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  Chapter One




  At last the thin, self-pitying voice in the other room stopped for good. It had often stopped during the last few days. There had been long pauses and we had hoped, my half

  sister Janet and I, that that was the end. But then the voice had started again, always on that soft, excruciating note of complaint. It had got more and more on my nerves and I had gone out as

  much as I could and made Janet come out, too. But she could not really go out a great deal and did not like being left alone either. So, as I was there mainly to keep her company and to try to keep

  her in a confident state of mind, I had had to spend most of my time in the small basement flat, or in the pocket handkerchief of sooty garden outside it, listening to the voice of a woman whom,

  without my ever having set eyes on her, or heard distinctly more than a few words of all that she had said to my brother-in-law, Bernard, I had almost come to hate.




  It was the monotony of her self-pity that had done it. I knew more or less what she had been through during the last five years and that she had reason to be sorry for herself, and if only she

  had sometimes been angry and just sometimes amused, I think I should have managed to feel sorry for her. As it was, by the time that that final silence came, I was prepared to believe that she

  deserved everything that had happened to her.




  Janet realised as soon as I did that this was the end. There had been a change of tone in the last sentence and Bernard had also spoken a little, which he did very rarely. Then all at once he

  had given a loud, exuberant whistle.




  Janet lowered her knitting into her lap, looked across the room at me, and smiled.




  “That’s it, at last,” she said. “It’s been worse than they usually are.”




  I had taken to knitting, too, because reading had been impossible. I threw the rather tangled-looking job aside now and stood up and stretched.




  “I don’t know how you stand it,” I said. “Or how Bernard does either.”




  “There’s money in it, and we always need money,” Janet said.




  “Well, shall I get tea now?”




  “That’d be lovely. Bernard will be out in a few minutes, I expect.”




  “But this isn’t the actual end of the job, is it?” I said.




  “Oh no, there’s still a lot to do. But the tough part’s over now. He doesn’t mind the rest of it.”




  Her needles started clicking again. She knitted with the angry concentration of the nervous, her lips bitten and her forehead in tight wrinkles.




  She was knitting a vest for the coming baby, which was due in a month now. After a bad beginning, she was keeping pretty well, but she could not really believe this of herself. She was

  thirty-eight, had been married for fourteen years, and this was the first time that she had even become pregnant. The extremity of her own longing and Bernard’s was a burden that her nerves

  could not carry, and in her heart she was agonisingly convinced of disaster and loss. I had been finding her very difficult to handle, though she tried hard not to be.




  Going out to the kitchen, I put the kettle on the gas stove and three cups and saucers on a tray. Bernard liked a big tea, so I buttered some scones and took the Dundee cake and chocolate

  biscuits out of the cake tin, putting them all together on one plate. The cake came from the baker at the corner and tasted like sweetened sawdust. Cooking, however—and particularly

  baking—is an art that I have not acquired. But Bernard and Janet had been very patient about the things that I had been making them eat. I made the tea and took the tray into the sitting

  room.




  It was a fair-sized room, which had been the kitchen of the big Hampstead house in the days before it had been divided into flats, and except that the two windows were rather small and gave a

  view only of the feet and ankles of the people who went by on the pavement above, it was a pleasant place. In the days when it had still been hard for Janet to find enough to do to use up her

  energy, she had painted each wall a different colour and had stuck a dark blue paper, with a pattern of gold stars, on the ceiling. There were a few good pieces of furniture from our old home; some

  lithographs of very abstract paintings; some comfortable, battered chairs; a gas fire; a lot of books; a radio-recordplayer; an old treadle sewing machine; and the divan on which I had been

  sleeping. Janet had painted the walls of the small area outside the windows white and had stood a couple of bay trees in green pots in its corners. Considering how little money there had been, it

  was a creditable effort.




