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  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
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  Chapter One




  As funerals go, Helen Lovelock’s was a cheerful one. That was because she had been eighty-eight when she died and all her oldest and closest friends who would truly have

  grieved at the loss of her had died before she did. But a fairly large number of people came to the crematorium. She had been a figure of some note in the small town of Allingford. In her time she

  had been on a number of committees that had administered the town’s affairs, she was rich and known for her charities, and she had kept to the end a collection of bridge-playing friends. My

  mother had been one of these, which was how I had been drawn into her circle when my marriage broke down and I had returned to live in Allingford in the house which my mother had left to me when

  she died.




  While I still lived in London with my husband Felix I had let the house furnished, but when life with him had become something more than I could tolerate I had fortunately succeeded in getting

  rid of my tenants and had moved into the pleasant little house in Ellsworthy Street. I had also been lucky enough to get back my part-time job as a physiotherapist at a clinic in the town, and

  although I had never played bridge, Helen Lovelock for my mother’s sake had often invited me to her home and I had become very fond of the independent, dignified old woman. So as a matter of

  course I went to her funeral.




  Her death had been no surprise to anyone. For some years she had been troubled by her heart and one evening she had been found sitting serenely dead in a chair by her fireside. In the small

  crowd at the crematorium there were a number of faces that I knew, but I had no inclination to stay and talk to anyone till Anna Cox put her hand on my arm.




  ‘You’ll come back to the house and have a sandwich and a glass of wine, won’t you?’ she said. ‘I’m asking only a few special people.’




  Anna Cox was about seventy and she had been the housekeeper and friend of Mrs Lovelock for about thirty years. She was a short, stocky woman with grey hair which was still thick and which she

  wore cut short and brushed smoothly back from her rather heavy, square face. She had glinting grey eyes that needed glasses only for reading, a short nose, a wide, slightly down-curving mouth and a

  stubborn chin. For the funeral she was wearing a grey raincoat buttoned up to her neck although the early autumn day was fine, but in which I had seen her trotting about the town on the errands

  that she enjoyed ever since I had known her. That was now for about five years and it seemed to me that there had been no changes in her in all that time. That this impression was probably only the

  result of the changes in myself having kept pace with those in her was something that I realized, but all the same I was fairly sure that the wrinkles in her sallow skin were no deeper than when I

  had met her first and that she would look hardly older when she was eighty.




  But what was she going to do now, I wondered, as I followed her out of the building into the cool October sunshine. I felt a little surprised at myself for not having thought about this before.

  Of all the people moving now towards their cars and setting off to their homes for lunch, she was the one whose grief must go the deepest and whose whole life was about to be altered by Helen

  Lovelock’s death. How would she spend her time? Had she any relatives? Any friends? It was strange to realize how little I knew about her after having known her for as long as I had.




  Mrs Lovelock’s home had been a sprawling bungalow in Morebury Close, a development on the edge of the town that had been built soon after the war. She had moved into it when the stairs in

  the Victorian mansion in which she and her banker husband had lived for most of their married life had become too much for her, and although she could easily have afforded to have a lift put into

  it, she had said that she would feel better in a bungalow. She had soon set about enlarging and modernizing the one that she bought and had made it charming and comfortable.




  It was white, with a red pantile roof and a green front door, and was considerably more cheerful-looking and impressive than the other bungalows in the Close. It had nearly an acre of garden and

  twin garages, one for the car that she had once driven herself and one for Anna’s. Nearly all her furniture was modern. She had spoken to me once about the mistake that many old people make

  of letting their surroundings become as old and worn as themselves, adding that of course she could not have kept the place as she liked it if it had not been for Anna. It was Anna who had seen

  that there were always fresh flowers in the vases, that the chair-covers and curtains were cleaned, that rooms were redecorated when they began to look a little shabby. It was to this bungalow that

  I drove after the service for my sandwich and my glass of wine.




