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  Chapter One




  Though the postmark was blurred and indecipherable, there was something distantly familiar about the handwriting on the envelope, which was bold and confident, even

  flamboyant.




  It was addressed to:




  

    

      Rosa Epton, solicitor,




      Snaith & Epton,




      12 Whitford St,




      London, W6


    


  




  In the top left-hand corner was written Strictly Private, with each word separately underlined twice.




  Rosa stared at it with a puzzled frown as she tried to recall why the writing was familiar. In the end she decided the only way to find out was to open it. She did so, however, with a feeling of

  slight annoyance. It was like skipping to the end of a detective story to discover who dunnit.




  The address at the top of the first sheet of paper was Apartment H, Deepwood Grange, Deepwood, West Sussex, which only increased her mystification. She not only didn’t know

  anybody living there, but had never even heard of the place. Turning to the last sheet she found the writer’s signature and let out a sigh – a sigh that indicated a suspense of

  judgement until she had read the whole letter.




  Your long silent, but ever affectionate godmother, Margaret Lakington, she read. There followed a brief postscript. If you remember me at all it will be as Margaret Wiles

  or Margaret Goodman. Ted Lakington was my third husband.




  Aunt Margaret, as Rosa had known her, had dropped out of sight nearly twenty years before. She had been an eccentric friend of her mother’s and a totally unsuitable choice for the role of

  godmother, as Rosa’s father, a staid country parson, had been fond of reminding his wife. Rosa recalled having met her only twice. The first time when she was about six years old and the

  second a few years later. On each occasion her godmother had arrived unheralded at the Herefordshire rectory, departing again some hours later with everyone slightly disorientated by her visit. For

  a while she had kept in touch by postcards from various parts of the world, but after Rosa’s mother had died even the postcards had dried up.




  Rosa now turned back to the beginning of the letter. Dear Rosa, she read, I’ve finally come to rest here and have no intention of uprooting myself again. I’ve seen

  enough of the world to last me for the remainder of my days. I’ve often wondered what had happened to you and then quite by chance I saw your name in a paper, defending in a murder case, and

  I thought there can’t be two Rosa Eptons. It has to be Kate and Alfred Epton’s daughter and my god-daughter. Anyway, one of the residents here who is a retired judge looked you up in

  some legal reference book and here I am writing to you. I would so much enjoy meeting you again. I live on my own and despite three husbands (all now dead) have never had any children, so that it

  would give me special pleasure to renew contact with a god-daughter.




  This is a beautiful old house which has been converted into flats – or what the agents insist on calling luxury apartments. The residents are a mixed bunch, but we don’t have to

  see more of one another than we wish. After my rackety life I can get on well with most people if I put my mind to it.




  We’re having a party in the Great Hall, which is common to all of us, in three weeks time – Saturday the 27th – and I’d love it if you’d come down for that

  weekend. I can promise to make you comfortable and I really do want to get to know you. Please try and come!




  As she laid the letter down on her desk, she recalled again her godmother’s sudden descents on the peaceful rectory and the exciting smell of perfume that lingered long after her

  departure, much to her father’s disdain. To a child her visits were those of somebody from an exotic world far beyond the surrounding hills.




  Why not? Rosa now thought. It could be an amusing weekend. Then, taking the letter with her, she went along to her partner’s room.




  Robin Snaith gave her an amiable smile as she flopped down in his visitors’ chair. He was always quite glad of Rosa’s interruptions and still thought the brightest thing he’d

  ever done was to recognise her potential when she had joined his firm as a clerk. He had not only encouraged her to become qualified, but had later given her a partnership, none of which he had

  ever regretted.




  ‘Have you ever heard of a place called Deepwood, Robin?’ she asked.




  ‘Yes, it’s in Sussex, not far from Chichester. There’s a Jacobean house there called Deepwood Grange that’s been converted into highly expensive flats.’




