jean—”




  “Jean?” He laughed. “You know we’re more like brother and sister than second cousins and we’ll never be anything more to each other.”




  She had the wisdom to wait for him to go on, but the moment had passed. The mention of Jean seemed to have killed his urge to confide in her now. Or perhaps there was nothing to confide yet.




  He picked up his racket and started towards the door. His manner was elaborately off-hand as he said: “I’ve a new friend I’d like you to meet. You’ll like Cristina. She

  plays a neat game of tennis—almost as good as a man’s. She’s downstairs now.”




  “Bring her up at once.” Alice smiled heroically. This was one moment when she must not fail her son—hard as it might be. They always did it, of course. They always sought the

  stranger, the unknown and adventurous, and went blindly past the daughter of old friends. After all, she had done the same sort of thing when she married John.




  Malcolm had gone. She stood waiting for the first sound of returning footsteps, one hand clenched over a tight ball of damp handkerchief. This would never do. She must relax. If only John were

  here to judge and advise . . .




  Footsteps, at last, and young, light voices. They stood in the doorway—Malcolm and a girl. No, not a girl ; a woman with the used face and cool assurance of experienced maturity. She had a

  ballerina’s body, muscular and supple, and Tartar eyes—slanting, dark, brilliant and pitiless as the eyes of a hawk. Her swarthy skin was set off by a stark white tennis dress and

  scarlet lipstick.




  “Mother,” said Malcolm, clearly and happily. “This is Cristina Lash.”




 








  Chapter Three




  SHE WAS STUNNED by the blow, but it did not fell her, or even shatter her outward calm. Crisis had been her daily bread for

  years. There had been moments of physical danger. More often it was simply the crushing weight of a responsibility that must be borne with grace as well as courage. The sum of all her little words

  and gestures was not little at all in its effect on John’s work as his country’s representative. There could be no failure of nerve, no yielding to fatigue or temper or any petty thing.

  She could never stammer or stumble, never be embarrassed or at a loss for the right word, never indulge herself in the luxury of being tactless or mean or vain. In short, she could never relax her

  self-control for an instant.




  This experience had created habits as strong as instincts. Now those habits took over, moving a facsimile of the real Alice through the appropriate words and motions, while Alice herself stood

  to one side, numb with shock and fear.




  Lash was not really a common name. It could hardly be coincidence that a Miss Lash should walk into her life so soon after she discovered the green envelope inscribed with that name in

  John’s writing.




  Alice studied the bold, coarsely handsome face, the frank curves of muscular thighs under a scant tennis skirt. Was this the sort of woman, young and vital, who could stir John when he and his

  wife reached middle age? Even in youth Alice knew she could never have competed with this. What charm she had was quiet. It would have been inaudible—drowned out—by the strident

  sexuality of this woman.




  Alice made an effort to rein her imagination. You’re thinking with your jealousy ; not with your wits. You have nothing to go on but five words scrawled on an old envelope. How can you

  build such an elaborate edifice on such a frail foundation? You’re guessing. You may be wrong in every detail. . . .




  Perhaps I am. But I’ve got to protect Malcolm. I must discover the truth about this woman, no matter what it costs me.




  What does she want of John’s son, now that John himself is dead? Something she tried to get from John first? Something that Malcolm might be able to give her now? What did John and Malcolm

  both have? Money was one obvious thing. She might be merely a simple adventuress who wanted a husband and security even if it involved such things as inducing John to ask his wife for divorce or

  marrying a boy as much younger than herself as Malcolm.




  But she didn’t seem like that. She seemed like a far more complex and dangerous personality. What else did John and Malcolm have in common? Access to an official circle where all kinds of

  political secrets were common property? Perhaps she knew or suspected that John had kept a dossier about her. Perhaps someone else had stolen that dossier from the green envelope and she did not

  know it, so, now that John was dead, she had come to recover and destroy any evidence against her that John might have kept on file before it fell into other hands.




  Or perhaps she herself had stolen the file just after John’s death? Who could be more interested in papers pertaining to Miss Lash than Miss Lash herself? In that case she might be

  cultivating Malcolm’s acquaintance now in order to find out if he or his mother had any inkling of what had been in the file. Would she have left the envelope with her name on it? The

  pencilling was faint. Alice herself had missed it at first. A thief in furtive haste might miss it altogether.




  Could she have rifled the envelope before John’s death? In that case she would want him to think the papers were still there any time he glanced into the drawer. That would account for the

  fact that the string had been carefully re-tied around the empty envelope. If she had known he was going to die so soon she would not have left the envelope to be found by his heirs and

  assigns.




