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  Chapter One




  The typewriter upstairs had been silent for some time. That was a bad sign. When Peter got stuck, when the ideas would not come, when the page in the typewriter stayed blank,

  he was liable to emerge presently from his room in a kind of mood which always had a very depressing effect on me. I had been married to him for three years and still had not learnt the knack of

  ignoring these black moods, even though I knew they seldom lasted long, sometimes for no more than an hour or two.




  I knew that anxiety was at the bottom of them, because the wolf was never very far from our door. Yet when, as occasionally happened, they continued for several days, sooner or later I would

  find myself with a sense that they must be somehow my fault and would not fade until I had discovered what I had done or not done to cause them. But although I was quite well aware that in reality

  they had nothing to do with me, this was almost as upsetting as believing that I was to blame, for while depression had him in its grip I felt that I hardly existed for him. I was still very much

  in love with him and I could go through agonies of anxiety when it began to seem as if nothing that I could do would ever penetrate his always courteous but implacable withdrawal.




  To take my mind off the silence upstairs, I settled down by the fire in the living-room with several cookery books and started looking for promising recipes which I had not tried before. I was

  fond of cooking and to help out financially when Peter had given up his job in journalism and settled down to full-time writing, I had started a small catering service, working in a kitchen which

  we had made the most up-to-date part of the old cottage which I had recently inherited from my father, and delivering in a fitted van the dishes that had been ordered by families in the

  neighbourhood for parties that they were giving. I had built up a fair reputation and often had more work than I could cope with. With Christmas coming in another three weeks I had already been

  turning down orders.




  But it happened that on this Saturday afternoon I had nothing to do, so it seemed a good time for searching for new ideas for when the party season really got going. I was in the middle of

  reading a recipe for duck à la Creole when the doorbell rang.




  I stood up and crossed to the front door, which opened straight from the small garden into the living-room, pushed back the velvet curtain that covered the door in the hope of keeping out

  draughts, and lifting the latch, let in a spray of rain, a buffet of a bitterly cold wind and my sister-in-law, Beryl.




  Beryl Cosgrove was Peter’s younger sister and she lived with their stepmother in the old thatched house we could just see from our windows and in which I had first met Peter. He had been

  at Oxford then and I had been ten years old. For several years after that I had seen him from time to time, but it had been a long while before, all of a sudden, we had become aware of one another

  as a man and a woman. At that time I had just given up my job in a bookshop in nearby Alcaster to look after my father, who had had a severe stroke and had had to retire from his work as curator of

  Alcaster’s small museum. He had died only a year later and by then Peter and I had been on the verge of marriage. The cottage where I had lived for most of my life was mine and together we

  had decided that Peter should give up his job and settle into the cottage with me.




  Slamming the door shut against the wind and rain, I drew the curtain over it again while Beryl went quickly to the fire, taking off the plastic hood that she was wearing and shaking raindrops

  from it on to the hearth. They made a little hissing noise as they splashed into the flames. She was thirty-eight, with curly reddish hair, like Peter’s, though there the resemblance between

  them ended. She was small and tended to plumpness, whereas everything about him was long and narrow and bony. Beryl’s hazel eyes were slightly prominent and she wore round, rimless glasses.

  She worked in the museum of which my father had been curator and she lived apparently contentedly with Henrietta, her stepmother, who had been a widow for fifteen years and for whom Beryl’s

  companionship was an obvious blessing, just as it was convenient for Beryl to have a home where she could live very cheaply and be well looked after.




  ‘Let me take your coat,’ I said and when Beryl slipped it off and handed it to me, I took it out to the kitchen and hung it on a peg. The kitchen and the living-room were the only

  rooms on the ground floor and had a staircase going up between them to the narrow passage and the three rooms and small bathroom overhead. Standing at the bottom of the stairs for a moment, I

  listened. The typewriter was still silent.




  When I returned to the living-room, Beryl said, ‘I’ve only come for a minute, Freda. There’s something I wanted to talk over with you. I suppose you know Wednesday week is

  Henrietta’s eightieth birthday.’




  ‘Wednesday week?’ We both sat down on either side of the fire. ‘I knew it was sometime soon,’ I said, ‘but I wasn’t sure of the exact date. Are we doing

  anything about it?’




  ‘That’s what I wanted to discuss with you,’ Beryl said. ‘We’re having a family lunch-party. Everyone’s coming and I thought perhaps you’d do the

  catering for it. I’ve arranged to have the day off from the museum, but I’d never have the time to lay on a worthwhile meal. Anyway, I’m no good at that sort of thing and

  you’re so clever. Will you do it?’