  ‘Apartments’, Rosa corrected him with a grin. ‘Don’t tell me you know somebody living there?’




  ‘No, but there was an article about the place in one of Susan’s glossy magazines and she thought we might invest in one against my retirement. She’s always on about moving to

  Sussex when I retire.’ He sighed. ‘The fact that I can’t afford to retire for at least another twenty years, if then, does nothing to deter her. She goes on studying property

  advertisements like a Hatton Garden merchant poring over a tray of diamonds. If she’d had her way we’d now own homes in the Cotswolds, on the Costa Blanca and, of course, in Sussex,

  with a tent pitched outside the bankruptcy court for day to day living. Anyway, what’s your interest in Deepwood? Have you acquired a client there?’




  ‘Not a client; a godmother.’ As she spoke, she handed him Aunt Margaret’s letter.




  ‘I hope you’re accepting her invitation’, he remarked drily when he’d read it.




  ‘Probably, but why do you hope so?’




  ‘Three husbands, no children and now living at Deepwood Grange, she’s obviously looking for someone to whom to leave all her money. How old is she?’




  Rosa pulled a face. ‘Somewhere in her seventies, I’d think.’




  ‘There you are then! She probably has a Swiss bank account and a trunkload of Krugerrands. You’ll be retiring long before me.’




  ‘Be serious for a moment, Robin. Do you think she sounds genuine?’




  Robin looked surprised. ‘Yes, I’m sure she is. Anyway, go and spend a weekend with her and find out. My bet is that she wants to look you over before changing her will.’




  ‘All I hope is that we’ll like one another’, Rosa said almost wistfully.




  ‘So you’ll definitely accept the invitation?’




  ‘Yes.’




  







  Chapter Two




  The next day Rosa wrote saying that she was indeed the right Rosa and would be delighted to come for the weekend and looked forward to renewing acquaintance with somebody of

  whom she had vivid childhood memories. She had written Dear Aunt Margaret and by return received a reply which began, Drop the aunt stuff! I’ve never felt like an aunt

  and hope I don’t look like one, even if I’m old enough to be a great-grandmother!!




  The letter went on to say that she would expect Rosa between six and seven on the Friday evening and that apart from the party on Saturday it would be a quiet weekend. It’ll be lovely

  to get to know you, the letter concluded. There was a PS which ran, I detest the telephone and was relieved that you wrote rather than called me. Let’s hope neither of us will be

  disappointed when we meet!




  It was dark when Rosa reached Deepwood some two and a half weeks later, but there was a clearly illuminated sign at the drive entrance so that she had no problem finding the

  house. She drove along an avenue of chestnut trees whose leaves lay piled like a dyke wall on either side. Somebody had certainly been busy sweeping, presumably not one of the well-heeled

  residents.




  The house came into view after a couple of hundred yards. Lights showed in many of its windows and a moon revealed a dark crescent of wood on the rising ground behind, which the house seemed to

  be wearing rather like a stole.




  There was a large oval of gravel in front of the house and a huge lantern hung in the portico.




  Rosa parked and got out and glanced about her before retrieving her suitcase and locking her car.




  ‘Is that you, Rosa?’ a voice suddenly called out.




  ‘Yes.’




  A figure emerged from the portico and came toward her.




  ‘I came down a couple of minutes ago when I saw lights coming up the drive. I knew you’d be a punctual person. Welcome to Deepwood Grange!’




  Margaret Lakington led the way beneath the portico and through the main entrance door, thence through an inner door into the brightly lit Great Hall.




  ‘My apartment’s one floor up’, she said, indicating a broad, stone staircase in the farther right-hand corner of the Great Hall. As they walked across she asked Rosa about her

  journey and talked generally as if they’d known each other for years. More to Rosa’s relief than to her surprise, a dramatic reunion was not part of the welcoming process.