  It turned out that a sandwich and a glass of wine was more than a little of an understatement. There were sandwiches, it is true, made with pâté that I thought was certainly

  homemade, mixed up with lettuce and spring onions. There were small triangular objects made of the lightest of puff pastry filled with some kind of creamy seafood. There were biscuits spread with a

  variety of things and decorated with olives and small strips of green peppers. In fact, it looked to me as if Anna must have spent a good deal of her time between Mrs Lovelock’s death and her

  funeral in preparing the baked meats for this occasion. Perhaps it had helped her to do it. She had done all the cooking in the household for as long as I had known her, with only the assistance of

  Mrs Redman, a woman who came in in the mornings to do the cleaning, to keep everything up to Mrs Lovelock’s standard.




  I had left my car in the drive among the few others that had arrived ahead of mine and on going up to the green front door I found it standing open, so I had no need to ring the bell as I went

  in. But my arrival was announced by the barking of Boz, the old Staffordshire bull terrier who had been Mrs Lovelock’s special pet. There had been a time when she had bred bull terriers and

  sold them, but in the end this had become too much for her and she had let them all go except Boz, who had wound himself deeply into her affections.




  He must be twelve or thirteen years old by now, I thought. The empty kennels of all the others were still at the end of the garden behind the house and were filled with garden tools, old sacks,

  watering-cans and the other odds and ends that accumulate over the years in any household. Boz sniffed at me carefully, allowed me to pat him and decided that it was safe to grant me admittance to

  the house before turning with his still raucous bark to greet people who were coming in behind me. I went into the drawing-room where Anna’s party was being held and let a tall young man whom

  I had never met before put a glass of white wine into my hand.




  I said, ‘I believe you must be Nick Duffield.’




  He smiled and said, ‘That’s me. And you are—?’




  ‘Virginia Freer. My mother and Mrs Lovelock were friends for years.’




  ‘Ah, I’ve heard of you.’




  What I had heard of him was that he was a grand-nephew of Helen Lovelock’s, only recently arrived from Australia to which he had been taken by his parents when he was only twelve or

  thirteen years old. He looked now as if he were in his early thirties and was strongly built, with broad shoulders, slim, long legs and big hands which at the moment were holding a tray of glasses.

  His face looked pleasant and friendly. His features were blunt, his mouth was wide, his eyes, under straight eyebrows, were a clear blue. His hair, of a light brown, was curly and cut short,

  showing that he had a well-shaped head. His skin still had the tan that had come from living for years in the Australian sunshine. His speech had a not very noticeable Australian twang.




  ‘You haven’t been here long, have you?’ I asked.




  ‘Only about three months,’ he answered. ‘Hardly time to get to know Aunt Helen.’




  ‘But I know she was very anxious that you should come over before—well, before she died,’ I said. ‘Of course she knew that might happen soon. I believe you and Kate

  Galvin are her only relations. Is Kate here today?’




  ‘My cousin—or is it second cousin?—I get confused about it,’ he said. ‘No, she isn’t here, though I know Anna expected her. Now there’s a wonderful

  woman, isn’t she? Anna, I mean. I wonder how my aunt ever had the good fortune to find her. There are very few like her.’




  At that moment I saw Anna beckoning to me from across the room, so I went on towards her, giving the people who had come in after me a chance to receive their glasses of wine. Anna had shed her

  grey raincoat but was still in grey, a plain neat jersey dress with just one ornament on it, a brooch of diamonds and pearls which I knew was valuable and which had been an unexpected gift to her

  from Mrs Lovelock, whose impulses of generosity were frequent but nearly always sudden and unpredictable. It had not been for Christmas or Anna’s birthday or any special occasion that the

  brooch was given to her. She had shown it to me at the time with a shy sort of pride as if it somehow astonished her to have earned the affection that the gift expressed. She was absently fingering

  it now as she thrust a plate of sandwiches towards me.