  ‘You say everyone’s coming,’ I said. ‘Does that mean Martin, Luke and Vanessa?’




  ‘Yes, and of course Grace.’




  ‘It’s a bit of a triumph to get Martin to come, isn’t it? He always seems too grand for us.’




  Martin Cosgrove, the extremely successful actor who it was generally thought would soon achieve a knighthood, was the only one of Henrietta’s collection of stepchildren whom I hardly knew.

  Henrietta had five stepchildren. Her husband, Raymond, who had been a professor of history at a northern university, had married three times and had had three children, Grace, Martin and Luke, by

  his first wife, and Peter and Beryl by his second. So when he died he had left Henrietta with a considerable family, which by then included Luke’s wife, Vanessa. Henrietta had been sixty when

  she married Raymond Cosgrove. She was the widow of an old friend of his, but had no children of her own. They had come to live in the old house in the village of Ickfield twenty years ago. I

  remember how intrigued I was at being told that this aged couple had only recently got married and had just returned to England after a honeymoon that had lasted a year and taken them round the

  world. I had not known that it was possible to get married when you were so very old. But Henrietta had been a young sixty, as she was now a surprisingly young eighty, and I had soon adopted her,

  with great affection, as an honorary aunt.




  I had never had much contact with the professor. He had always been a shadowy figure to me, usually half-hidden behind heaps of books and uncontrolled piles of papers, and when he had died five

  years later the fact had made scarcely any impression on me. Now I could hardly remember him. It seemed to me simply that it had only been Henrietta and Beryl who had been friends and neighbours

  for nearly all my life.




  ‘I’ll do what I can,’ I said. ‘D’you want it hot or cold?’




  ‘I’ll leave that entirely to you,’ Beryl answered. ‘The main thing is we want it to be a surprise for Henrietta. That’s partly why I’d like you to do the job.

  If I suddenly get awfully busy in the house, doing lots of cooking, she’ll naturally know what’s up. But if you can get everything ready here and bring it over in the morning about the

  time the others start arriving, it’ll be the surprise I want it to be.’




  ‘Let’s see, how many will there be? Henrietta and you and Martin and Luke and Vanessa and Grace—’




  ‘And you and Peter. That’s eight.’




  ‘Nobody else? No friends from the village?’




  ‘No, as I said, I think it should just be family.’




  ‘Will they all be staying with you.’




  ‘Good Lord no, none of them. I’ve the day off, but I’ve got a job to do. I simply couldn’t cope. Martin and Luke and Vanessa will be staying with Grace.’




  Grace Kenworthy was Raymond Cosgrove’s oldest and favourite child. It had been to be near her that he and Henrietta had come to live in Ickfield when he retired. Grace’s husband,

  Edmund, had been a doctor in Alcaster, but their home had been in Ickfield, a rambling and slightly ramshackle but attractive Georgian house, facing the village green. Since his death in a car

  crash three years ago, when he had been called out late at night on icy roads in a thick fog, she had lived on there alone and had plenty of room for her brothers and her sister-in-law.




  Luke, like Martin, had begun life as an actor, but he had recognized fairly quickly that he had not much talent and that his brother would always outshine him. When he married, he had joined

  Vanessa in the very successful interior decorating business that she was running, and had been ready, being a naturally idle person, to let her go on running it. They were fairly frequent visitors

  in Ickfield, which, they both said, gave them a wonderful escape from the pressures of their London lives. Of all the Cosgroves it was only Martin who had no interest in, or perhaps had never

  really accepted, his second stepmother.




  ‘Of course, we’d like a cake, if you can manage it,’ Beryl said.




  ‘With eighty candles?’




  She laughed. ‘Well, no, I thought just one in the middle for Henrietta to blow out and make her wish.’




  ‘I wonder what that wish will be.’




  ‘I think I can tell you that. It’s that I should get married before she dies. She worries about me, you know. She can’t believe I’m perfectly happy with my job and that

  I’m quite satisfied with my pay. It doesn’t seem natural to her. I try to get her to understand that I feel I’m unusually lucky to have work I enjoy so much. Of course the

  atmosphere of the place hasn’t been the same since we lost your father. Max is all right, he does his best, I’ve a great regard for him, but he’ll never have your father’s

  personality.’




