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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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  PART ONE




  
Chapter One





  The fact that it was a wet Monday morning had nothing to do with John Farndon’s decision to murder his wife. Nevertheless, he realised later, when he thought back and

  tried to pinpoint the actual moment the decision had surfaced from his subconscious and presented itself as an objective, that it had been as he made his way across the playing-fields to school on

  that wet Monday morning in late March. But unlike a certain Dr Bickleigh who waited several weeks before translating a similar decision into action, John Farndon’s time scale was to be less

  protracted.




  He had just emerged from the dripping copse that separated their cottage from the perimeter of the playing-fields and caught sight of the school building squatting half a mile away like a

  spreadeagled version of Victoria Station when it suddenly came to him that Monique’s death was the only possible answer.




  His step had added purpose as, with head lowered against the rain, he strode towards the building whose grey stone was matched by the sky of this particular morning. No one would guess that it

  teemed with life inside, where eighty boys and a staff of seventeen faced a new working week with a mixture of hope, expectation and a mountain of boredom.




  John Farndon’s mind, however, was focused on a single occupant. The person whose arrival at Briar House School had led him to reach his decision. Belinda Dow, the new assistant matron.




  He let himself in by a side door which opened into a short passage. At the far end lay the masters’ common-room.




  It was five minutes past nine and his first lesson didn’t begin for forty minutes, as Mr Venner-Jones, the headmaster, always took his form for the first period each Monday. It was his

  policy to teach each form for at least one period a week so that, in his own words, he could personally assess the scholastic ability of every boy in the school. His staff was uncomfortably aware

  that it was also a way of checking on their own capacity as teachers. The one-man K.G.B., Stephen Ridley called him behind his back.




  As John Farndon stood on the mat and shook himself like a dog, he could hear Ridley’s voice coming from his classroom which was adjacent to the masters’ common-room. It was loud and

  abrasive and John Farndon liked neither the voice nor the man himself. But Ridley was a good teacher and the boys seemed to like him rather better than his colleagues did. They probably respected

  the disciplinarian in him, a quality that John Farndon was aware he had always lacked.




  He entered the common-room and went across to his locker to take out the pair of dry shoes he kept there for such a morning as this. Then he would nip up the back staircase in the hope of

  catching Belinda alone in matron’s office. Miss Whitcombe, the matron, should be across at the sick bay at this hour and with luck he would find Belinda on her own checking laundry.




  He was bending over, struggling to untie a wet shoelace, when a voice spoke behind him.




  ‘Your beard’s dripping over everything.’




  The tone was supercilious and offensive and John Farndon deigned neither to reply nor even to glance up. Colin Venner-Jones was the headmaster’s son and had joined the staff the previous

  term, coming straight from university where he had scraped a degree in history. He was known to be the apple of his mother’s eye, but to most other people he was just a bumptious young

  man.




  ‘But that’s merely in passing,’ he went on in the same tone. John Farndon slipped on his dry shoes and straightened up, at the same time running a hand over his beard and

  wiping the palm on his trousers. ‘What I really came to say was that I saw you walking across the playing-fields just now. I don’t know whether it was deliberate or not, but you marched

  straight across the first-eleven cricket pitch, which can’t have done it any good.’




  ‘I’m sure I didn’t do it any harm either,’ Farndon remarked mildly. ‘And anyway, we’re still a couple of months off the cricket season.’




  Colin Venner-Jones’ mouth went down at the corners in an expression of petulant disapproval.




  ‘The headmaster’s put me in charge of cricket next term and it doesn’t help when people caper about the pitch in hobnailed boots on a wet day.’




  He turned abruptly and disappeared.




  ‘Arrogant little bugger!’ John Farndon muttered to himself. God help the school when he took over from his father, which was presumably the intended order of things. Referring to his

  father as ‘the headmaster’ in that pompous manner and purporting to dress down someone who was fifteen years his senior and who had been at the school when Colin Venner-Jones was still

  running around in short pants.