  ‘You haven’t met Nick before, have you?’ she said. ‘He’s a dear boy. But it’s so sad he didn’t come over long ago. Helen took to him immediately and it

  would have made such a difference to her, these last few years, if she’d been able to see him, even if it was only now and then. I know he’d never have moved in here to live with her.

  He’d have wanted a job and perhaps he wouldn’t have been able to find one in Allingford, or even if he could have, he might not have wanted to stay in a dull little place like this. But

  at least he could have come for the odd weekend. It’s no good regretting that now, though, is it?’




  ‘But he’s been staying with her ever since he came over, hasn’t he?’ I asked.




  ‘Yes,’ she said.




  ‘What about his parents? Are they both dead?’




  I knew that his mother had been the daughter of a sister of Mrs Lovelock’s.




  ‘Yes, and it’s a sad story,’ Anna said, ‘because his father drank himself to death out of sheer loneliness on a sheep-station somewhere in the wilds and then his mother

  committed suicide. Nick was quite young when it happened, but he got himself a job with a big firm of builders in Sydney and he was so intelligent and so hard-working that he did very well and

  became something quite senior in the firm and quite easily got leave to come over when Helen wrote, begging him to come so that she could get to know him. Of course she offered to pay his expenses,

  but he said he didn’t need any help.’




  ‘Is he gong back to Australia?’




  ‘I expect so. We haven’t talked much about it.’




  ‘And Kate?’ I said. ‘Nick said you expected her.’




  Kate Galvin was the granddaughter of another sister of Helen Lovelock’s. She was an actress and had been in Hollywood for the last three years, not spectacularly successful, but managing

  to make a name for herself in a small way. Like Nick Duffield, she was an orphan, though the end of her parents had been more commonplace than this. They had driven in their small car head-on into

  a collision with a lorry. Kate had been about eight at the time and Mrs Lovelock had taken over the expense of her education and given her a home for her holidays until the girl had gone to a

  dramatic school and then on to the stage. She must be about thirty now, I thought. I had met her a few times during her visits to Allingford, but I did not know her well.




  ‘I did expect her, yes,’ Anna said. ‘I sent her a cable when Helen died and told her when the funeral was going to be. Not that I really thought she’d come, but only last

  night she telephoned that she’d be here in time for it. She telephoned all the way from New York and d’you know, her voice sounded as clear as if she was calling up from somewhere in

  Allingford? Wonderful, isn’t it, what they can do nowadays? I suppose something on the journey’s delayed her, or perhaps she changed her mind and decided not to come after all. Ah,

  there’s Dr Cairns.’




  She left me to talk to the young doctor who had attended on Mrs Lovelock for the last two or three years, after his predecessor had retired.




  I turned to talk to the Hearns, who were standing near me. Roderick Hearn was a lecturer in economics at Allingford’s Polytechnic and Margot, his wife, had surprised everyone recently by

  writing a detective story which had been unexpectedly successful, even finding its way on to television. They lived in one of the bungalows in Morebury Close. Roderick was about forty, a tall,

  thin, slightly stooping yet very handsome man, with a pale, narrow face with finely moulded features and big, intense dark eyes. It was an emotional and expressive face, though in fact he was shy

  and reserved. Margot was about ten years younger than her husband and was a tall, graceful woman with dark brown hair that she wore loose on her shoulders, an oval face, fair skin and eyes as dark

  as his, but which told you very little about her except that she was intelligent and observant.




  Their relationship with Mrs Lovelock had been neighbourly rather than intimate. Neither of them played bridge, but from time to time she had invited them in for drinks, as I did myself, though

  they very seldom returned the invitation. They seemed to be deeply absorbed in each other and not in need of much contact with the world around them.




  I said to them, ‘Anna’s just been telling me that she expected Kate Galvin today.’




  Then as soon as I had said it I wished that I had not, for I had suddenly remembered that there had been a time when it had been said that Roderick Hearn had been engaged to marry Kate. For what

  reason nothing had come of it, whether it had been her doing or his, I did not know. I also did not know if it had left any scars and as a matter of fact I did not even know for certain that the

  rumour had been true.