  I agreed with her, though I liked Max Ormerod. He was my father’s successor as curator of the Alcaster museum. He was a very shy man whose whole mind seemed to be absorbed in the

  excavation of a Roman villa in the neighbourhood. It was not a very notable villa. The Roman who had built it could not have been a very notable Roman. But occasionally an interesting find was

  made, some battered fragments of mosaic paving, a cache of coins, and when this happened Max would become vivid and excited and exhilarated. Beryl had next to no interest in the villa. She was the

  librarian in the museum, in charge of her department.




  She stood up. ‘So it’s arranged, isn’t it? I’m so grateful to you for managing. And remember, not a word to Henrietta. I think I can get the table laid without her

  knowing, or anyway, get the glasses and everything ready to put out. And I’ll see to the drinks, that’s easy. I do hope you think it’s a nice idea. Grace doesn’t, you know.

  She’s against it. But she’s agreed to have the others to stay with her and to help as much as she can. She always likes having them and though she pretends she isn’t, I think

  she’s specially pleased that Martin’s coming. I believe she suggested to him on the telephone that he should bring his latest woman, but I gather that didn’t go down too well. A

  pity. I expect Henrietta would have enjoyed meeting her. She’s still as interested in people as she ever was. It’s wonderful, really, isn’t it?’




  ‘Why doesn’t Grace like the idea of the party?’ I asked.




  ‘I think she’d like it all right if she’d thought of it herself,’ Beryl said. ‘She does so love to run things. Well, goodbye, and thank you again.’




  I fetched her coat and she went out into the rain and the gathering darkness.




  As she left, the typewriter upstairs started again. For a little while it clattered rapidly, then paused, then went on once more. Relieved, I went back to my cookery books. I began to think

  about the lunch-party for Henrietta’s birthday and what I might cook for it. If the weather continued as cold as it was at present, a hot meal would be welcome, and with our van, with its

  heated chambers, I could easily provide one. But if the matter was really to be kept a secret from Henrietta until the last moment, a cold meal would be simpler to organize. I was pondering this

  when the typewriter stopped, footsteps sounded crossing the floor overhead and Peter came downstairs.




  Although he was forty, ten years older than I was, he looked a good deal younger than that. There was a kind of immaturity about his long, narrow face, a sort of innocence in the gaze of his

  very bright blue eyes, which I believed he would never lose, even when wrinkles, which were just beginning to show, had grown deep from nostrils to mouth and crisscrossed his slightly hollow

  cheeks. His curly reddish hair stood straight up from his forehead in more of a thatch than I approved of, but it was very difficult to persuade him to have it cut. Day after day, when I badgered

  him enough about it, he would promise to go into Alcaster to have the job done, but sometimes weeks would pass before he finally gave in and went, to come back with it cropped almost to his skull.

  He was utterly indifferent to his appearance, which was a pity, because he was really a very good-looking man. He was tall, very slender, and although he looked so bony, he moved with charmingly

  casual ease. He was dressed more or less as I was in old corduroy slacks and a sweater, but his had not been to the cleaner’s for a far longer time than mine. To deprive him of his favourite

  clothes, even briefly, took art and determination.




  Crossing the room, he dropped into the chair where Beryl had sat and stretched out his long legs. He was looking satisfied.




  ‘I’ve thought of a title at last,’ he said. ‘I was getting worried, now that I’m so near the end of the damned thing, that one hadn’t come to me. The

  Screaming Spires. What do you think of it?’




  I considered it.




  ‘A bit esoteric,’ I suggested.




  ‘But I like the sound of it and it happens to fit the story. I don’t think it matters all that much if people don’t know where it comes from.’




  I had not read any of the book. Peter never allowed me to do that until he had finished. All I knew about it was that, like his first two novels, Quiet Dies the Don, and Home of Lost

  Corpses, it was based on his memories of Oxford.




  ‘But to tell the truth, Freda, I’m getting tired of these Oxford yarns,’ he went on. ‘I think my next one will be in an African republic.’




  ‘You’ve never been to Africa,’ I said.




  ‘I’ve watched enough about it on television, haven’t I? I don’t think it ought to be too difficult. Let’s have some sherry.’




  I got up and fetched glasses and a bottle.




  As I poured out the sherry, he asked, ‘What’s for supper?’




  ‘Lentil soup and macaroni cheese,’ I answered.




  ‘Good, I like that.’ He had admirably simple tastes in food, which was fortunate, considering the state of our finances. He never expected me to provide him with the kind of fare

  with which I supplied my clients. ‘Was that Beryl I heard down here?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘What did she want?’