  A few minutes later, however, he had forgotten the incident as he gazed with yearning at Belinda who was kneeling in front of a laundry hamper into which she was stuffing dirty sheets. She had

  her back to the door and for a while he just stood watching her. Her hair had fallen forward round her face as she pressed down rebellious folds of sheet. She seldom wore stockings and she had

  kicked off her sandals, something she frequently did. Previously John Farndon had regarded feet as useful but unromantic appendages, but there was something utterly entrancing about Belinda’s

  and he focused his gaze on them with all the anticipation of a bee about to alight on a bloom.




  He must have made a slight sound for she suddenly turned her head.




  ‘Oh, John, you frightened me,’ she said, with a shy smile.




  ‘I was composing an ode to your feet.’




  ‘Is that the only bit of me you admire?’ she asked with a small pout.




  ‘You know the answer to that,’ he said, taking a purposeful step forward.




  She jumped up quickly. ‘No, John, not here. We must be very careful. It would be bad if anyone suspected . . .’




  ‘But you do love me?’




  ‘I have to count these sheets.’ She turned back to the hamper.




  ‘Say that you love me.’




  ‘You’re very sweet, John.’




  ‘Go on, say it.’




  ‘It would be wrong to love you when you have a wife,’ she said softly, then more vehemently, ‘Oh, how I hate Monday mornings and all these smelly sheets! English boys never

  wash, I think.’




  John Farndon laughed. ‘Better not let Mrs Venner-Jones hear you say that. She insists that every boy gets two baths a week and washes behind his ears every day.’




  She looked up with a puzzled expression.




  ‘I don’t mind about their ears.’




  ‘It’s just an expression. Means have a thorough wash.’




  Belinda made a doubtful face and bent back over her task. She had been born in what was then Saigon of a French-speaking Vietnamese mother and an Australian father. For the first seven years of

  her life she had spoken only Vietnamese and French. Then her parents had moved to Australia where she spent the next ten years, during which period her mother died and her father re-married. At the

  age of seventeen she had come to Europe and settled in Paris with a cousin of her mother who owned a restaurant in the city.




  Now at the age of twenty-six she had arrived in England and taken the post of assistant matron at Briar House School where she undoubtedly supplied a long-absent touch of glamour. If the truth

  be known, this had almost cost her the job. Indeed, had not Mrs Venner-Jones and matron been driven to the point of despair by a succession of ghastly failures, two of whom had not even lasted out

  a complete term, it is almost certain that her looks would have gone against her and she wouldn’t have been offered the job. But she had been and, to the surprised gratification of the two

  ladies who had interviewed her, was proving considerably better than her predecessors.




  Though Miss Whitcombe entertained no feelings about having an assistant of mixed race, Mrs Venner-Jones had felt qualms about the reaction of some of the snobbier parents. What neither of them

  had sufficiently foreseen (it had been foreseen but underestimated) was the devastating effect their choice was going to have on the younger members of the male staff. Not that John Farndon, at

  thirty-eight, fell strictly within this category. It was all the more wondrous to him, therefore, that Belinda obviously liked him better than any of the others. It was his greater maturity, he

  reckoned; also, perhaps, the trait of sophistication that had led him to marry a French girl. His mistake had only been to marry the wrong French girl.




  He was about to bend down and kiss the soles of her upturned feet when he heard someone approaching and a moment later matron appeared in the doorway.




  ‘And what can I do for you?’ she enquired with a frown.




  John Farndon tugged nervously at the beard which sprouted from his chin. His face was shaven save for the isolated beard and a small moustache, which were of redder hue than the hair on his

  head, which was chestnut in colour.




  ‘I just dropped in to give Belinda a message from my wife,’ he said uncomfortably.




  Miss Whitcombe nodded. ‘Well, we mustn’t keep you,’ she remarked, stepping past him into the room. ‘I’ll give you a hand with those sheets, Belinda, the man’s

  waiting to take the basket across to the laundry.’




  John Farndon found himself staring at the backs of the two women. Then he turned and left. Miss Whitcombe’s back could, he reflected, be as formidable as her front.




  ‘It’d be wrong to love you when you have a wife.’ Belinda’s words echoed in his ears. Her tone had been wistful; more wistful with every moment of recollection. It had

  told him all he wanted to know and fortified him in the decision he had reached that morning.




  He must now seriously plan Monique’s death. As he made his way downstairs to his classroom, he began to list all the factors in his favour.