  As she followed her godmother up the stairs, Rosa took the opportunity of a quick appraisal. She was tall, even willowy, with a lined face and a lot of artfully styled, honey-coloured hair,

  which Rosa realised with a slight shock was a wig. Her voice was low and somewhat husky, but her eyes and mouth revealed a sharply humorous side to her nature.




  The front door to her apartment was off the gallery which ran round the Great Hall at first-floor level.




  ‘How deliciously warm!’ Rosa exclaimed gratefully as she stepped inside.




  ‘I’ve lived too long in warm climates to be able to put up with the cold. That’s why I hesitated about coming back to live in England. My last husband was South African and we

  lived outside Capetown. But when he died two years ago I decided to come home and end my days here. Not that I plan to end them immediately, but at seventy-six each day is a bonus

  offering.’




  ‘How did you come to find Deepwood Grange?’ Rosa asked, as her godmother showed her into the comfortably furnished spare bedroom.




  ‘I first read about the conversion in a South African magazine and then when I came back to look around I made enquiries of the agents and they drove me down here. At that time over half

  the apartments were still untaken, but now there are only two left. Anyway, I fell in love with this one and made an offer. I moved in about eighteen months ago.’ She walked over to a door

  and opened it. ‘Small, but at least it’s your own bathroom. I’ll leave you to do what you want for a few minutes, then it’ll be time for a drink.’




  When, a little later, Rosa joined her in the living room, Margaret was already sitting with glass in hand.




  ‘Help yourself, Rosa’, she said, pointing to a full complement of bottles and glasses on a table against the wall. ‘Are you a whisky person?’




  ‘No, I’ve never acquired the taste.’




  ‘I don’t think young people do drink it much these days.’




  ‘That’s largely a question of price.’




  ‘I want a bottle of finest Scotch put in my coffin with me, just in case . . .’ Margaret went on, blithely.




  Rosa gave a wry smile. ‘As long as they don’t then cremate you.’




  She poured herself a glass of white wine and went on over to the window to look out.




  ‘You’ll have to wait until the morning to enjoy the view. There’s one spot from where you can just see the tip of the spire of Chichester Cathedral framed between two clumps of

  trees. But come and sit down and tell me about yourself. . . .’




  Several hours later, and after a delicious meal, Rosa indicated that she was ready for bed.




  ‘It’s the country air’, she remarked. ‘I shall sleep like a log.’




  ‘Don’t get up until you’re ready. I always rise early. It’s a lifelong habit.’ She gave Rosa an amused smile. ‘People always seem surprised to find what a

  practical person I am. They seem to think that because I lived abroad in countries where there are still servants, I shouldn’t be able to boil an egg or sew on a button.’




  ‘I can certainly testify to your cooking after our meal’, Rosa said. ‘I wish I were a better cook.’




  ‘You’re probably being too modest. Anyway, I mustn’t keep you from your bed. Tomorrow I’ll give you a grand tour and you’ll doubtless meet some of the other

  inhabitants. In any event they’ll be unavoidable at the party’, she added with a throaty chuckle. Then, giving Rosa a quick kiss on the cheek, she said, ‘I’m so glad I got

  in touch with you, my dear.’




  The sun was streaming through the bedroom window when Rosa woke up the next morning. After five minutes of lying there and luxuriating in a sense of delicious indolence she got

  up and walked across to look out. The scene that met her gaze was as pleasant as the day itself. A herd of milk-chocolate-coloured cows was placidly grazing in a lush meadow. Beyond them three

  horses were also having a leisurely breakfast.




  There was a quiet knock on the door and her godmother appeared.




  ‘Ah, you’re up. I’ll bring you some breakfast. What do you like?’




  ‘Tea or coffee, whichever’s there, and maybe a piece of toast’, Rosa said hopefully.




  ‘No egg? No bacon? It’s no trouble.’




  ‘I never eat a cooked breakfast at home.’




  ‘But you’re not at home. You’ve all the time in the world for a good old English fry-up.’




  ‘No, just toast will be fine.’