  They both responded with slightly satirical smiles.




  ‘She’ll come,’ Margot said. ‘She’ll want to take charge of her affairs.’




  ‘Not that she couldn’t safely leave that to old Bairnsfather,’ Roderick said. I knew that an elderly Mr Bairnsfather in London had been Mrs Lovelock’s solicitor.

  ‘But perhaps the presence of an unknown nephew on the spot has made her nervous.’




  ‘You’re talking of what they’ve inherited from Mrs Lovelock,’ I said. ‘Did she leave them much, do you know?’




  ‘Everything, so Anna told us,’ Margot replied. ‘Half and half between the two of them. Very nice for them, considering how little they’ve ever done for her.’




  ‘Surely she can’t have left them everything,’ I said. ‘She’ll have provided for Anna.’




  ‘One would assume so,’ Roderick said, ‘though Anna said nothing about it when she was talking about it all to us. Perhaps she didn’t feel it would be seemly to mention

  her share.’




  ‘Anyway, I suppose Kate and the nephew will have to agree about whether or not to sell the house and so on,’ Margot said. ‘It must be worth a good deal.’




  ‘Has Anna said anything about what she means to do?’ I asked. ‘I don’t suppose she can stay on here.’




  They both shook their heads.




  ‘I shouldn’t think she’s had time to think about it,’ Roderick said. ‘I should think a good old people’s home would be the best thing for her.’




  ‘Only those places, the good ones, are terribly expensive,’ Margot said, ‘so that’ll depend on what Mrs Lovelock’s actually done for her. Of course she’s too

  old to look for another job.’




  ‘I wouldn’t mind giving her one myself, if I could afford it,’ I said. ‘I think it would be heaven to be looked after by Anna.’




  ‘Ah, of course she’s a wonderful cook and very vigorous for her age,’ Roderick said, ‘but I can’t see her settling in now with anyone new. She could always manage

  Mrs Lovelock and run things here just as she wanted.’




  Something cold and moist had just been thrust into my hand which a moment before had been holding a sandwich but now was hanging loose at my side. I looked down and saw the old bull terrier,

  Boz, appealing for a little attention.




  ‘And I wonder what’s going to happen to you, old boy,’ I said as I stroked his head. ‘Anna won’t be able to take you with her into an old people’s

  home.’




  ‘He’ll have to be put down,’ Roderick said. ‘He’s so old, he must be near that anyway.’




  ‘Put down,’ Margot echoed him. ‘That sounds so nice and merciful, doesn’t it? All in his own interests. But I wonder why people can’t just say they’re going

  to have him killed.’




  She gave a rather eerie little giggle that made me look at her, wondering, not for the first time, what kind of person she really was.




  It was some time before I had another talk with Anna. In the meantime I had eaten one sandwich, two or three little triangles of puff pastry and had had my glass of wine topped

  up more than once by Nick Duffield. Then I had sat down on a sofa where Paul Kimber came and sat beside me.




  Paul had been Mrs Lovelock’s next-door neighbour for several years. He as a freelance journalist, writing articles mostly about gardening, wild life and other aspects of nature, and

  maintaining a garden full of luscious-looking fruit and vegetables. He spent a little of his time painting quite attractive watercolours and sometimes making jewellery which he sold in a craft shop

  in the town. I doubted if he ever had an idle moment, his life was so full of interests, but I assumed that he had some private income as it seemed unlikely that his journalism or his jewellery

  could maintain him in the comfortable way that he lived. Not that his bungalow was more than half the size of Mrs Lovelock’s and I understood that he did all his own cooking and cleaning. He

  was about forty-five, unmarried, a short, square man with the beginnings of a paunch which was encased at the moment in a sagging pullover, over which he wore an ancient tweed jacket. He had a

  high, bald forehead and a fringe of dark hair, a small, dark beard and wide, grey, very innocent-looking eyes. I had never entirely believed in their innocence, for I had noticed that he could be

  quite spiteful when he chose, though to do him justice this was not often.




