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  ACT ONE




   




  

    

      

        

          	

            “That man can’t be trusted. I tell you, I’ve played too many criminals! I KNOW that man can’t be

            trusted.”


          

        




        

          	

             


          



          	

            —SIR HENRY IRVING


          

        


      


    


  




   




   




  Chapter One




   


  

   


  

   
  



  Understand, Brian, I have no proof against this woman. Even the Foreign Office have no proof. But I don’t want my daughter to associate with her.




   




  Yes, he thought wryly, that was fair enough. Brian Innes had no need to re-read the letter in his pocket; he knew it almost by heart.




  Audrey will fly BEA from London on the same day you return to Geneva from Paris. She will spend one night at the Hotel Metropole, Geneva, before going on to this

  woman’s villa. For old friendship’s sake, then, I rely on you to see Audrey and stop her from going there.




   




  Old friendship’s sake, eh?




  Load me with the dirty work. That could be called characteristic too.




  It was past seven in the evening when Brian Innes left the airport at Geneva. The customs-examination did not detain him; they knew him there and waved him on. Then, after hailing a taxi, he

  hesitated. There could be no great hurry. He could at least drop his suitcase at his own flat before he went on to see Audrey.




  “Monsieur?” prompted the taxi-driver.




  “Number three, Quai Turrettini,” said Brian, and pitched his suitcase inside. “No, wait!” he added in his excellent French.




  “Monsieur?”




  “I’ll change that. Hotel Metropole, Grand Quai.”




  The taxi-driver gave a massive shrug like a diplomat at the United Nations. The door slammed, the metal flag snapped down.




  On clear days, when you drove away from this airport, you could see the peaks of the nearer Alps outlined ghostly white against a pale sky. They were invisible this evening. Thick overcast air,

  a hollow of thundery heat, pressed down on the mind and spirits in early August. It was more than twenty minutes, growing darker, before he watched suburbs thicken into a grey-white city round its

  lake.




  Tram-cars clanged through the more modern section of Geneva, always bustling. But no breeze stirred from the lake; the jet d’eau, lonely out there against a vast sweep of water,

  seemed to fling up motionless spray. And over on the south bank, beyond all those bridges, the quais below the Old Town looked half-deserted and even a little sinister.




  Brian Innes sat back in the cab, his black Homburg hat across his knees.




  Damn this conscientiousness! But there it was. Possibly he had more interest in Audrey Page than he would ever have confessed.




  He was forty-six years old, though not much grey showed in his wiry red hair. Long and lean, easy-going, with much imagination and a sardonic sense of humour, he himself looked like the popular

  notion of a diplomat.




  The sense of humour didn’t help much. He was, in fact, a successful painter of what they called the conventional school, though Brian himself much disliked those terms. Northern Irish, he

  belonged to that international group who maintain residence abroad while still keeping up British nationality.




  Restless and uneasy, most of them! Geneva was their point and their focus. Without Geneva, he supposed, this situation might not have arisen at all.




  De Forrest Page, compelled to remain in London and with various tricks to nurse what was left of a once-great fortune, usually managed to keep his daughter in London too. De Forrest seldom lost

  his temper and never lost his head. And yet his worry rang through every line of that last letter.




  The point is, Brian, that you know the real story about Eve Eden and her late boy-friend in Germany just before the war. I don’t know it. However unsavoury that story

  is—




   




  Unsavoury? Well, yes.




  —I rely on you to tell Audrey. She’s not a child any longer; she is nearly thirty; and it’s time she developed a sense of responsibility. You seem to be

  the only one who’s got any influence with her.




   




  “Kindly forgive me,” thought the recipient of this, “if I utter a loud ha-ha.”




  Then Brian woke up.




  His taxi had been speeding along the Grand Quai, hushed and dusky before street-lamps were kindled, with the formal stretch of the English Garden on the left. On the right ran tall formal

  houses, after the French fashion in this French part of Switzerland. An even sedater-looking building of the eighteen-nineties, all massive stone outside and red plush inside, loomed up near the

  intersection of the rue d’Italie.




  “Hotel Metropole,” the driver said rather grandly. “Is one required to wait?”




  “No, one is not,” said Brian, climbing out. “Good God!” he added under his breath.




  The unexpectedness of what happened, when he had scarcely put on his hat and paid the driver, took him aback. A small cool whirlwind, high heels rapping, marched out of the hotel and hurried

  towards him.