  Monique was known to suffer from depression and had actually made a half-hearted attempt at suicide two years previously. An overdose of sleeping tablets. And to think it was he who had

  rushed her to hospital! Though that fact should, on reflection, now stand him in good stead.




  Then there was the Mauser automatic, which he had smuggled back from his national service with the British Army of the Rhine in Germany. He had taught her how to use it should an intruder ever

  break in when she was alone in the cottage. It was kept in a drawer of their bedside cabinet.




  The tools were, therefore, to hand. All he had to do was make a plan. A careful, foolproof plan. And here time was on his side, for there was no need to rush. On the other hand, he

  wouldn’t procrastinate. Festina lente, as he was always saying to his class of eleven-year-olds. Hasten slowly. That would be his motto while devising Monique’s death.




  A sudden outbreak of chatter came from inside his classroom and a moment later the door opened and Mr Venner-Jones appeared.




  ‘Ah, good morning, Farndon’ – he always addressed all the staff by their surnames, apart from the art teacher, who was graced as Miss Littlejohn, perversely to her annoyance

  – ‘Always a pleasure to take your form. You’ve a couple of bright boys there. Brookfield and Upshaw. But you need to keep an eye on Campbell.’




  ‘I agree, headmaster.’




  ‘He’ll either end up as a city tycoon or in prison. I’m not sure which.’




  ‘Possibly both. In that order.’




  Mr Venner-Jones pursed his lips. He was not given to laughing at other people’s quips. Certainly not those coming from his staff.




  ‘And I’d like you to keep a special eye on Norris. He’s a shy boy and needs encouragement.’




  In John Farndon’s view one would have to look far to find a boy of greater mediocrity, but presumably his father had written another of his lengthy epistles to the headmaster about his

  son’s education. These could cover everything from the boy’s talent for essay-writing (well hidden) to the verruca on his left foot which inhibited his games-playing and which could

  only have been contracted through negligent hygiene at the school swimming pool.




  ‘But taken as a whole they’re a good form,’ Mr Venner-Jones went on in a judicious tone. ‘Well worth taking trouble with.’




  John Farndon nodded owlishly, his mind elsewhere. By the time he entered the classroom to a chirruping chorus of ‘Good morning, sir’, he was feeling well pleased with the smooth

  progression of his thoughts on Monique’s demise.




  A lot of detail remained to be worked out, but the blueprint was already there.




  







  Chapter Two




  Monique gazed out of the living-room window at the hateful English weather. As if life in rural England wasn’t bad enough without everlasting rain. Her existence (for she

  regarded it as nothing better) had become one of stoical endurance from which she could see no release.




  Before her marriage to John Farndon she had never spent more than two weeks in England and most of that in London. But how different life was in an isolated cottage with only a small village

  three-quarters of a mile away and Chelvey, the nearest town, some ten miles distant.




  ‘Marry in haste, repent at leisure.’ Well, she was certainly having endless time to do that. How was she to have known how uncongenial life with an English schoolmaster could be! She

  had never come across anything like a boys’ boarding school and no amount of imagination could have prepared her. It was not just a different world, but an utterly alien one, which she had

  found repugnant from the first moment her husband had shown her round the school and introduced her to his colleagues.




  She had been twenty-eight when she met John, who was six years older. She was spending August on a cousin’s farm in Provence when he arrived at the door one baking afternoon and asked if

  he could buy some milk. He was on a camping holiday and had not only a rucksack on his back, but a bicycle more heavily laden than a pack-mule. He had addressed her in classroom French and she had

  invited him into the cool farm kitchen where they had drunk wine. Though her English was considerably better than his French, she had not let on and they had conversed in her tongue.




  The upshot had been that he had spent four days at the farm, pitching his small green tent in a corner of a field and sharing an evening meal with Monique, her cousin and his wife. In return for

  their hospitality, he lent a hand on the farm and showed himself ready to do anything asked of him.




  It was soon apparent to the cousin’s wife that he was showing an undue interest in Monique and as she spent a good deal of time advising Monique to get a husband before it was too late,

  she not only pointed out his interest, but also drew attention to his many desirable features.