  I told him about the birthday party for Henrietta.




  ‘Nice idea,’ he said, ‘but who’s going to pay for it?’




  ‘D’you know, I never thought of asking about that,’ I said. ‘Beryl said she’d supply the drinks and I suppose I took for granted she meant to pay for the meal, as

  she was ordering it. But perhaps it ought to be our contribution to the festivities.’




  ‘I hate the idea of treating that bastard Martin to anything,’ Peter said. ‘He’s a mean devil. D’you think he’ll really come, or will he find some absolutely

  unassailable excuse for putting it off at the last minute.’




  ‘I don’t know. Will he? You know him better than I do.’




  ‘The funny thing is, I don’t really know him at all.’ Sipping some sherry, Peter gazed into the fire, the flames lighting flickering reflections in his blue eyes.

  ‘I’d a sort of hero-worship of him when I was a kid, then I caught on to the fact that that charm of his didn’t mean a thing and that in fact he’d no time for me.

  Surprising, looking back, how much it hurt. Of course I put it down to his resenting having a stepmother and a half-brother and sister and to this day I don’t know if that’s what the

  trouble was, or if it was simply that he’s never had time for anyone who isn’t going to be useful to him. But perhaps it’s just envy that makes me say that sort of thing. If

  I’m ever half as successful as he is I may settle down to putting up with him as he is.’




  ‘For Henrietta’s sake, I hope he’ll come,’ I said. ‘It would really please her.’




  That was what I said again a few days later when I happened to meet Grace Kenworthy in Alcaster. I had gone into the town to order a turkey and its attendant trimmings for

  Henrietta’s luncheon, having come to the conclusion that something traditional would please the old woman more than anything more elaborate. I wanted to make sure too that fresh prawns would

  be available for the prawns in aspic with which I intended the meal to begin and it was as I was coming out of the fishmonger’s that I came face to face with Grace, who was carrying two

  library books and a shopping basket.




  At Grace’s suggestion we went into Madeleine’s, the little café in Alcaster’s new shopping centre, for a quick coffee together.




  ‘I haven’t got long,’ she said. ‘I want to change my books and lay in a few basic supplies for when the family arrive. They needn’t expect me to do much in the way

  of entertaining them. I’ll get their rooms ready and give them all breakfast in bed, because I hate having to be sociable over my coffee and my Times, but I’m going to make it

  plain they needn’t expect anything more from me. I’m much too busy.’




  Grace was always busy, but in fact was not as inhospitable as she sounded. The chances were that she would enjoy having her brothers and her sister-in-law to stay and would go to a good deal of

  trouble cooking for them and looking after them. She was a sturdy, wide-hipped woman of fifty-two, handsome in a heavy-featured way, with short, straight grey hair, level dark eyebrows that almost

  met above her nose, and slightly fierce dark eyes. She was wearing a thick tweed suit of a tartan that made her look even broader than she was and a suede jacket.




  Striding ahead of me into Madeleine’s, she went on in her deep voice, ‘I’m against this party, you know. Beryl’s set her heart on it, so I’m doing what I can to

  help, but I think it’ll be too much for Henrietta. I don’t think she cares much for parties and with her bad heart and all it’ll probably wear her out.’




  ‘But an eightieth birthday is really an occasion,’ I said. ‘I’m glad we’re doing something about it. If Martin comes, I think she’ll be specially

  pleased.’




  We sat down at one of the little round tables and ordered coffee.




  ‘I can’t see why she should be,’ Grace said, ‘except for the prestige it’ll give her to have a celebrity around. He’s never troubled to be particularly nice

  to her. He comes here as seldom as he decently can. I used to think it might be because he resented our father marrying her, yet he was quite fond of Peter and Beryl’s mother and it

  isn’t as if he’d lost financially by Father’s marrying a third time. The amount he had to leave her, with inflation, was ridiculously small. Sometimes I wonder how she manages. Of

  course, her first husband left her a certain amount and I know Beryl contributes to everyday expenses. But anyway, Martin has far more money than all the rest of us put together, so, as I said,

  that can’t have anything to do with it. I think it’s just the fact that now he’s famous he finds us all hopelessly provincial and dull.’




  ‘Peter has an idea he may change his mind at the last moment about coming,’ I said.




  ‘Oh no, he won’t do that,’ Grace said. ‘I shall see to that.’




  She looked so formidable as she said it that I thought it would be a daring man who would stand up to her. But then Grace laughed. She had an engaging laugh that brightened her heavy

  features.