  “What on earth do you mean by this?” cried a familiar voice, soft and breathless. “You’re too early! You’ll spoil everything! And worst of all—”




  “Good evening, Audrey,” he observed with much politeness. “Were you expecting somebody else?”




  “Well, really!” said Audrey Page, and stopped short.




  She was rather elaborately dressed for dinner, in a low-cut white gown that set off the firm sleekness of her shoulders. Though her face remained in shadow, a dim light from the hotel-foyer

  touched her heavy, glossy dark-brown hair. As usual, breathing out emotion, she seemed all contradictory qualities: stolidness and yet fragility, poise and yet indecision.




  Audrey moved a little sideways. Long blue eyes, black-lashed and a little slanted up at the outer corners, regarded him with an innocence which did not hide either anger or uneasiness. She

  carried a handbag and a short wrap, at which her fingers were beginning to pluck.




  “Well, really!” she breathed. “I shouldn’t have expected this honour. Brian Innes, of all people! May I ask what you’re doing here?”




  “You may. I live here.”




  “Here?” Her eyes flashed towards the suitcase. “At this hotel?”




  “Not at the hotel, no. Here in Geneva. You hadn’t forgotten that, I hope?”




  “Whether I forgot it or not,” answered Audrey in a shaky voice, “I think this is a bit much and I’m getting fed up with it. I came here for a few days, just a few days,

  to visit a friend of mine who’s got a villa just this side of the French border on the road to Chambéry.”




  “Yes; so I’ve heard.”




  “Oh. I see. Then he did send you here.”




  “Who?”




  “De Forrest. My father. He sent you here to spy on me.”




  Brian began to laugh.




  “Hardly that, young lady. I seldom carry a suitcase when I go spying. And please don’t make all those gestures as though this were high tragedy.” His tone changed. “But I

  do want to talk to you about your friend Eve Eden, the former film-star with the improbable name.”




  “Her real name,” cried Audrey, “is Eve Ferrier. Mrs. Eve Ferrier. All the same, she’s got a right to the other name too. She used it on the screen. Lots of people call

  her that.” Then Audrey stamped both feet. “Ugh, you red haired goblin! I could cut your wretched heart out!”




  “That would be a pity.”




  “I’m not so sure it would be. If ever once in the past you’d been willing to take me seriously, just once and for a change, so many things might have been different between us.

  But, oh, no! You think I’m stupid; you want to treat me as a child whatever I say or do; you make me so cross I want to kill you.”




  “Audrey. Listen to me.”




  Both their voices rang louder in the shadowed street. Thick heat pressed down. Distantly, through the quiet of the pre-dinner hour, motor-horns hooted above a clanging of trams.




  “In the first place, Audrey, I don’t think you’re stupid.”




  “No?”




  “Definitely no. In the second place, since your father wants me to prevent you from going to this woman’s house—”




  “He’s got rather a nerve, hasn’t he?”




  “Maybe I think so too. Don’t imagine I enjoy being here; it’s none of my business. However, since I seem to have been saddled with the responsibility, I’ll tell you what

  he wants me to tell you and then you can please yourself. Suppose we sit down and have a drink for just five minutes?”




  “Even if I wanted to sit down and have a drink, Mr. Brian Innes, you’re too late. There’s someone coming to take me out to dinner, and he’ll be here at any

  moment.”




  “You won’t miss him. We can wait in the bar.”




  “Oh, no, we can’t! This hotel hasn’t got a bar.”




  “Damn it, woman, surely there’s a lounge of some kind?”




  “Even if there is, what have we got to talk about? Eve, of all people! I’ve heard all those old rumours, thanks very much.”




  “What particular rumours?”




  Audrey made a gesture with her handbag.




  “Just before the war, when Eve was a great star, she kept saying she favoured Hitler and the Nazis. All right; so did a lot of people. But that was seventeen years ago; they were wrong and

  they’ve admitted they were wrong, just as Eve has. Isn’t that what you want to tell me?”




  “No. That’s only a part of it.”




  “Is it her love-affairs?”




  “No. Except indirectly.”




  “Then what on earth are you accusing her of?”




  “I’m not accusing her of anything. The woman may be entirely innocent. On the other hand”—and doubt, brooding indecision swept over him like his attraction towards Audrey

  Page—“on the other hand, if that business in ’39 didn’t happen to be an accident, she was guilty of a neat little murder.”




  “Murder?”




  “That’s what I said. She killed Hector Matthews for his money; she’s the only one who could have done it; and this blonde charmer is about as safe a bed-mate as a king

  cobra.”