  She looked now at my idea of a presentable tea tray and gave me a smile which said both thank you and that I was hopeless and we all knew that it could not be helped. She was pallid and looked

  tired. Her crinkly fair hair, which already had a few streaks of grey in it, hung wispily about her face, from being clawed at by her short, strong fingers. Her grey eyes had blue-black smudges

  under them. She was wearing a flowered smock, a cotton skirt, no stockings, and red espadrilles that dated from last year’s holiday in France.




  She was a small woman and normally was slim and bothered a great deal about how she dressed. She was fifteen years older than I was, and I suppose because she had been more or less grown-up for

  as long as I could remember, I had never really noticed any changes in her until the last few months. Those changes had put me into a troubled and protective state of mind, to which neither of us

  was accustomed.




  Putting the tea tray down on a low table beside her, I went to a door in a corner of the room, which led into what had once been the pantry, knocked and called out, “Tea,

  Bernard!”




  He did not answer and it was almost ten minutes before he came out to join us. Janet was fretting because his tea would be cold, but when I offered to make some more, he shook his head, remarked

  that he liked his tea cold, rubbed his hands together gleefully, and said, “And that’s that, my dears! Everything over bar the shouting. And that won’t take me long now. I know

  just how I’m going to handle it.”




  His voice was hoarse with a cold that had been threatening for a day or two and his eyes were red and watery. He was forty-five, tall and thin, and as he settled into one of the low armchairs,

  he seemed to be all long, untidy arms and legs, knotted up in a queer bundle. He had wiry brown hair with a tinge of red in it, which he ought to have had cut more often than he did. His eyes were

  wide-spaced, a clear blue, and with a slight cast in one of them, which gave him an impish, equivocal expression.




  “You can leave the rest till tomorrow,” Janet said to him, “and go to bed early for once. You’ll work all the better for a break.”




  That was something that she had been trying to make him believe for fourteen years, but once Bernard started a job of work, he went on, day and night almost, until it was finished. He did not

  really believe that any other way of working was possible and did not know what the phrase “regular hours” meant. During the last week I had sometimes heard him come tiptoeing out of

  his little room, trying not to wake me as he crept by on his way to bed, at three in the morning.




  “Ah, I’m almost done, almost done,” he answered, rubbing his bony hands together again and making the knuckles crack. “If I keep at it now, I’ll be finished by

  tomorrow. And that’ll be money in the bank, which is something we can do with. And also I’ll have the damn thing off my mind and be able to enjoy a rest. I’ve decided that when

  I’m paid I’m going to give myself one treat. I’m going to buy a record of Tricorne. And you can have the rest, Janet, every last penny of it, for safekeeping. What about

  that?”




  “Your cold’s worse,” she said. “Your voice sounds much thicker. D’you think you’ve a temperature?”




  “I feel fine,” he answered. “I know just how I’m going to finish the job, and that’s a grand feeling. Ah, she was a find, that woman. An incredible piece of luck,

  just when we needed it.”




  I looked at him with a sudden feeling of distaste. “You sound as if you’ve been enjoying it.”




  He turned his bright blue, ambiguous gaze on me.




  “Three quarters of the time, on this sort of job, I feel quite simply sick,” he said. “But there’s always a time towards the end—probably it’s when I begin to

  hear the crackle of that cheque in the offing—when the fascination of the thing begins to get me. The people themselves begin to seem amazingly interesting. I begin to feel I know them. And I

  begin to feel I have a sort of power over them. As I have, of course—I’m a very important man to them for a little while. And this woman particularly. There was something about her. . .

  .”




  “D’you think she was innocent?” Janet asked. Her voice was strained. I knew that this question had been on her mind all the time that she had had to sit listening to the

  voice next door. “Now that you think you know her—did she or didn’t she murder that child?”




  It was its having been a child, of course, that had affected her so much. I thought that Bernard might have thought of that before making his arrangements with Teresa Swale. But he had only been

  able to think of the money to be made out of her.