  ‘I’m his older sister, you know, and I believe that to this day he’s a little afraid of me. When we were young I used to bully him dreadfully. And he knows he’s never

  succeeded in impressing me quite as much as he’d like to. But I’m really very fond of him and he knows that too and once or twice, when he’s been in trouble, I’ve been the

  person he’s come to to help him out of it.’




  ‘Woman trouble?’ I asked.




  ‘What else? Not that he ever takes my advice, which is probably wise of him, but he knows he can say what he likes to me and the worst I’ll do is lecture him as if he weren’t

  grown up yet and hardly knew the facts of life. I think he rather enjoys it. It makes a change from the toadying he’s used to.’




  ‘I’ve always had a feeling, from what I’ve heard of things, that it was the collapse of his marriage that somehow twisted him,’ I said. ‘I remember meeting his wife

  just once. They came down here together when you were all getting the house ready for your father and Henrietta while they were on that trip round the world after they’d got married. You were

  decorating the place between you and putting up curtains and pictures and things and Martin certainly didn’t resent Henrietta then, because I can remember him helping. He was on a step-ladder

  when I saw him, all tangled up in wallpaper and obviously having the time of his life. I thought I’d never seen anyone so handsome.’




  Our coffee had come. As she stirred a teaspoon of sugar into it, Grace gave a sigh. ‘And he still is. And unfortunately for me, I resemble him, but what’s impressive in a man can be

  just a bit too much of a good thing in a woman. I was never allowed to have any illusions about my looks. I used to yearn to be a delicate creature like his wife. Louise was really beautiful. You

  said you saw her.’




  ‘Just that once.’




  ‘Yes, I remember we took it into our heads to redecorate the place ourselves to save Father money. That honeymoon really cost him something, though of course he did a fair amount of

  lecturing on the way and made a bit. Then we had the idea that he and Henrietta were really much too old to be able to cope with a move and that we ought to do as much as we could for them. But

  naturally when they got back they shifted everything around and got rid of a good deal of their old furniture and bought new things. Still, it was fun doing it. Luke was really very clever at that

  sort of thing even before he met Vanessa and went into it professionally, and Martin had only just begun to be a success—he was playing Iago in Miles Davidson’s Othello—and

  he and Louise were happy. That’s to say, he was, because he didn’t know Louise was going to walk out on him with that American airline pilot a few days after they got back to

  London.’ She was gazing before her into the past with a sort of angry intensity. ‘I think you’re probably right, it was the shock of that that somehow spoiled him. I don’t

  think he’s ever had any real emotions since. What a bitch the woman was.’




  I had heard the whole story before more than once and had always had a certain amount of sympathy with Louise Cosgrove, because Martin, as the whole family agreed, had a vile temper and when his

  vanity was damaged could be outrageous. His vanity must have suffered greatly when Louise left him, and his heart, supposing he had still had one then, had perhaps been broken, for he had never

  married again and he had always been very careful never to be left again, but to do the leaving himself.




  He had allowed Louise to divorce him, but whether she had married her pilot or had adventured further I had never known. I had only a dim memory of her, a willowy blonde with long, shadowy blue

  eyes and a radiant smile. For me, at ten years old, she had been the perfection of beauty. But by now she would be approaching fifty and if she was still willowy must be achieving it by rigid

  attention to her diet, while the fairness of her hair, if it had not changed colour altogether, no doubt came out of a bottle. But perhaps that had not been her future. Perhaps she had had

  children, did not bother about her figure and was domesticated and contented and very thankful that twenty years ago she had had the courage to leave the brilliantly handsome but all too

  temperamental man to whom she had once been married, even though in the end he had turned out to be an exceptionally gifted actor, with a knighthood almost certainly dangling before him.




  Grace and I sat over our coffee for half an hour, then she set off for the library and I started for home. It was a bright morning, but there had been a heavy frost in the night and the roads

  were treacherous. I drove slowly along the road to Ickfield. Except for a few lanes that led off it here and there, it ran straight to the crossroads on the edge of the village. If I had taken the

  turning to the right there, I should have found myself in the heart of it. It was built around a triangular green with a church, two pubs, the excellent and surprisingly sophisticated village shop

  and some old houses, among them the one where Grace lived, facing on to it. The road to the left led to the Roman villa which was Max Ormerod’s passion, and beyond it to an excellent little

  hotel called the Green Man. But keeping straight on along the road ahead, which suddenly grew narrow after the crossroads, I passed Henrietta’s house on the left and only a minute or so later

  would reach my home.