  “I don’t believe it. You’re joking!”




  “It’s anything but a joke, I can assure you. Come with me.”




  That was the moment when the street-lamps flashed on.




  They glowed out white against the trees of the English Garden; they made a necklace westwards along the great length of the Grand Quai to a traffic-mutter round the Place du Rhône.




  Audrey, gripping her handbag, had thrown back the heavy, glossy brown hair which curled almost to her shoulders. Her expression as she looked up at him, mouth partly open, carried behind its

  incredulity some emotion which he ought to have studied more closely.




  “Brian, you’re not to be silly! I never heard. . . .”




  “You wouldn’t have heard. Come along.”




  The Hotel Metropole was a luxury establishment, though not the most luxurious and far from the most modern. To the left of the front door, past a tiny foyer and a lift like a rosewood coffin,

  Brian impelled his companion towards a lounge with a high ceiling and high windows overlooking the quai and the lake.




  Its massive oppressiveness lay unbroken. Dim lights from corners shone on arsenic-green furniture, on much gilding, and on naked goddesses carved and painted in plaster. Audrey, throwing handbag

  and wrap on a table, faced him with a mood in which curiosity struggled against defiance.




  “Audrey, when and where did you meet this woman?”




  “Oh, good heavens, does it matter?”




  “Probably not, but we’d better have the record straight. When and where did you meet her?”




  “I met her in London last winter. She was there with her husband, going to all the theatres. And her husband is Desmond Ferrier, if you know who he is?”




  “Yes. I know who he is, and I know those two were married during the war.”




  “Well, I can’t say I did at first. In the old days, it seems, Mr. Ferrier was as famous a star of the legitimate stage as Eve was on the screen. Though I’m afraid

  I’d never even heard of him except in a vague sort of way.”




  “That’s not surprising. Desmond Ferrier was a great actor; there’s never been a better Othello or Macbeth. You’re too young to remember him.”




  “Young! Young! Young!”




  (And yet it’s true, my dear. You are twenty-seven and look much younger; I am forty-six and look older. It’s damnably and undeniably true.)




  A car whushed past in the street outside, making dim lights vibrate. Audrey hurried to one window and glanced out; the car did not stop, and she returned to the table.




  “I don’t think Eve and Mr. Ferrier get on very well. They’re both retired, and they don’t like it. Anyway,” Audrey lifted one shoulder, “I was telling you

  about meeting her. Eve took a tremendous fancy to me. She invited me to visit her at any time I liked. Later she began writing to me, and three weeks ago she set a definite date. That’s all

  there is to it.”




  “She invited you to the villa, and yet you’re putting up here at this hotel?”




  “Of course! Naturally!”




  “I don’t quite follow you.”




  “It’s a sort of party, with other guests too; it doesn’t begin until tomorrow. Well! Considering how my father spies on me, naturally I—I sneaked the chance to have

  twenty-four hours on my own. But Phil ’phoned and asked me to dinner, so of course I said yes.”




  “Phil?”




  “Philip Ferrier.” The soft voice rose up. “He’s Desmond Ferrier’s son by a previous marriage. I met him in London too, if you insist on knowing. He’s

  serious-minded, and he doesn’t laugh at me; and he’s nice and rather thrilling too.”




  “Good for Phil.” (Another car whushed past outside; Audrey turned her head.) “You’re anxiously awaiting him, I take it?”




  “Yes, I am! Really, Brian, what are all these questions in aid of?”




  “Nothing at all. I was trying to find some connection, where admittedly none exists, between a villa in the hills towards Chambéry and something that happened above Berchtesgaden in

  July of ’39.”




  “Berchtesgaden?” Audrey cried.




  “Yes. At the famous Kehlsteinhaus, Hitler’s ‘Eagle’s Nest’ high up at the southeastern end of the Bavarian Alps. That’s where somebody’s brain

  turned. That’s where Hector Matthews died.”




  Neither he nor Audrey had sat down. Though he pressed the bell to summon a waiter, it was not answered; only the naked goddesses yearned down from the ceiling as though regretting they were

  immured there.




  And Brian made a baffled gesture.




  “I can tell you very briefly what happened,” he said. “But it won’t mean much unless you understand the mood, the background, the atmosphere: as many microphones as there

  were flags and banners, and mobs roaring, ‘Sieg heil!’ like the delirium of that whole summer.




  “Even then it won’t help without some knowledge of the human motives behind this woman’s behaviour. What prompted her? What did she think she was doing? And that’s where

  I bog down.