  Through a mouthful of Dundee cake he answered, “I’m actually far less sure about that than I was before I started. If you’d asked me that at the beginning, I’d have said

  oh yes, of course she’s innocent, poor woman. The victim of circumstances. She was acquitted, wasn’t she? And she was acquitted because there really wasn’t any evidence against

  her. And the way suspicion’s dogged her ever since is sheer wickedness, a thing that ought to be shown up and denounced for the abominable injustice it is. But now . . .” He had a fit

  of coughing, blew his nose wetly into a paper handkerchief, and went on, “Somehow I now think it’s she herself who created a good deal of the suspicion. She always protested her

  innocence so much. She simply wouldn’t get her mind off it and talk about anything else. She kept telling me over and over again about her wonderful character and how nothing had ever been

  said against it before. Yet half the time I was expecting her to slip a hand in my pocket when I wasn’t looking and steal my wallet. Not that she ever did—so I was being entirely unjust

  myself. But there was something about her that put that sort of idea into my mind. No, I really don’t know what I think now. I suppose she’s innocent. She probably is. Anyway,

  it’s more comfortable to think so.”




  “Well, I think you’ve discovered an appallingly morbid way of earning a living,” I said. “If I were Janet, I shouldn’t allow it.”




  “Listen to darling Elspeth, who hasn’t even drawn her first salary cheque yet,” Bernard said good-humouredly. “The time can come when you’ll be quite happy to earn

  money where you can find it.”




  I knew theoretically that this was true. I even knew that the time he spoke of might not be so very far ahead, because I had a feeling that the career that I had chosen might not be as

  attractive as a number of people had tried to persuade me that it would be. I had been restive about it for some time. But I had gone through university on a grant that had been given to me on

  condition that I ended up by becoming a teacher, a condition that I had accepted while I was still too young to know better. And a teacher in an enormous girls’ school near Nottingham I was

  about to become in September.




  Some sense of obligation made me feel that I should have to stick to it for at least a year or two, if only to prove to other people what an extraordinarily bad teacher I was bound to be. But

  after that, who knew? I had been expensively schooled, but had not learnt shorthand or typing. I was not domesticated; I was not artistic. I can’t say, however, that I worried much about the

  future, except in those bleak moments when it seemed to me that the terrible tentacles of our educational system might fold themselves around me so inescapably that from childhood to the grave I

  should never be out of the schoolroom.




  Bernard finished his tea, mopped his nose on another paper handkerchief, said that he’d be getting back to work now, and disappeared into his little cubbyhole of a study. For a time after

  that there was silence in it; then his typewriter started. It was noisy, but I did not mind it nearly as much as the tape recording of that awful woman’s voice. The clatter did not stop my

  reading, and while I was reading I could peacefully unwind my dreadful piece of knitting and forget that I had ever attempted it.




  I went on reading until about half past six, when I thought that it was time to start cooking; but when I put my book down, Janet said that she would do the cooking that evening, and asked me

  only to get out the sherry and take a glass to Bernard.




  When I took it in to him, he was sitting staring straight ahead at a wall lined with reference books, while his hands rested on either side of his typewriter.




  “Thanks,” he said absently as I put the glass of sherry down beside him. But as I turned to go, he went on, “You know, Elspeth, like it or not, I’ve got to put over the

  idea that Teresa Swale never killed that child, because I’m speaking in her voice and that was all she kept saying—innocent, I’m innocent, I’m innocent and ill-used, driven

  from pillar to post, dragged down into the mud, and so on and so on, and always innocent. And I’m beginning to worry now that I haven’t got it quite right and that the stuff isn’t

  going to read as if she believed it herself.”




  “Why can’t you have it published under your own name for a change, instead of pretending that she wrote it herself?” I asked. “Then that wouldn’t matter, would

  it?”




  “Oh, my child, did you never hear of the law of libel?” he asked. “This thing can only be published at all because she’s written it herself, because she wants to

  have her say, and so on. Besides, odd though it may seem, I get paid a lot more for writing as Teresa Swale than I’d get if I produced almost the same thing under my own name.”




  “Even though you have to go half-and-half with her?”