  ‘All right. That won’t take long. Go back to bed if you want.’




  By the time Margaret returned Rosa had washed and was wrapped in the cashmere dressing gown her sister-in-law had sent her from America.




  ‘It’s tea’, Margaret said, setting down the tray. ‘Also some orange juice. Did you sleep all right?’




  ‘Splendidly. It really is a heavenly view. So peaceful.’




  ‘Except when the bulls are being bullish.’ She came over and joined Rosa by the window. ‘You can’t beat the English countryside for quiet beauty. Nothing spectacular, but

  still breathtaking.’ As she spoke a tall young man appeared on the gravel path below. ‘That’s David Anderson, our man of mystery’, she remarked.




  ‘He doesn’t look a particular man of mystery’, Rosa said, following him with her eyes until he disappeared round a corner of the house.




  ‘He has one of the ground-floor apartments and nobody’s been able to find out exactly what he does. He’s friendly enough, but in an unforthcoming sort of way. He’s only

  been here a few weeks.’




  ‘Probably has private means, but doesn’t like to admit to not having to work for a living.’




  Margaret shrugged. ‘He’s out quite a bit, but heaven knows where he goes. He just melts away.’




  As far as Rosa was concerned that was the end of David Anderson as a topic of conversation.




  ‘You mentioned in your letter a retired judge who lives here. . . .’




  ‘Yes, Sir Wesley Binfield. He and his wife have the apartment next to this one. He can be a bit pompous and likes to be the centre of attention. He gets quite put out if he doesn’t

  receive proper deference. Not that I give him much! We elected him chairman of our residents’ association, and when we have a meeting he tends to treat us like a half-baked jury. His

  unfortunate wife is a complete doormat. She’s quite an intelligent woman – or was once – but after all the mental pummelling she’s had from her husband she’s given up

  thinking for herself.’




  ‘I know his name,’ Rosa said, ‘but he retired about the time I entered the law. He was one of the old school of judges who were unused to public criticism and who could behave

  like the worst sort of Roman emperor in court.’




  ‘That’s Sir Wesley all right. Don’t let him browbeat you when you meet him this evening.’




  ‘I’m not easily browbeaten.’




  ‘I didn’t think you were.’ She made for the door. ‘You’ll find me in the living room when you’re ready to face the world. We’ll take a stroll outside

  and then we might drive into Chichester and have lunch there.’




  ‘Sounds like a nice plan. We can go in my car if you like.’




  ‘I think mine will be more comfortable and I’m a perfectly safe driver. I’ve got a Mercedes.’




  It was a good exit line and Rosa was still smiling when she sat down to eat her breakfast.




  It was around half past ten when they set off on a tour of inspection.




  ‘The Great Hall was an open courtyard when the house was originally built in the early seventeenth century’, Margaret said, as they came out on to the first-floor gallery. ‘It

  was roofed about a hundred-and-fifty years later when the portico and various other bits were added.’




  ‘Who did the present conversion?’ Rosa asked.




  ‘The managing agents are a West End firm called Glass, Merrifield and Co, whose representative, as far as we’re concerned, is a hapless young man named Timothy Moxon. He comes down

  once a week or so and can usually be seen dashing for cover. The actual owner of the property is a Mr Aldo Goran who lives in Geneva. Though he never appears here he maintains a fully furnished

  apartment over the stables. He’s reputed to be a millionaire several times over.’




  ‘Hello there, Margaret’, a voice suddenly called out from the Great Hall below.




  Margaret let out an exasperated sigh. ‘You were going to have to meet her sooner or later,’ she hissed into Rosa’s ear, ‘though I’d hoped it might be later. Her

  name’s Alison Tremlett.’




  By the time they reached the bottom of the staircase, Ms Tremlett was waiting for them with an eager expression.




  ‘You must be Margaret’s god-daughter. I’m Alison Tremlett. Margaret’s told me all about you.’