  “Your friend Eve couldn’t have been any older than you are now. She was at the peak of a fairly successful Hollywood career. Early in June she visited Germany. Immediately she

  began praising the New Order right and left.




  “The New Order loved it. In addition to being a well-built blonde, she spoke very good German for an Englishwoman. They’d never dreamed of such propaganda and they couldn’t do

  enough for her. She was all over the newspapers, the newsreels, the magazines. She seldom took a step without being photographed on the arm of a Nazi V.I.P.




  “A publicity stunt? Possibly. But some people doubted it.




  “First, it wasn’t doing her career any good outside Germany. Second, I understand that in private life she tries hard to be the sort of character she usually played on stage and

  screen: voluptuous, world-weary, all that. Except for some reason far stronger than a publicity stunt, she’d never have gone about saying that woman’s place is in the home and that man

  ought to grab all the limelight from her.”




  Brian hesitated, glancing sideways.




  “You’ve met her, Audrey. Does that strike you as being a fair estimate?”




  “No, it’s not fair! It’s making her sound like a bundle of affectations.”




  “And isn’t she a bundle of affectations?”




  “Well . . . maybe. Why ever is it so important?”




  Here Audrey’s gaze slid away from him.




  “The clue, if it is a clue, must lie with Hector Matthews. In the middle of all this turmoil and heiling, while Eve made a tour of the Fatherland, Matthews went with her.




  “I can’t give you much information about him except what’s in the official record. A self-made man, a Yorkshireman, a hardheaded man. Bachelor, aged fifty-eight: a food-faddist

  who never ate breakfast and wanted to tell you all about it.




  “His hosts laughed at him and slapped him on the back and welcomed him. You’ll see his bowler hat at the edge of every photograph. When they presented her with a bouquet of flowers

  or a consecrated flag, he carried it for her. When a brown-shirt or a black-shirt got too attentive towards her, his jaw was there too.




  “He was the most devoted of her worshippers. He was also the richest. It was known he had followed her to Germany because she begged him to. However, few people knew that before leaving

  England he had made a will in her favour.”




  Audrey took a step back beside the table.




  “A will? Are you insinuating . . . ?”




  “No. I’m telling you what happened. At Munich, where she ended her tour, Miss Eden said that she and Mr. Matthews were engaged to be married.




  “Though the hosts may not have been too pleased, they slapped her on the back and shouted congratulations. Were they to announce this? Not yet, she said: she and Mr. Matthews were

  being reticent for the moment. Well, then! She had done great service for the New Order: couldn’t they give her an engagement-present or show their gratitude in some way?




  “Oh, yes, please! She said there was the very best of presents. Could she and Mr. Matthews pay their respects to the Führer himself? They were at Munich, no great distance away. Might

  they visit Hitler himself in his mountain-eyrie at Berchtesgaden?




  “That did it. The Führer, much flattered, invited them to lunch.




  “Fourteen guests, escorted by Scharführer Hans Johst, made up a party for that visit. With the exception of the engaged couple and of two additional guests (both reluctant guests,

  both British too), the names of the other ten visitors don’t matter. All were Nazi security-police who later died by violence. You need picture them only as gaudy uniforms and would-be jovial

  smiles.




  “But we can follow every detail of what happened.




  “A fleet of cars carried them to the Gasthof züm Türken, Hitler’s guest-house partway up the mountain. They spent one night there. Next morning they drove on up a

  winding road to the Wendeplatte. When they got up inside the Eagle’s Nest, taking the famous lift built smack through a mountain, they found it wasn’t cold at that season. Clear

  sunlight, exhilarating air, rolling ridges of trees spread out below: you picture it, don’t you?




  “Everybody was in excellent spirits except Hector Matthews, who seemed to be distressed by the thinner air at that altitude. The camera (eternally the camera!) shows a very tall man with

  scanty hair blowing, and an unhappy look on his face.




  “No matter! It was all in fun.




  “While the guests waited for Inimitable Adolf in a big room overlooking a part of the terrace, Miss Eden seized her fiancé by the hand and dragged him out on the terrace to admire

  the view. They were all alone there, some say out of sight and some say not, beside a rather low parapet above a sheer drop.




  “Then somebody screamed. It may have been the woman, or it may have been Matthews himself when he went over.




  “Anyway, he pitched over head-first and was smashed to death in a pine-tree some hundred-odd feet below. They could see what remained of him when they ran out on the terrace and looked

  down.