  “Even so. People get a kick out of pretending to themselves that they’re reading the actual words of a possible murderess, which they naturally wouldn’t get out of reading the

  undistinguished prose of Bernard Lincoln.”




  There was a bitterness in his voice which was not usually there. Generally he could make a joke of his ghosting activities and, as he had told Janet and me earlier, could genuinely find

  fascination in putting himself into the skins of the people whom he interviewed, taking down their incoherent, often unpleasant stories on his tape recorder, and then settling down in this tiny

  room to play the reels over and over to himself, taking notes and gradually reducing the rambling chaos to an orderly, readable, salable narrative.




  I thought that Teresa Swale must have been undermining his morale as badly as she had mine.




  “So, after all, you’ve decided she was a murderess,” I said. “You think she did throw that poor child out of the window?”




  He looked up at me with a sardonic grin. I remember noticing that his blue eyes seemed unusually big and bright.




  “Look, she was acquitted,” he said. “Let’s leave it at that. One likes to sleep at night, doesn’t one?”




  “You haven’t been doing an awful lot of sleeping the last few nights,” I said.




  “Oh, that’s just work; that doesn’t count,” he said.




  “Well, cheer up—Janet’s doing the cooking, so for once you’ll get something better than tinned tongue and damp lettuce.”




  I turned to go, but he thrust out one of his long arms and caught me by the hand.




  “Elspeth, you’re being awfully good to us both—do you know that, and have we thanked you as we ought to?”




  I was startled and embarrassed, made one of the silly sort of answers that one makes to members of one’s own family circle who suddenly become emotional, and went out rather hurriedly.

  After a moment I heard his typewriter start again.




  Pouring out a glass of sherry for myself, I went out to the kitchen with it.




  “You know, I think you’re right; Bernard’s probably got a bit of a temperature,” I said. “He’s flushed and his eyes are sort of brilliant. I suppose

  it’s flu.”




  “Thank heaven he’s got the job practically finished then,” Janet said. “There isn’t a chance he’ll stay in bed till it is. But if he clears the whole thing up

  this evening, he can be ill in peace tomorrow.”




  She was whisking eggs for a cheese soufflé and was enjoying herself. After the first three months, during most of which she’d been kept in bed by the doctor, she could actually have

  done far more of the work in the flat than she did, and she would have liked to do it. It was Bernard, making her carry the load of his anxiety as well as her own, who liked to see her taking life

  very quietly.




  “A thousand pounds,” she went on, “will be a wonderful tonic for him.”




  “A thousand pounds for him and a thousand pounds for Teresa—Alarum pay well, don’t they?” I said.




  “Look at their circulation,” Janet said. “They can afford to. Have you laid the table, Elspeth?”




  I had propped myself against the doorpost and was sipping my sherry. I was thinking about the child who had fallen out of a window in a house in Gloucestershire, a child three years old, whose

  picture in the newspapers of five years ago I vaguely remembered. A round-faced, round-eyed little boy with a sweet, smiling mouth and fat little hands clasping a toy dog.




  To kill such a child would be about as hideous an action as human nature could achieve. Evil for evil’s sake, motiveless, profitless.




  Yet perhaps, I thought, Teresa Swale really was innocent. The jury, who had also had to listen to the soft, petulant whine of her voice, had thought so. So who was I to start working up this

  fury of prejudice against her? As Janet repeated her request to me to lay the table, I decided to stop thinking about the whole matter, thankful that I should never have to come face to face with

  Teresa Swale myself and have the responsibility, with her questioning eyes on mine, of making up my mind about her.




  Supper was a silent meal, because Bernard, although he was sitting at the table, really was not with us. Afterwards, as soon as Janet had poured out the coffee, he picked up his cup and took it

  away to his room, and almost immediately the typewriter started again.




  “I do hope he isn’t going to keep you awake half the night,” Janet said uneasily, hoping that I would say that just for once it wouldn’t matter.




  Knowing that what I said on this particular evening would not make much difference anyway, I obliged her by saying it, then started the washing up.