  When Monique demurred and said she doubted whether she could ever marry a foreigner, the cousin’s wife had redoubled her match-making efforts, painting a rosy picture of cosmopolitan life

  of a kind which she, alas, would now never know. Being anchored to a small farmer in a remote corner of her native land made her even readier to live vicariously when an opportunity presented

  itself.




  At the end of the four days, Monique had returned to Paris and John Farndon had pedalled away south, though not before he had promised to look her up when he passed through the capital on his

  way home. His original aim had been to cycle as far as Nîmes and then put his bicycle on a train and go straight through to Calais. But he now pretended to Monique that it had always been his

  intention to stop off in Paris for a couple of days on his return journey.




  As for Monique, she had returned home in a reflective mood. She wanted to be married, but so far had never received a proposal. She had the feeling, moreover, as her cousin’s wife kept

  pointing out, that time was running against her.




  It was not that she was unattractive to look at, simply that she lacked any sort of drawing power. Trim was the word that best summed her up. She had short-cropped dark hair, a small oval face

  with large brown eyes and a mouth whose budlike lower lip had nothing in common with the thin line of her upper one. Her expression was invariably grave, even melancholy, and she seldom smiled.




  She lived at home with her elderly parents and helped, as required, in the shop in the Rue St Honoré, which specialised in antiquités, curiosités et objets

  d’art and which was run by her father and her brother Jean-Claude, who was ten years her senior. It was not exactly a glamorous or even fulfilling life.




  By the time her train reached the Gare de Lyon that Sunday evening, she had persuaded herself that it was most unlikely he would ever call her as he had promised. And yet in her heart of hearts

  she realised that he would. And of course he did. Her thoughts, meanwhile, had fluctuated so wildly that in the end she couldn’t say whether or not she hoped he would.




  It was the following Friday just before they closed for lunch that she heard someone come into the shop. She was in the stuffy little room at the rear recording details of sales and purchases in

  an old-fashioned ledger when she heard his voice.




  ‘Est-ce que je peux parler à Mademoiselle Monique Aubert?’ Followed after a pause by an equally careful ‘s’il vous plaît’.




  Her father appeared in the doorway and, with a faint glint of amusement in his eyes, said, ‘Your English friend is here. Tell him we’re about to close. We don’t wish to be late

  for lunch.’




  She had told her parents of John Farndon’s stay on the cousin’s farm and had mentioned in a calculatedly off-hand way that he might be looking her up on his way through Paris. What

  she was unaware of was that her mother had had a long telephone call from the cousin’s wife in which Monique’s and John’s names had been artfully linked.




  Fortunately at that moment the telephone rang with a call from Jean-Claude in Amsterdam. He had been abroad on business for the past week to Monique’s relief. He had always assumed a

  proprietorial interest in her life and was prone to giving her unwanted lectures on what she ought or ought not to be doing. They were a closely knit family, but there was no doubt that Jean-Claude

  was its dominant member. He was married to a pale, washed-out wife who had borne him three children in five years and was to bear a further two.




  Handing the receiver to her father, she walked slowly through to the shop. John was standing there staring at the crowded shelves and showcases with a bemused expression. He had exchanged his

  habitual shorts for a pair of crumpled khaki trousers, but otherwise he looked the same. Monique half-expected to see his bicycle propped against the window.




  His face broke into a happy smile as he turned and saw her.




  ‘I said I’d come and here I am,’ he said in English, having since discovered her proficiency.




  Monique gave him a small nod, accompanied by a fleeting smile.




  ‘Was that your father?’ he asked.




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘And your brother?’ He looked around as if expecting Jean-Claude to materialise behind a showcase.




  ‘He is in Holland. When my father has talked on the telephone we have to go for lunch. The shop will be closed.’




  ‘I was wondering if you would have lunch with me?’




  She shook her head with unnecessary vigour. ‘It is impossible. I have to go with my father. He expects it.’




  He waited for her to invite him to join them, but when she failed to do so, he said, ‘I understand. But will you have dinner with me this evening?’ With a grin he added.

  ‘I’m afraid it’ll have to be somewhere cheap as I seem to have spent most of my money.’




  The truth was that he had not budgeted for a stay in Paris. He had found himself a bed in a hostel dormitory and had left his bicycle chained to the railings outside.




  ‘Paris is very expensive,’ she said.




  ‘I’m sure we can find somewhere we can eat without bankrupting me.’