  “Scharführer Hans Johst supported Miss Eden, who was leaning against the parapet in a state of near-collapse. One witness, not a Nazi sympathizer and not precisely a strong admirer of

  the lady herself, is inclined to think her shock and horror were quite genuine. At that moment she hadn’t any affectations, or seemed to have none.




  “ ‘I did not know,’ she kept saying. ‘Dear God, I did not know. It was the altitude. He turned white and dizzy. I could not help him. Dear God, it was the

  altitude!’




  “Scharführer Johst, portentously solemn and tender, spoke out and said of course it was the altitude. He said this was a most regrettable accident; he said he had seen it happen. Two

  other voices chorused out and said they had seen it happen. Eve Eden fainted in Scharführer Johst’s arms. Then nothing moved on the terrace except a big flag, a black swastika

  on a red-and-white ground, curling out above them and throwing shadows.




  “I think that’s all.”




  





  Chapter Two


  

   




   




   




  “All?” echoed Audrey, in a whispery kind of voice. “All?”




  “Officially, yes.”




  “But that’s what happened, isn’t it? I mean, that’s what really happened?”




  “Please explain your definition of the event that really happened.”




  “Brian Innes, stop being cynical and tormenting me. You know perfectly well what I’m talking about. Those three officials did see the poor man fall?”




  “No. They lied. Not one of them was even looking in that direction.”




  “But—!”




  In his mind, as he shook his head to clear it, the vivid picture faded.




  He was back in a thick-carpeted lounge, airless despite full-length windows open behind curtains of lace and dusty green velvet. He was back in the present of 1956, troubled by the fleshly

  presence of Audrey Page as once Hector Matthews had been troubled by the presence of a younger Eve.




  Audrey stood behind the table, her fingers touching a china ashtray. Even now she had that look of innocence, of too-great innocence, which in some fashion suggested wantonness instead. She saw

  him look straight at her, and dropped her gaze.




  “Listen!” Brian insisted. “I don’t say it wasn’t an accident. I only say they didn’t see it happen. Nobody saw it.”




  “Then why should they say . . . ?”




  “I can’t tell you. Medically speaking, it’s not very likely a man blacked out so as to tumble over a waist-high parapet. Not likely, and yet it’s possible. On the other

  hand, if he did feel faint and she gave him only a sharp push . . .”




  The china ashtray rattled across the table.




  “In any case,” he continued, “you’d better hear the end of it.”




  “They didn’t arrest her, or anything?”




  “No; how could they? The press published an official story: Mr. Hector Matthews, an English tourist, had met with an accident while rock-climbing in Bavaria. No mention of Eve Eden; or,

  naturally, of the Eagle’s Nest either. However, since he was well known as a ‘friend’ of hers and he didn’t have any living relatives, she was permitted to ship his body

  home. It’s the least she could do. After all, she was his heir.”




  Audrey opened her mouth, and shut it again. Her companion began to pace up and down the lounge.




  “Afterwards,” he said, “the war caught everybody. All interest in Hector Matthews was washed out, which may have been just as well. She never returned to Hollywood; her

  contract with Radiant Pictures wasn’t renewed, as she must have known before she went to Germany. Financially it didn’t matter. When Matthews’s will was admitted to probate, she

  inherited everything except some bequests to charity.”




  Audrey spoke in a sudden forlorn voice.




  “You know, this is rather awful. I wouldn’t admit it before, but it is rather awful.”




  “A striking coincidence, at any rate.”




  “It doesn’t mean anything, of course—!”




  “No. Still, young lady, I can understand why your father doesn’t want you to visit her.”




  “Wouldn’t you visit her?”




  “Certainly. With pleasure. But then virtuous people never interest me, and the other kind always do.”




  Audrey turned her head to watch him. A strange look flashed through her strangely shaped eyes and was gone in an instant; it may only have been a trick of the light above one bare shoulder.




  “Brian, how much does De Forrest know? And, if it comes to that, how can you repeat every word that was said? Were you there? Did you see it happen?”




  “Hardly. In ’39 I was a struggling young painter, of even less importance to the world than I am now. In a sense I’m betraying a confidence in telling you this, but I felt I

  had to tell you. I wasn’t there, no; but a great friend of mine was. Gerald Hathaway.”




  Audrey uttered an exclamation.




  “What’s the matter?”




  “Sir Gerald Hathaway? The Director of the Something-or-Other Gallery?”