  As it happens, I usually find the rattle of a typewriter quite soothing, and that night the tapping of the keys, coming as it did in uneven waves of sound, changed in my dreams into the soft

  pounding of waves on the shingle of a cool, lonely beach. Because of coming to look after Janet, I had had no summer holiday so far, and to go wandering along the edge of that dream sea, with the

  cool water lapping about my ankles, was very pleasant.




  But presently, as a dream so often does, it turned frightening, though I do not remember what happened, apart from the fact that the beach changed into a railway station and that there were a

  great many people about and trains going in and out very noisily. Then everything was suddenly silent and I found that I was awake, with Bernard tiptoeing quietly through the room to the door.




  He saw that I was awake and lifted a hand in a gesture of triumph to tell me that the job was finished, then crept out.




  Next morning his cold was worse and it was obvious, just by looking at him, that he had a temperature, but he would not let Janet keep him in bed. He said he intended to get his manuscript off

  to Alarum that day if it was the last thing he did, and soon after breakfast he set off with it. The features editor, Tom Sammons, was a friend of his, and Bernard arranged by telephone,

  just before starting out, to have lunch with him.




  Yet at half past eleven Bernard came home by taxi.




  Janet was out in the garden at the back of the house and did not see the taxi or hear Bernard coming down the steps into the area. That was lucky, for he was walking as if he did not feel sure

  that his feet belonged to him, and when I ran to the door to meet him, he peered at me strangely, as if he did not know who I was. But when I asked him what was wrong, he said,

  “Nothing—nothing at all.”




  “The story——?”




  For a moment I thought that the life story of Teresa Swale, on which he had worked so hard and for which he and Janet so badly needed the money, must have been thrown back at him. Yet I knew

  that the story had been commissioned and that Alarum, whatever might be said of it as a paper, had always treated him well.




  And, as it turned out, that was not the trouble.




  “Fine,” Bernard answered. “Fine. Tom’s going to give me a ring to say what he thinks of it sometime later today or tomorrow. Oh, the story’s all right. I’ll

  just have to show that woman a carbon of the thing and get her signature to the statement that she agrees to its being published under her name, and that’ll be that. I meant to go on and do

  that this afternoon, but I don’t think I will. I’ll leave it till tomorrow.”




  He was talking fast and jerkily, as if he felt that he had to hurry to get the words out. Walking past me across the little hall, he went straight into the bedroom and sat down on the edge of

  the bed.




  Taking his head in his hands, he said, “I’m just not feeling too good. It’s nothing to worry about. Don’t say anything to worry Janet. But I think I’ll go to bed

  after all. I’ll take a couple of aspirins and get into bed and go after that signature tomorrow.”




  He started to tug at his tie as if it were strangling him.




  Of course I had to tell Janet, and once she had taken a look at him, there was no way to stop her worrying, because Bernard’s temperature was a hundred and one. She called the doctor. It

  was about two hours before he arrived, and by then Bernard’s temperature was already higher. The doctor did not say much, but without its having been asked of him, he told us that he would

  call in again later in the day.




  By the time that the doctor arrived, Bernard had begun to talk in a rambling way and could not be kept quiet. His temperature was a hundred and four, and it was pneumonia.




  








  Chapter Two




  At that stage the doctor was really more anxious about Janet than about Bernard. But as soon as Bernard became ill, Janet forgot to worry about herself and, transferring all

  her fears to him, turned into something like her normally brisk self. Bernard’s ramblings, which went on intermittently throughout the evening and through most of the night, filled her with a

  peculiarly intense terror and, to keep her mind off them, she started doing all sorts of little jobs about the house. When there was no cooking to be done, or hot drinks to be made, she invented

  other jobs.