  Margaret made an impatient sound before saying tartly, ‘We can’t stop and talk now, Alison. You’ll be able to talk to Rosa this evening.’ She turned away and led Rosa

  briskly toward the main door. ‘She’s a dangerous woman’, she went on when they were outside. ‘A meddler and as persistent as a wasp in the jam-making season.’




  ‘What’s she do?’




  ‘She’s a writer. Believe it or not she writes torrid romances which are quite obscene. I’m no prude, but the book she lent me was disgusting.’




  ‘Who reads them?’ Rosa asked with interest.




  ‘She claims they’re extremely successful and have a therapeutic quality for those in that sort of need.’




  Rosa laughed. ‘It just shows you can’t judge by appearances. She looked to me to suffer from arrested development.’




  Alison Tremlett had been wearing a girl’s gym slip over a white blouse, with thick purple stockings and a pair of open sandals which had looked as if they might have been a monk’s

  cast-offs. Her faded blonde hair had hung down her back in two plaits.




  ‘When you see her this evening,’ Margaret said, ‘the plaits will be coiled round her head like strands of old rope. She’ll also be festooned with beads and

  bangles.’ After a slight pause she added grimly, ‘She’s dropped more than a hint that we’ll all be appearing within the covers of her next book.’




  ‘I hope she knows the laws of libel.’




  ‘She’ll certainly get as close to them as she dares. She told me the other day that she’s a bestseller in Iceland and Finland. Presumably she helps to keep out the cold in

  those parts.’




  As they stood with faces turned toward the morning sun, two men came out of the house behind them. Margaret turned her head and smiled.




  ‘Let me introduce my god-daughter’, she said in a very different tone from that she had used toward Alison Tremlett. ‘Rosa dear, this is John Dixon,’ she went on,

  indicating the taller of the two, ‘and this is Desmond Murray. They’re two of Deepwood Grange’s nicest inhabitants.’




  The two men, who looked to be in their mid-thirties, shook Rosa’s hand in a welcoming way.




  ‘Delighted to meet you, Miss Epton’, John Dixon murmured, while his friend nodded his endorsement. ‘We’re just going into Chichester, is there anything we can do for you,

  Margaret?’




  ‘No thank you, John. We’re going there ourselves in a few minutes.’




  ‘Why don’t we all meet for coffee?’ Murray said. ‘What about the Cockpit around eleven?’




  ‘Very well, we’ll see you there.’




  With friendly waves the two men set off toward the row of modern garages which lay about fifty yards from the house in artfully camouflaged surroundings.




  ‘They live in the right-hand apartment as you go through the front door’, Margaret said as they disappeared from view.




  ‘Do they work or are they also men of mystery?’ Rosa enquired drily.




  ‘They own a restaurant in the area, but it’s run by a resident manager. John is an interior designer and Desmond used to be in catering. They obviously made money before they came

  here and are now enjoying an easier life. They really are an extremely nice couple.’ She paused. ‘They’re clearly gay, but who cares, apart perhaps from Sir Wesley Binfield?

  Certainly nobody else does.’




  ‘I can imagine they’re good copy for Alison Tremlett.’




  ‘She can’t keep away from their front door. Incidentally, that’s not her nom de guerre. She writes under the name of Griselda Falcon.’




  ‘I’ve still never heard of her.’




  Rosa thoroughly enjoyed her morning. She and Margaret gazed into shop windows and Rosa bought a coloured glass bowl in a craft shop, enchanted by both its shape and its rich emerald hue. The two

  men were waiting for them when they arrived at the café and seemed to go out of their way to be friendly. John Dixon was especially interested in Rosa’s work and quizzed her about the

  sort of cases she enjoyed most.




  ‘Those with the greatest human interest’, she said. ‘That’s more important to me than the actual crime.’




  ‘I can understand that, but surely all murder cases are fascinating?’




  ‘You’d be surprised how many are extremely humdrum.’