  “He’s that, yes. He’s also a remarkably fine painter. I’ve known him for a good many years, though I haven’t seen him in quite some time.”




  “Well, you may see him sooner than you think. He’s here.”




  “Here?”




  “Oh, not here at the hotel or even in Geneva! But he’ll be here tomorrow. Eve’s invited him too.”




  Brian, with something of a shock at his heart, paused beside one long window and swung round towards her.




  “Audrey, that can’t be. —No; wait; listen to me!” It was a tone of desperate reasonableness. “Hathaway’s curiosity got the better of him when he was asked to

  have lunch with Hitler at Berchtesgaden. He’s ashamed of having gone there; he’s concealed it ever since. He only talked about it to me because we talk so much about crime and detective

  stories. Even if your friend Eve had the nerve to invite him here, he’d never have agreed to come. You must have made some mistake.”




  “All I can t-tell you,” cried Audrey, who in moments of great earnestness had a tendency to stammer, “is what Eve wrote in her last letter. Sir Gerald Hathaway said he’d

  be delighted to accept. Do you imagine she’d have written one name and really meant somebody else?”




  “No, I suppose not.”




  “There can’t be any such great mystery about it, you know. Couldn’t he be just as curious about Eve as he once was about Hitler?”




  “You take grisly suggestions in your stride, don’t you?”




  “Well, couldn’t that be it?”




  “Yes, it could be. Probably it is. All the same, I wish I knew more about the lady’s motivation.” Brian, staring out of the window, hardly saw the street-lamps or the ordered

  quiet of the Grand Quai. “Audrey, hold on! How many people are coming to this house-party of hers?”




  “It’s not a house-party, really. There’s only one other person.”




  “Only one, eh? Who is it?”




  “I don’t know. Eve didn’t say.”




  “No; I’m wool-gathering. It can’t possibly be what occurred to me. But I don’t like this situation one little bit. Why not obey your father and take the next plane back

  to London?”




  “Obey! Obey! Will you try to stop me if I do go to Eve’s?”




  “No, I will not.” He spoke formally, but with anger kindling. “You’re over twenty-one; you must please yourself.”




  “Thanks so much for making it clear. In that case, I’d better tell you—”




  Audrey never finished what she meant to say, if in fact she meant to say it at all.




  The head-lights of a car, driven fast, brushed their dazzle outside curtains of velvet and lace just before a Bentley two-seater pulled up outside the hotel. Audrey drew a deep breath and ran

  across to stand in the window beside Brian. But she did not look at her companion; it was plain that she had forgotten him.




  Out of the car climbed a hatless, dark-haired young man in a white dinner-jacket. Audrey flung the lace curtains wide open.




  “Phil! Phil, dear!”




  The young man, who could be nobody but the son of Desmond Ferrier, stopped short.




  “I’m here,” Audrey said rather unnecessarily. “I’m waiting for you! I’m here!”




  “Yes. I see you are. Who’s that with you?”




  The voice, though pleasant enough, held sudden hostility and suspicion. Audrey tried to laugh. Still she did not look at her companion, but Brian could almost feel the lift of her eyebrows.




  “Oh, Phil, don’t go on like that again. It’s nobody! It’s nobody at all!”




  Brian said nothing.




  “I mean,” cried Audrey, turning out her wrist, “I mean, Phil, it’s nobody you need think about. It’s only an old friend of mine from home, Brian Innes, and I

  don’t know why—”




  Again she stopped. The pronouncing of Brian’s name had a curious effect in that quiet street.




  The name meant nothing to Philip Ferrier; Philip merely nodded and entered the hotel. But it had a very definite meaning for someone else. On the opposite side of the street, in the shadow of

  the English Garden, a shortish and tubby man with an intent manner had been stumping along the pavement as though talking to himself. Here he stopped, peered round, and instantly crossed the road

  towards the Hotel Metropole.




  “Ha!” breathed the tubby man.




  He was the more striking a figure in that he wore a close-cut greyish beard and the sort of steeple-crowned hat which used to appear on figures of Guy Fawkes. This disreputable dark hat

  contrasted with full and formal evening-clothes.




  A flicker of heat-lightning paled and pulsed in the sky towards the lake. Audrey, for all her preoccupation, could not help staring at this newcomer.




  “Brian, look! The odd-looking man with the hat. He seems to be coming straight over here!”




  “So he does. Your odd-looking man, though, isn’t in the least odd; and he’s got a good reason for everything he does. That’s Gerald Hathaway.”




  “Sir Gerald Hathaway?”