  Bernard’s mutterings were mostly connected with Teresa Swale, and gruesome some of them sounded. The little boy who had fallen out of a window five years before was all confused in his

  mind with Janet’s child. I remember that Tom Sammons rang up sometime in the evening and said that the story was a grand piece of work, and I told this to Bernard, thinking that it might ease

  his mind. He managed to take it in, smiled brilliantly, and said that all that was needed now was Teresa’s signature and that he’d get it tomorrow. But presently it appeared that it had

  been a mistake to give him Tom’s message, for now Bernard talked more and more about the importance of getting the signature quickly, so that Alarum would pay him, and, suddenly

  deciding that it was morning, he said that he must get up and go to see her. Janet quietened him down, and towards morning he fell into a deep sleep.




  But he did not react to the penicillin that he had had in the way that he should have. When the doctor came again early next day I guessed from his peculiarly calm expression and level voice

  that things were not going as he had expected.




  If Janet thought this, too, she said nothing about it. Altogether she said very little. Soon after breakfast she asked me to do a little shopping for her, gave me a list, and hurried me off.

  Since none of the things on the list was urgent, I thought that she must simply want me out of the way for a little while. As soon as I returned, she told me her reason. Beckoning me into the

  sitting room, she sat down at the table and pointed at the chair opposite—which was a way she had when she thought that we ought to have a serious discussion—and said, “Elspeth, I

  wanted to be alone so that I could think something out. The fact is, I think one of us ought to go and get that signature from Teresa Swale. I think it would help.”




  “It probably would,” I agreed.




  “I don’t mind which of us goes,” she went on. She was looking white and exhausted, but her manner was determined. “If you don’t like the idea of it, I’ll go

  and you can stay here with Bernard. But the sooner it’s done, I think, the better.”




  “I’ll go,” I said.




  “Are you sure?” she said. “From what Bernard told me, it’s a pretty frightful place she lives in, and she’s a fairly horrible sort of woman. I don’t like

  asking you to go.”




  “Of course I’ll go,” I said. “Straight away. You get what rest you can.”




  “You’ve only got to give her the carbon of the story and get her to sign a statement that it can be printed under her name. I’ve got that typed out in the form Bernard

  generally uses. You probably won’t even have to go inside the house. All the same . . .”




  She was worrying because Teresa Swale’s slide downwards in the world after her acquittal, which had been the substance of the story that she had told to Bernard, had carried her from the

  honourable occupation of children’s nurse into prostitution, and it seemed to Janet that to ask her baby sister to interview her was a shocking demand to make, even though the baby sister had

  a degree in history, which is a subject which does not leave one as innocent as it might.




  “Look,” I said, “if Bernard even started to imagine you’d gone out to get that signature, his temperature would jump right over the roof. And you’re the one

  who’s really needed here.”




  “Bless you,” she said and held out a hand to me.




  I told her again to try to get some rest, took the papers she gave me, put a comb through my hair—which is fair and springy like hers, but cut shorter—put some fresh lipstick on,

  and, as I went to the door, told her that unless Teresa Swale was out, in which case I would wait for her, I should be back in a couple of hours at the most.




  “No,” Janet said quickly, “don’t wait. If she isn’t in, just come straight back. We can always tell Bernard you’ve got the signature, even if you

  haven’t. Then you can try again later.”




  “All right,” I promised, and she gave me an uncertain smile as I went out.




  It was about ten o’clock then, which seemed strange, because, as I had been up most of the night, it felt far later. But the air still had a morning freshness. There had been rain in the

  night, and the leaves of the plane trees had a temporary cleanness. The sky was clear and later on, I thought, it would probably be hot.




  I made for Adelaide Road, where I could get a bus straight to Tottenham Court Road. Almost immediately one came; it was almost empty, because it was late for people going to work, but early for

  the shopping crowds. Going to the front of the bus, I slumped into a seat and, as I did so, realised how much the night had taken out of me and how tired I was. Working at the job of keeping awake,

  I started thinking about the story of Teresa Swale.




  I did not really know much about it. I have always been lazy about reading newspapers, and when I have taken a look at the headlines, to make sure that no one is going to war with anyone that

  day, I usually look only at the book reviews and cinema notices, and then use the paper for wrapping up the potato peelings and fishbones before putting them into the dustbin.