  He laughed. ‘Humdrum murder’, he said, as though savouring the expression. ‘Have you ever been involved in any of these big bullion hijack cases?’




  ‘I once had a client who was on the fringe of a large diamond smuggling racket. Fortunately he was so much on the fringe that he got off. As so often in that sort of case the big-timers

  were never caught. The crime’s always planned with the precision of a military operation.’




  ‘So I’ve read.’ After a slight pause he went on, ‘In the case you’ve just mentioned I suppose you learnt quite a bit about diamond smuggling yourself?’




  Rosa nodded. ‘Lawyers spend their time learning the tricks of other people’s trades. In the case of criminal lawyers it’s the tricks of their clients’ ingenious

  crimes.’




  Shortly afterwards John Dixon paid the bill and they parted company on the pavement outside, Rosa and Margaret going off to look around the cathedral.




  ‘Aren’t they a nice couple?’ Margaret said as they walked away. ‘And there’s nothing camp about them.’




  There was something about them, however, that puzzled Rosa, even if she couldn’t articulate her feeling.




  Desmond Murray, the shorter one, was fair-haired and was clearly the macho one of the two, not that there was anything effeminate about his companion.




  Both had been dressed in jeans and T-shirts with Italian made sweaters which Rosa recognised as the season’s latest. She hoped she would have a chance to talk to Desmond Murray at the

  party. There was something about him that induced in her a very distinct tingle of interest. Not that she had any intention of saying this to her godmother – nor to Robin Snaith when she got

  back to London. She was aware of Robin’s wry attitude towards her susceptibility to unsuitable males.




  Noise of the party reached their ears as Rosa and Margaret prepared to go down and join the festivities. Rosa was wearing a sage-green dress which she had only recently bought

  and had brushed her hair until it had a better sheen than any artificial preparation could have given it. Margaret was in royal blue and had on a different wig. It was clearly a case of wigs for

  occasions and Rosa couldn’t help admiring her air of total self-confidence.




  As they opened the front door and stepped out on to the gallery, the decibels of sound rose up to engulf them.




  ‘That’s Sir Wesley, waiting at the foot of the staircase’, Margaret remarked tartly. ‘He’ll try and monopolise you.’




  He was a tall, thin man with a slight stoop, a head of lush, iron-grey hair and a pair of fiercely jutting eyebrows.




  ‘You must be Miss Epton’, he said, grasping Rosa’s hand as she reached the bottom step.




  ‘She is, and I’ll introduce you if you give me half a chance, Wesley’, Margaret remarked.




  ‘Very few women solicitors in my day’, Sir Wesley went on, ignoring the reproach. ‘And certainly none in criminal work. I’ve never felt that women make good advocates.

  Isn’t their métier, like men shouldn’t be ballet dancers in my view. It’s something to do with the voice; they have to screech to make themselves heard. Women advocates,

  that is.’




  ‘Some of the finest voices in the theatre belong to women and they don’t screech in order to make themselves heard’, Margaret said in a withering tone.




  Sir Wesley blinked in surprise, apparently unused to being so flatly contradicted.




  ‘If a woman has to shout in court,’ she went on, ‘it’s probably because the judge is deaf.’ She glanced about her. ‘What’ve you done with

  Sally?’




  ‘Oh, she’s here somewhere’, Sir Wesley said in a huffed tone. Turning to Rosa, he added, ‘I expect your aunt wants to introduce you to other people, Miss Epton, but I

  hope we have a chance to talk again later.’




  ‘I warned you he could be insufferably pompous’, Margaret said as he moved away.




  ‘You certainly knew how to put him down’, Rosa replied.




  ‘It’s a pity his wife never acquired the art.’




  ‘And how’s Mrs Lakington?’ a gravelly voice suddenly asked.




  ‘Good evening, Mr Potter. Let me introduce my god-daughter, Miss Epton. She’s a lawyer.’