  Henrietta’s house was one of the oldest in Ickfield. Between the ancient black beams that supported it, it was painted white. The walls leant at what looked impossible angles. There seemed

  to be no good reason why it should not have tumbled down long ago, yet it had stood firmly where it was for about four centuries. Its roof was thatch and its windows were small and diamond-paned,

  set in walls a yard thick. When I had been a child, before the Cosgroves had bought it, repaired the thatch and repainted it, I had been faintly afraid of it, feeling that one day some highly

  sinister old woman might pounce out upon me when I happened to be passing and drag me indoors and bake me in a pie.




  In fact, it had been inhabited by the Ormerods, the parents of Max, who were the least frightening of people. When they tempted me inside, it had been to give me Mars Bars or toffees and not to

  threaten me with being eaten. When old George Ormerod died his widow had sold the house to Professor Cosgrove and had gone to live in a comfortable bungalow in Henley, near to a married sister.

  Max, who had still been at school, had gone with her, but later had returned as a very junior member of the staff of the museum in Alcaster and had settled into a boarding-house there, where he had

  remained ever since, regarded by his landlady with possessive devotion.




  This apparently suited him. I had always thought of him as an essentially solitary man, though he seemed friendly enough to Peter and me and often sought our company, perhaps specially that of

  Peter, who had a knack of forming good relationships with the unlikeliest people, from quiet, elusive characters like Max to noisily violent people whom he had met in Alcaster’s more

  disreputable pubs. This could have the appearance of an almost Christian tolerance. Yet if half the people who had confided in him because of what they took for warm sympathy with them had ever

  read his books, they would have become astonishingly uneasy at encountering the distortions of their own characters that flitted through them.




  Driving on past Henrietta’s house towards the cottage, I saw a figure plodding along the road ahead whom I recognized at once and at sight of whom my heart sank. It was Simon Edge, one of

  Peter’s friends whom I really did not like. He was a shabby, unsuccessful artist whom Peter had known since his early days as a journalist, when he had been next to penniless himself, and to

  whom he had remained loyal ever since. Simon had started in his youth in advertising, but now lived mostly on unemployment benefit, though he occasionally picked up an odd job doing a book jacket

  or illustrating children’s books. In my view he had very little talent, though he could be insufferably pretentious about his work. But what specially dismayed me about seeing him today,

  walking along the road with dragging footsteps, with a large rucksack on his back, was my knowledge that he descended on Peter and me only when he had really run out of money and that he would

  expect to be able to stay with us, perhaps for weeks, feeling naively certain of his welcome.




  Not that he was any trouble when he stayed with us. He was helpful about the house, borrowed only small amounts of money so that he could take us out for drinks in one of the local pubs, and had

  a way of taking long walks by himself in the evenings, when he communed with his private demons and left Peter and me to ourselves. That, in my view, was his one redeeming quality. He might be lazy

  and parasitical, but at least you could count on him to keep out of your way every day for two or three hours.




  However, in spite of my feelings about him, I pulled the car up alongside him, rolled down the window and said, ‘Hallo, Simon—want a lift?’




  He answered with a delighted smile. He had a very wide smile in a small, monkey-like face. It was mud-coloured and prematurely wrinkled, far more so than Peter’s, though they were about

  the same age. His brown hair was dirty and tangled. But he had large, beautiful grey eyes which sometimes could make you forget how unattractive the rest of him was. He was a small man with wide

  shoulders and short, slightly bandy legs. Today he was wearing dirty blue jeans and a black leather jacket. The rucksack that he was carrying, which made him look hump backed, probably contained

  all that he possessed in the world.




  ‘Freda—lovely!’ he exclaimed. ‘Though we’re almost there, aren’t we? But still, wonderful to rest my feet.’ He climbed into the car as I opened the door

  for him and kissed me warmly and rather moistly. ‘I’ve walked from the station. I found there wasn’t another bus to Ickfield for two hours, so I thought I might as well get going

  on my own. A lovely day, anyway. I like this kind of weather. Exhilarating. And the colours at this time of year mean much more to me than all those awful greens in the flush of summer. These

  lovely browns, the colours of dog-shit. Glorious. I don’t know why I don’t live in the country like you and Peter.’

OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
ELIZABETH
FERRARS

SKELETON IN SEARCH
OF A CUPBOARD

‘A consummate professional in clever plotting’
Washington Post






OEBPS/html/docimages/logo.jpg





OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