  And five years ago I had been even less interested in public affairs than I am now, unless they were the public affairs of about three hundred years ago. That was a period that had a great

  fascination for me, and I would sit at breakfast reading about Prince Rupert and Montrose, instead of about what was happening in the world around me.




  What I knew about the Swale case was mostly what Bernard had told me at odd moments during the last few days. I knew that Teresa Swale was the daughter of a small builder in the Midlands. The

  family was respectable, not badly off, and Teresa had been given a good education. When she had decided to become a children’s nurse, she had been properly trained, then had had one or two

  jobs before going to work for Mrs. Hill in Gloucestershire.




  At that time Teresa was twenty-two, was charming and conscientious, and pleased everybody. Bernard had a photograph of her as she had been then. Her face was oval and long with large, mild eyes,

  with very long lashes, and a small mouth which was closed in a gentle pout. It did not look a vicious face, though there was something about it that I did not like, a sort of emptiness, a lack of

  something. Her hair was dark and parted in the middle. Her neck was long and slender. There was a touch of the wilting flower about her, a drooping sort of sweetness.




  Mrs. Hill was a young widow with one son, David, aged three. Mrs. Hill had met and married her husband in the Sudan. He had been a colonel and was a good deal older than she and came of a

  wealthy family. When he was killed in a motor accident, his wife had come to England and settled into the house in the village of Footfield, which had belonged to the Hills for several generations.

  Teresa Swale had been engaged as a nurse for David almost immediately. David was said to have liked her, and she had shown every sign of liking the child, and everything had seemed to be going

  smoothly until, about a month after Teresa’s arrival, David had been found dead on a paved path in front of the house, having fallen out of an upper-storey window.




  Murder was suspected almost at once, because the window—out of which it could be shown that David had fallen, since there had been some threads from his jersey caught on a splinter on the

  sill—was too high for him to have been able to climb up to it by himself, unless there had been a chair or other piece of furniture under it; and it happened that the window was in a passage

  and that there had been no furniture of any kind near it.




  The information that led to the arrest of Teresa Swale came later in the day from a passing motorist. He had gone to the police with his story as soon as he heard on the radio of the death of

  the child. The man had told them that he had driven past the house at just the time when David was thought to have fallen and had seen at the window a dark-haired girl in a green dress, holding a

  struggling child. Further, he had said that it had been his impression that the girl had actually been thrusting the child out of the window, rather than pulling him back. Asked why, in that case,

  he had not stopped and protested, he had answered that he had passed the house before he had really taken in what he had seen, but that he had then backed his car until he was again opposite the

  window and that by then there had been no sign of the girl or the child. Supposing that all was well, therefore, he had driven on.




  In fact, it was then supposed, the body of the child, lying on the path, had been hidden from the road by a hedge, where the motorist could not see it.




  Teresa Swale had not denied having been at the window with David in her arms. She had not even denied holding him out of the window. But she had said that she had found him standing on a chair

  under the window and trying to climb onto the sill, and that she had snatched him up, scolded him, held him out of the window to show him just how far he could have fallen, and then sent him along

  to his nursery and removed the chair.




  Asked how she thought that the chair had come to be under the window, she had replied that she supposed David himself had dragged it there. She had said that it was a light wooden chair which

  came from Mrs. Hill’s bedroom, the door of which was almost opposite the window. Teresa had also said that she had had trouble before with David about climbing onto that window sill. He had

  seen the pink flowers of a clematis hanging round it and wanted to pick them. On this occasion she had decided to give him a lesson.




  The housekeeper, however, who had been with the Hills for years, had denied that David had had any habit of climbing onto that window sill, and had added that more than once she had protested on

  hearing Teresa threatening the child with being thrown out of the window if he would not keep quiet. Some flakes of paint from the outer edge of the window frame were found on the sleeve of

  Teresa’s green dress, and she was arrested for murder.
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