  That was a serious mistake on her part. But how could Cristina or anyone else foresee that a man as strong as John would die in the prime of life through a stupid accident? Strolling on his

  favourite walk, along the edge of a bluff in misty twilight, believing he could tell where the edge was as Coast Guard men did, by the feel of the wind, then slipping and falling to one of the

  great boulders a hundred feet below. . . .




  Malcolm was not looking at his mother now. His glance had returned to Cristina’s animated face with a look of . . . what? Interest? Admiration? Surely not tenderness already?




  Alice summoned all her tact. If the woman was to be unmasked it must be done at exactly the right time and place and it must be done so thoroughly that the shock would bring a mercifully quick

  disillusion to Malcolm. Alice needed time to find out more about Cristina. Meanwhile Cristina must not realize that Alice suspected her of anything. Alice must look and act and speak just as if she

  had never seen the green envelope.




  “I feel that this is an intrusion.” Cristina spoke without any identifiable accent. Her voice was a ripe contralto, rich with colour. “So soon after your husband’s

  death.”




  Alice answered steadily. “I am always glad to see Malcolm’s friends at any time. Are you staying in the neighbourhood?”




  “I’ve rented the little cottage down the road.”




  “That’s how we got to know each other,” put in Malcolm. When I came up here in May, while you and father were still in Washington, who do you think got on my train at

  Baltimore? Cristina! I’d met her just once before at Drake when I went to see Jean Cushing there. It was Jean who told Cristina about the cottage being for rent. Cristina had no idea I lived

  so near it until we both got off the train at the same station. We saw a lot of each other that week when I was up here alone. But afterwards . . .” Malcolm broke off.




  Alice finished the sentence in her own mind: But afterwards John died, only three days after he and I got here, before we were even settled for the summer, before we thought to ask if anyone

  were living in the cottage. Malcolm hadn’t mentioned Cristina during those three days, but she was already in the cottage then. Had John known that? Had he met her secretly during those three

  days? Was it to be near John that Cristina had rented the cottage in the first place?




  She had no idea I lived so near until we both got off the train at the same station. . . . I can’t believe in that coincidence. She must have come here because she knew about the

  file with her name on it in John’s desk.




  “Were you a student in Jean’s class at Drake?”




  “No.” Cristina did not elaborate.




  “Her father was a professor of physics there,” said Malcolm.




  “Was?”




  “He’s retired now.”




  A sudden inspiration came to Alice’s troubled mind like balm to a sore spot: had she inverted the sequence of events? Could it be that Malcolm was Cristina’s first contact with the

  family and John, the second? That John had investigated Cristina only because he had heard of his son’s interest in her? If someone had told John in May that Malcolm, alone in the Connecticut

  house, was seeing a great deal of a certain Cristina Lash up there . . .




  No. It wouldn’t work. There was no one who could have told John. Byrd and Betsy were in Florida, and Jean was still at Drake when Malcolm was alone in this house recuperating from a bad

  attack of flu. The village was several miles away. No one there would know what was going on at the house. No one there was intimate enough with John to write him about Malcolm. It couldn’t

  be because of Malcolm that Cristina was in the cottage. It must have been because of John himself.




  Clever Miss Lash! Really she had managed very well. She couldn’t have taken anything from the house in Washington, but she had known somehow that John would have the green envelope with

  him in Connecticut. She had had a whole week to get acquainted with John’s house while there was no one there but Malcolm. Then, some time after John’s arrival, she had slipped into the

  unguarded house, found the locked drawer in John’s desk, picked the lock and taken whatever she wanted.




  “What a pity you never met Malcolm’s father.” Alice ventured a reconnaissance into enemy territory. “Or did you?”




  “Alas, no!” For the first time, the phrasing was foreign.




  Alice canted her head to one side, eyes appraising. “Your face is most intriguingly exotic. Russian?”




  “My mother was Mexican. She is dead.”




  Of course it could be Mexican. Those odd, oblique eyes could be Aztec as well as Tartar. “But your father is American?”




  “Oh, yes.” Still no elaboration. The woman’s reserve was like a stone wall.




  “I hope you will bring him to see me soon.”




  The eyes withdrew. “Thank you, Mrs. Hazard, but my father is an invalid He lives in a wheeled chair and never leaves the cottage.”




  “Then I shall go to see him. This very afternoon!”




  “I’m terribly sorry, but he’s really not well enough to have any visitors. I have a trained nurse for him during the daytime. I look after him myself at night.”




  She doesn’t want me to meet her father. I wonder why. . . .




  “I hope he will be better soon. I’d like to meet him. And you must dine with us some evening soon. It can’t be tomorrow, because we’re going over to the Cushings then,

  but possibly the day after. . .?”
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