  As he sat down beside me he asked me how I was and I replied that I was very much as usual, then he said, ‘I was in London a few days ago, seeing an editor, and I happened to run into your

  husband. We had lunch together. He told me he’d just come back from Singapore where he’d had the best Chinese food he’d ever eaten. He said he was going to do some articles about

  it.’




  I thought I caught a hint of that malicious gleam that I knew in his mild grey eyes and wondered how far, if at all, he had believed what Felix had told him. Felix, with whom I had managed to

  live for three years before deciding that the strain of it was really too much, though we had never actually bothered about a divorce, had some excellent qualities. He was good-natured,

  good-tempered, affectionate and generous, but he happened to be a fairly extreme case of the pathological liar. He lived in a world of fantasy that was quite foreign to me. It was just possible, I

  thought, that he had been writing articles recently on Chinese cooking, but if so he had certainly obtained his information about it from some Chinese cook with whom he had made friends and who

  worked in Soho. I was sure that he had never been to Singapore.




  I did not believe that he had ever been abroad. During our marriage I had wanted to go to Italy and to Greece and a few other places, but he had insisted that he suffered from fearful

  claustrophobia in aeroplanes and was devastatingly sick on the sea. In fact, he never went any farther from London than he could help. If the Channel Tunnel is ever finished some woman with whom he

  is involved may be able to force him through it to Paris, but I expect he will have found out by then that tunnels are as claustrophobic as aeroplanes.




  ‘He didn’t know about Mrs Lovelock’s death,’ Paul Kimber went on. ‘He said if he had he’d have come to the funeral, but he just couldn’t fit it in at

  such short notice. I didn’t know he knew her.’




  ‘He did, just slightly,’ I said. ‘There’ve been times when he’s stayed down here now and then.’




  ‘You’ve managed to stay friends then,’ he said.




  I had a horrid feeling that in another moment he would be saying that that was very civilized. When a husband and wife have ceased to take pleasure in each other’s company, yet have no

  desire to gouge each other’s eyes out, cut each other’s throats or even spit at one another, people have a terrible way of calling it civilized. The dreadful chiché does not rate

  civilization very high. I decided to get off the subject as quickly as possible.




  ‘Have you talked to Nick Duffield?’




  ‘Oh yes, we’ve been seeing quite a bit of each other these last few weeks since he arrived,’ he replied. ‘He remembered the people who had my bungalow before me, a couple

  who went off to some job up North. He used to spend quite a lot of time here with his grand-aunt before his parents took him off to Australia, but I don’t think he’ll stay on now any

  longer than he must to get his affairs sorted out. He’s a rich man now, of course, and Kate’s rich too. I wonder what she’ll do with it. I believe she’ll drop the stage and

  perhaps buy a villa in Portugal, or something like that. He’ll go back to his job, I think.’




  ‘You don’t think idleness would suit him?’




  ‘Not for long, anyway. To be successfully idle, like me, you really need an awful lot of things to do.’




  I thought of Felix, who had a wonderful talent for idleness. He could lie on a sofa, doing nothing but chain-smoke and dream for hours at a time in complete contentment.




  ‘Have you been doing anything of special interest recently yourself, Paul?’ I asked. ‘Making any more of that pretty jewellery?’




  ‘Why don’t you come in sometime and see?’ he said. ‘As a matter of fact, I’ve just finished a rather nice set of malachite and silver—a brooch and some

  earrings. And I’ve done a very charming necklace of many-coloured agates. But of course I’m no professional. I only play at it. And at this time of year I’ve been mostly involved

  with the garden. I’ve had a wonderful crop of apples.’ He looked down for a moment into his glass of wine and gave a sudden sigh. ‘You think I waste my time, don’t you,

  Virginia? You’d like me better if I dedicated myself seriously to something or other—say music, or science, or, heaven knows, even crime, if it was clever enough. I’ve sometimes

  thought about that, you know. It must be very engrossing.’