  “In person.”




  “But what does he want here? What’s he doing in Geneva so soon?”




  “I haven’t any idea. All the same . . . you remember I said there were two English guests at Berchtesgaden on the famous occasion? Two guests, that is, besides Eve Eden and Hector

  Matthews?”




  “Well?”




  “One was Hathaway. The other was some newspaperwoman named Paula Catford. Ever since you mentioned Hathaway, I’ve been wondering if history would repeat itself and Paula Catford

  would turn up too.”




  Another flicker of heat-lightning lifted beyond motionless trees. But they had no time to consider this. A voice called out from the door. Into the lounge, conspicuous in white dinner-jacket,

  strode Philip Ferrier.




  He did not resemble his father, Brian noted. The Desmond Ferrier of legend had been as long and lean as Brian himself, with a booming voice and deplorably frivolous ways. The son, at

  twenty-four, was stern and earnest to the verge of pompousness. He was also a trifle chunky. But Philip’s striking good-looks, from dark curling hair to classic profile and wide nostrils,

  carried an intense vitality.




  Audrey almost yearned at him.




  “Mr. F-ferrier, may I present Mr. Innes?”




  One glance, raking Brian with powerful scrutiny, had shown Philip he need fear no rival here. His hostility vanished.




  “How do you do?” he said. “Er—Aud and I are having dinner at the Richemond and then going on to a night-club. You won’t mind if we push off now?”




  “No, not at all.”




  “Thanks. We’re very late.” Relief whistled through the wide nostrils. “I’m late, Aud, and I apologize. Our two geniuses have been throwing fits of temperament

  again.”




  “Phil, I wish you wouldn’t talk like that. It’s not fair!”




  Philip bit his lip.




  “Maybe it’s not. I dunno. I’m fond of the old man and of Eve too. But you don’t have to nurse ’em.”




  Whereupon something new, something intensely human and very likeable, peered out from an apparent stuffed-shirt. Worry surrounded Philip Ferrier like an aura.




  “The trouble is,” he said, “that you can’t tell what’s real and what isn’t real. They can’t tell either; they don’t know. Stage-people!

  Screen-people! You’re not connected with the stage or the screen, sir?”




  “Not in any way.” Brian laughed. “Do I look as though I were?”




  “Well, no,” Philip said seriously. “But there’s something about you: what is it? Anyway,” and he made a gesture and turned back to Audrey, “now that

  they’re both writing their reminiscences, and trying to beat each other to a publisher, and getting out their books of press-cuttings at every other word, it’s quite a

  wing-ding.”




  “I—I daresay it is,” Audrey agreed.




  “You bet it is. See what James Agate wrote about me in ’34? And I forget: wasn’t it Old So-and-So who played Lord Porteus in Binky Beaumont’s production of The

  Circle in ’36? And Old So-and-So is a grand person and a wonderful person and we love him very dearly, but just between ourselves he’s the world’s lousiest actor.

  Stage-people!”




  Brian, listening hard for the approach of Sir Gerald Hathaway through the foyer, turned his attention back. Audrey moistened her lips.




  “Phil, do you mean to say you don’t like it?”




  “I’ve never been sure whether I like it. I do know it’s getting me down.”




  “Why are you telling me this? There isn’t anything wrong, is there?”




  “My poor girl, there’s never anything actually wrong!”




  “Well, then?”




  “But you’re coming to visit us, Aud. When the old man tells you Eve is trying to poison him, try not to take it too seriously. Now come along and let’s get some

  food.”




  Footsteps echoed in the marble foyer; the lift hummed. But one set of footfalls had stopped short.




  “Mr. Ferrier! Just a moment!” Brian said sharply.




  “What is it?”




  Philip had picked up Audrey’s wrap from the table and was holding it out for her. Audrey, her sex-appeal never more vivid than with heightened colour, lifted her arm as though to ward off

  a blow.




  “Your father says Miss Eden is trying to poison him in the literal sense? With arsenic, strychnine, something of that sort?”




  “No. No. That’s not it at all. That’s why I say: deliver me from people with temperament! That’s why I’m here.” Philip struggled for words. “I

  wanted to warn Aud—”




  “Of what?”




  “It’s the old man’s idea of being funny; and Eve’s too, recently. He’ll explain how she would like to poison him or creep up and stab him, and describe this in all

  apparent seriousness. Once or twice Eve’s got back at him in the same way. Unless you know they’re both playing the fool, it can be hair-raising. A reporter from Woman’s

  Life was so shocked I had to talk to her for an hour afterwards at the airport. And it isn’t funny in the least. Or it isn’t funny to me. Can’t you understand all

  this?”