  ‘There are places,’ she said in her grave tone.




  ‘Good. Then you will? Where shall I meet you?’




  ‘Here.’




  ‘What time?’




  ‘Seven o’clock.’




  ‘I thought the notice on the door said you closed at six.’




  ‘I will come back here. It will be more convenient.’




  Although her parents’ apartment was only two blocks away, she was not yet ready to invite him there. She was still, she told herself, feeling her way, though she had experienced a distinct

  tingle of excitement at seeing him again.




  ‘Fine. I’ll be waiting on the doorstep at seven o’clock,’ he said cheerfully. ‘But you must think where we’ll go.’




  As he turned to leave, her father came back into the shop.




  ‘Au-revoir, monsieur,’ he called out. To Monique he said, ‘Did you ask him to have lunch with us?’




  ‘No.’




  The old man shrugged in a resigned way. ‘But you will see him again?’




  ‘Tonight. I’m having dinner with him.’




  ‘He is coming to the apartment?’




  ‘No. And, Papa, please don’t tell Jean-Claude, he might misunderstand.’




  ‘What is there to tell, chérie?’ he asked drily.




  Monique made no reply and they went off to their lunch in silence.




  As soon as she turned into the Rue St Honoré shortly after seven o’clock that evening, she saw him. He was standing in the middle of the pavement outside the shop staring in the

  opposite direction. A moment later he swung round and saw her. He gave a vigorous wave and strode towards her.




  ‘I had a bet with myself that you’d come from the other direction,’ he said as they met.




  ‘Why?’




  ‘I just pictured it that way.’




  ‘Then why did you turn round?’ she asked with native logic.




  ‘The off-chance that I might be wrong.’




  ‘And you were.’




  ‘Yes. But there’s one thing I’m definitely right about. Namely, wanting to take you out to dinner. Where shall we go?’




  ‘There is a restaurant over on the left bank near the Boulevard St Michel. It is used by students.’




  ‘It sounds perfect. How do we get there?’




  ‘We can go by Métro.’




  Four years later Monique could still remember what they had eaten that evening. Each of them had had the potage du jour, a thick tasty vegetable soup, then she had had loup de

  mer and he had ordered a steak which came with fried potatoes and a salad. The steak had been tough, but he hadn’t seemed to mind. She had finished the meal with a pear and he’d

  had a chocolate ice-cream. Between them they drank a bottle of cheap red wine. She had insisted that red would go better with her fish than white would with his steak.




  The fact that she could still remember every detail of the meal and of what they had talked about told its own story. She had listened with her grave expression while he told her more about the

  school where he taught and of his hopes of one day becoming a headmaster. He had said that the chief lack in his life was not having someone with whom to share his interests. He told her that he

  had once been briefly engaged, but then the girl had gone off and married someone else. He added enigmatically that he was now glad it had happened that way.




  After that he had begun asking her about her own life. Would her parents mind if she left home? But surely they’d like her to become married? Did she think that he and Jean-Claude would

  like each other?




  Without trying to sound disloyal, she explained that Jean-Claude was not an easy person to get along with. That he had a strong personality and was used to having his own way, but that he had a

  sharp business sense and had acquired an intimate knowledge of the byways of their particular trade.




  John Farndon had said cheerfully that he looked forward to meeting him and Monique had nodded doubtfully.




  On leaving the restaurant he had suggested they should walk part of the way back. It was a warm evening and the district was full of strolling couples. She became suddenly aware that he had

  taken hold of her hand, lacing his fingers through hers. She found this physical contact not disagreeable.




  ‘I think we get on rather well together,’ he remarked shyly. ‘I hope you agree.’




  ‘We do not know each other very well.’




  ‘Four days in Provence and an evening in Paris. People have got married on shorter acquaintance than that.’




  It was then she knew for certain that he was going to propose and her pulse rate increased. Her brain also began to make out a hectic balance sheet of pros and cons. The trouble was that the two

  columns didn’t match. Couldn’t match; as one was written by the heart, the other by the head.




  ‘If you always let your head rule your heart, you’ll never get married,’ her cousin’s wife was fond of preaching to her.