  ‘Pity you weren’t around when I used to have my brushes with the law’, he said with a friendly leer, to which he added a broad wink.’




  ‘A self-made millionaire’, Margaret whispered in Rosa’s ear as Mr Potter was led away by a short, stubby woman with an elaborate hair-do. ‘That’s his wife, Thelma.

  At least there are no pretensions about Doug Potter. He’s as genuine as his bank roll.’




  ‘How does he get on with Sir Wesley?’




  ‘He treats him as a bit of a joke. There’s certainly no fraternising between them. As a matter of fact Sir Wesley always seems a bit awkward in his company.’




  As Margaret turned to speak to somebody on her other side, Rosa found herself confronted by Alison Tremlett. She was wearing an orange kaftan and had three ropes of brightly coloured beads round

  her neck.




  ‘You don’t mind if I call you Rosa, do you?’ she asked breathlessly.




  ‘Of course not.’




  ‘I’m longing to ask you about your work. Tell me, have you ever defended a man on a rape charge?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘You have! How did you feel about it?’




  ‘It was just another case’, Rosa said nonchalantly. In fact it had been nothing of the sort, but she wasn’t going to pander to Alison Tremlett’s morbid fancies –

  less still to those of Griselda Falcon.




  ‘Oh!’ her inquisitor said in a disappointed voice, but quickly went on, ‘Do you often get involved in sex cases?’




  ‘No.’




  ‘I suppose you don’t handle many homosexual cases?’ she said in a half-hopeful tone.




  ‘No.’




  ‘What do you feel about pornography? Do you believe it’s written by the sick for the perverted?’ Ms Tremlett enquired earnestly.




  ‘I imagine those who write it are motivated by profit as much as anything else.’




  ‘I write, you know?’




  ‘So I hear.’




  ‘What did Margaret say about my books?’




  ‘Merely that they weren’t her particular cup of tea.’




  Alison Tremlett threw back her head and let out a loud laugh, and the beads round her neck did a little dance. ‘How tactful and, at the same time, truthful! I doubt whether I have any fans

  among the residents, though I think the boys would like my books, but they say they don’t read novels.’




  ‘Boys?’




  ‘John and Desmond.’




  It was at that moment one of the boys joined them. And not a second too soon, Rosa reflected.




  ‘Have you met Desmond?’ Alison Tremlett asked.




  ‘Yes, in town this morning.’




  ‘I was about to say to Rosa,’ she went on, ‘that I’ve always felt Deepwood Grange would be the perfect setting for a murder. Don’t you agree, Desmond?’




  ‘Who are you planning to murder?’ he enquired amiably.




  ‘Oh, I’d be much more likely to be the victim than the criminal.’




  ‘So which of us is going to do you in?’




  ‘Oh!’ she exclaimed eagerly, as she glanced quickly about her. Before she could go on, however, a man with a goatee beard came up and claimed her attention. She cast Rosa a

  despairing look, but allowed herself to be led away to meet the bearded one’s cousin, who apparently also wrote but hadn’t yet had anything published.




  It was with distinct relief that Rosa gave her undivided attention to Desmond Murray.




  ‘We didn’t get a chance to talk this morning’, he said. ‘John never let me get a word in.’




  ‘I gather you own a restaurant in the area.’




  ‘Yes. Next time you come down, you and Margaret must be our guests there. She’s one of our favourite people here. Actually we bought our apartment simply as an investment.’




  ‘Does that mean you don’t intend to stay?’




  ‘We never stay anywhere very long.’




  For the party he had changed into a pair of well-cut dark grey trousers, a burgundy red shirt and a casually knotted aquamarine silk scarf round his neck. As Rosa now studied him more closely,

  she decided that his hair was a not entirely natural colour. It was darker at the roots and she thought it had been artificially bleached. Not that there was anything very remarkable about that

  these days. A great many men seemed to dye or tint their hair. It had long ceased to be a female prerogative.
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