  “I can understand it, Mr. Ferrier. I wonder if they do.”




  “Meaning what?”




  The conjectures that floated in Brian’s mind . . .




  From the corner of his eye he could see the door of the lounge, opening on a little passage that ran to the foyer. Though no light burned in the passage, it was floored with marble and lined

  with mirrors. He could see reflected outlines in a cuff, a shoulder, the edge of a hat. Gerald Hathaway, that distinguished man, was frankly if grotesquely listening.




  A car hooted in the street.




  “Mr. Ferrier, will you answer me just one question?”




  “Yes, if I can.”




  “There are to be two guests in your home besides Audrey. One is Sir Gerald Hathaway. Do you know who the other is?”




  “Yes, of course. I’ve never met her—”




  “ ‘Her?’ ”




  “Yes; what’s so peculiar about that? She’s another journalist, a very big wheel. Writes books about the celebrities she’s met, and she’s promised to help Eve with

  the memoirs.”




  “Is her name Paula Catford?”




  “Yes. Now forget Paula Catford. We were talking about Eve and the old man. They’re artists; I don’t understand artists. But they’re human beings, for God’s sake.

  Whatever they say or however they show off, they don’t really do the things people keep doing in plays.”




  “Are you sure? Has Miss Eden, for instance, never been involved in a case of violent death under suspicious circumstances?”




  “No. Of course not. Never.”




  “Suppose she has been? Suppose I brought a witness to prove the fact here and now? What would you say then?”




  “I wouldn’t believe a word of it.” Philip let out his breath with a gasp. “You’re talking about my father and a decent woman he’s been married to for

  years.”




  “Nobody is saying anything against your father. On the contrary! It may be very unpleasant for him if the same sort of ‘accident’ should occur again. And what about

  Audrey?”




  “Audrey?”




  “You haven’t thought about that side of it, and neither has she. I ask you to think of it now.”




  Brian spoke steadily, his eyes on the younger man’s.




  “A former fiancé of Eve Eden fell to his death from a balcony-terrace in the Alps when she was alone with him. Miss Catford and Gerald Hathaway were in an adjoining room at the time

  this happened. Years later, many years later, she invites both of them to a villa in the hills south-west of Geneva. We don’t know why she issued that invitation; probably they don’t

  know either.




  “The point is that Audrey, who was only a child when Hector Matthews died, Audrey has been carefully brought here as well. Why? These may only be suspicious circumstances, like

  all the other facts, and yet they yell to high heaven for some kind of explanation. How does Audrey fit into the pattern? Are you so very happy to see her here?”




  “Look—!” Philip began.




  “Just a moment!”




  It was so quiet that they could hear Philip’s wrist-watch ticking.




  “Eve Eden inherited a fortune. If that wasn’t sheer accident, it was part of a campaign in murder. Hathaway and Miss Catford can’t be here by accident. Neither can

  Audrey. If I convinced you of all this, would you keep her present to see what happens? What would you do?”




  “May I say something?” cried Audrey.




  “No, you may not. Mr. Ferrier, what would you do?”




  “I’d send her home,” Philip said, “and I’d send her home damn quick.”




  “Then you’d better begin preparing her mind. The witness I can produce is just outside that door. —Hathaway!”




  Philip, in a bursting kind of pause, threw down Audrey’s wrap on the table. This too-solemn, over-dignified young man, as Brian quite correctly felt, was deeply and sincerely in love with

  Audrey Page. And Audrey (this part, at least, he believed at the time) would throw herself into agreement with the least request of Philip Ferrier.




  And yet even as he thought this, even as he called for his witness, an enigmatic expression in her blue eyes baffled him again as it had made him wonder once before.




  “Hathaway!”




  There was no answer. Brian went to the door of the lounge, confronting only his own image in the mirrors that lined the passage outside. A marble floor stretched away to the foyer on the right.

  His witness wasn’t there.




  





  Chapter Three


  

   




   




   




  Nearly two hours later, in the modernistic bar of a very different hotel on the north bank instead of the south bank, two men sat facing each other across a table beside the French windows to

  the terrasse.




  They had dined here at the Hotel du Rhône, and adjourned to the bar. Their brandy-glasses were long empty; dregs of cold coffee congealed in the little cups. But a good dinner had not

  brought peace or stopped a violent argument.
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