  Monique had mildly scoffed at this notion, but time had made her less certain. Even so there must surely be occasions when both head and heart were in unison. She knew that the main objection

  produced by her head was the prospect of living in an alien land. It was no good reminding herself about the entente cordiale or that you could fly from Paris to London in less time than

  it took to cross either city by bus, the fact remained that France and England were as different as cheddar cheese from camembert or draught beer from champagne.




  ‘May I not meet your mother and father?’ he had said, breaking in on her tumultuous thoughts.




  And so it had come about that he had dined at their apartment the next night, his last in Paris before leaving for home.




  Although neither of her parents could speak any English, he had manfully mustered every word of his schoolroom French and the evening, despite all her fears and reservations, had been a success.

  She was sure it would not have been had Jean-Claude been present, but he was still in Holland. Her parents had been surprisingly taken with their daughter’s English friend and had pressed him

  to visit them again.




  When he had bade final farewell to Monique that evening, her parents having tactfully retreated behind a closed door, his intentions became clear beyond doubt.




  ‘I shall come back to Paris during the Christmas holidays, but meanwhile I shall write to you every week.’




  Then almost before she had realised what had happened he had kissed her quickly on the lips. She had stared after him with a bemused expression as he started down the stairs of their antiquated

  apartment block. On the first half-landing he had turned and waved, and she had waved back.




  Thereafter he had been as good as his word, his letters arriving regularly midweek having been written on Sunday afternoons. Monique’s replies were much shorter and not as regular. They

  also read somewhat like bulletins. Nevertheless she found herself looking forward to his Christmas visit, despite a feeling of dread at his inevitable encounter with Jean-Claude.




  In the event, however, Jean-Claude was unexpectedly affable during the whole of his stay, though she suspected that he secretly wrote him off as another boring Englishman. Nevertheless, he

  didn’t inveigh against her future husband or condemn the prospect of her marriage as unthinkable. After their first meeting, he had merely patted her cheek and observed in a jocular fashion

  that a family base in England might have its uses.




  For his part, John Farndon appeared to have found Jean-Claude more congenial than Monique had led him to believe, though she was left with the unmistakable impression that neither cared much for

  the other.




  Before he returned to England on the last day of the year, he had formally asked Monsieur Aubert if he would consent to their marriage and had been accepted first as a future son-in-law and then

  as a husband by Monique herself.




  They were married in April at a quiet ceremony in Paris, attended only by Monique’s closest relatives and by his brother George, who was on leave from the Middle East where he worked for

  an oil company. His parents were both dead and, apart from his brother, he had no other close family.




  The day after the ceremony, they had travelled to England and Monique had made the acquaintance of her new home and been introduced to the Venner-Joneses. A week later the summer term began and

  she met the rest of the staff.




  She acknowledged that John had tried to make her feel at home, but she had, nevertheless, felt cut-off and homesick from the very beginning and had shown what sometimes appeared to be a wilful

  determination not to become involved in school life.




  Realising that time might hang heavily on her hands, he had obtained the headmaster’s approval to her giving extra tuition in French to some of the boys. He had thought she would enjoy

  this, not to mention the pocket money it would provide. But after one term she had declared that she didn’t wish to continue; that she wasn’t a teacher by temperament and that the boys

  were unruly.




  And so their life together had become one of slow deterioration almost from the word go. A deterioration not unaffected by the frequent visits of Jean-Claude who no longer bothered to hide his

  contempt for his English brother-in-law.




  It was with this background to their four years of marriage that Monique stared morosely out of the window at the falling rain on a Monday morning in March. She was expecting a phone call from

  Jean-Claude whom she knew to be in England and viewed the prospect with mixed feelings. He at least managed to bring her a tangible reminder of home, though she wished he didn’t treat her so

  obviously as a convenience.




  The telephone rang and she walked into the hall to answer it.




  ‘Chérie, c’est moi, Jean-Claude. Ecoute bien, chérie . . .’




  After ascertaining that her husband would not be at home that afternoon, he said he would arrive about three o’clock, spend an hour or so at the cottage and then drive to Heathrow to catch

  an evening plane to Paris.




  She stood beside the telephone lost in thought for several seconds after he had rung off. Then, coming out of her reverie, she drifted into the kitchen to wash up the breakfast coffee cups.
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