  ‘But I like you as you are, Paul,’ I said. ‘Certainly much better than I would if you were even the subtlest of criminals.’




  ‘But I’d be very surprised if you’ve ever felt any respect for me. I very much doubt if anyone has ever respected me.’




  ‘What a strange thing for you to say. You’re in rather a strange mood today, I think.’




  ‘Doesn’t death do that to one, even the death of a very venerable old woman with a bad heart, whom one’s been expecting to die for years? It makes one try to add up what

  one’s made so far of one’s own time, and when I do that it seems to me that I haven’t really much of a harvest. Now when young Duffield gets to my age you’ll see he’ll

  be able to look back and say that though he started almost nowhere, which he did, you know, he’s really built up something in which he can take pride, whether it’s economically, or

  technically, or just humanly.’




  ‘How d’you know that?’ I said. ‘He may look back and say what a mess he’s made of his life, compared with that nice man he used to know in Allingford who got so

  much pleasure out of just growing apples and making nice jewellery. But this really doesn’t sound at all like you, Paul.’




  ‘It doesn’t, does it?’ He gave me a quick smile which showed a row of fine teeth in the midst of his beard. ‘I think I want another sandwich.’




  He got up and left me.




  I looked round the room for Anna, thinking that it was time I said goodbye and went home. But she was talking to a couple whom I did not know, so I stayed where I was and almost immediately

  Julia Bordman and her son Charlie came to join me.




  She sat down on the sofa beside me and he stood in front of me, looking down at me with the vague, slightly vacant stare that was normal to him. Whenever one met Julia or Charlie they were

  always together. How they arranged things in their home I did not know. It was a sad thing, but Charlie was what is called mentally retarded and Julia was the most devoted of mothers. It had ruined

  her marriage. Her husband had left her because of her dedication to the child, who now was about thirty-eight and who had spent a number of those years in a mental hospital before it was thought

  that he was well enough to be returned to his mother’s care.




  He was very polite and was gentle and quiet and except for the way that he always stayed near to her when they were out together and the emptiness of his gaze, he might never have drawn

  attention to his disabilities. He could talk rationally and pleasantly. He was a tall, good-looking man with thick blond hair which was always very carefully cut, delicate features and pale blue

  eyes under fine arched eyebrows. He was always very neatly dressed and had an odd air of being a little vain about his own appearance. Julia was nearly sixty, an angular, bony woman with hair that

  had been fair like her son’s but which was now turning grey, features that must once have been as charming as his but were becoming unattractively sharp, and blue eyes which perhaps in

  contrast to his always struck me as being peculiarly alert and penetrating. The Bordmans did not live in Morebury Close, but some distance away in a block of flats near the centre of the town.




  ‘I’m glad that’s over,’ Julia said. ‘We very nearly didn’t come. I didn’t know what Charlie’d make of it. I sometimes think he doesn’t know

  the meaning of death.’




  She always spoke of Charlie as if he were not there, although he was always at her elbow.




  ‘I’m glad I came,’ he said in his soft voice. ‘I liked it. I always like going to things.’




  ‘It’s true, he does,’ Julia said. ‘He’s really very sociable. I knew he’d like the funeral itself because of the music and the solemnity. He takes things like

  that very seriously, and of course he’s always been very musical. When he was a child he used to pretend he was a conductor and think he was conducting the radio. We still go to all the

  concerts we can.’




  ‘I like Beethoven very much,’ he said.




  ‘That seems to be good taste,’ I observed.




  ‘Oh, he’s got very good taste,’ Julia said. ‘In other things too. He chooses all his own clothes, and look how well-dressed he always is. And when I was having some new

  curtains made for the sitting-room he insisted on choosing the material, and really they were most successful. He’s got a wonderful colour-sense. But I honestly don’t think he

  understands about death.’




  ‘Who does?’ I said.




  ‘I mean, he’s like a child, he thinks poor Mrs Lovelock’s gone away and he won’t see her again, but that she’s dead . . .’ She gave a slight shudder.

  ‘Anyway, I thought I ought to come, but when Anna asked us here I thought we’d better just go home. But as I didn’t see . . .’ She paused, obviously stopping herself saying

  something that she had nearly said by accident but which she was anxious to leave unsaid. I had no idea what it was. ‘And Anna seemed very anxious for us to come,’ she went on,

  ‘and I feel so sorry for her, left stranded as she is. I imagine she’ll be able to stay on in the house for a time, won’t she? I mean, even if Mr Duffield and Miss Galvin want to

  sell it, it’ll be better for them to have someone living in it to show people round than to leave it standing empty. So at least she needn’t make up her mind in a hurry.’




  ‘Mrs Freer, may I get you another glass of wine?’ Charlie chose that moment to inquire.




  ‘No, thank you,’ I said. ‘I must be going home soon.’




  ‘I think I would like another glass,’ he said. ‘I like it very much.’




  ‘No, dear, I think you’ve had enough,’ his mother said. ‘We must be going too.’




  ‘Already?’ he said. ‘But we’ve only just come.’




  ‘I think we’ve been here an hour,’ she said. ‘And this isn’t just an ordinary party, it’s something a little special.’




  Yet the noise in the room, although several people had left by now, was that of a very ordinary party, with everyone talking a little louder than was really necessary. As the good things that

  Anna had provided had been consumed and the wine had been drunk, the rather uneasy sense of solemnity with which it had started had faded and the volume of chatter had increased till it was at

  least normal for any social gathering of the size.




  Julia stood up and slipped her arm through Charlie’s.




  ‘Yes, we must go,’ she said. ‘Come along, dear, and say goodbye to Anna.’




  ‘But I don’t want to go,’ he said. ‘I want another glass of wine and another of those lovely little things with lobster in them. They’re very good. Why don’t

  we ever have them at home?’




  His eyes looked as bland as ever, but there was a new stubbornness in his soft voice and I realized with surprise, because I had never seen it before, that he might be capable of making a scene

  if he was thwarted.




  I saw Julia debating with herself whether or not to risk it. Perhaps it was the wine that he had already drunk that had produced the unusual little spurt of aggression, and perhaps, thinking

  this herself, she decided that to provoke him after a funeral of all times would not be worth her while, for she led him away to the table where the remains of the food were still laid out and

  helped him to one of the lobster canapés, though she prevented him refilling his glass.




  As they left me Anna crossed the room towards me and dropped down on the sofa at my side.




  ‘I think it’s gone very well, don’t you?’ she said. ‘I think it’s what she’d have liked herself.’




  But her square face looked very tired and there were deep lines of strain about her mouth.




  ‘I’m sure she would have,’ I said, wondering how much sleep Anna had had during the last few nights. ‘You must have been working very hard.’




  ‘Well, Nick helped, you know,’ she said. ‘He did most of the shopping for me and he saw to the drinks. You haven’t really talked to him yet, have you?’




  ‘Not really.’




  ‘We must arrange that sometime. You’ll like him so much.’




  ‘Perhaps you’d bring him over to see me one day soon.’




  ‘May I do that? Yes, I’m sure he’d like it and so should I. I’ve felt completely shut up in this house all these past days. Not that I’ve wanted to go out, but now

  that the funeral’s over I somehow feel different. People tell you you feel better once the funeral’s over, however dreadful it is to go through. But you do think she’d have liked

  what I’ve done today, don’t you?’




  ‘Of course she would, Anna. You’ve done just right.’




  ‘It’s a pity Kate wasn’t here,’ she said. ‘Which reminds me, I saw you talking to the Bordmans.’
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