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  Chapter One




  At a few minutes before half past three on a drizzly afternoon in early November, Mrs Fallow, whose function in the King’s Weltham Institute of Pomology it was to oversee

  the cleaners and various other domestic matters, carried the tea-urn into the common-room to which the members of the scientific staff could come for a cup of tea, if they felt so inclined. Helped

  by Dawn, a seventeen-year-old girl whose surname nobody knew, she set out cups and saucers, tea, milk and biscuits on the central table.




  The room had probably once been the morning-room in the Victorian mansion which, with many additions and alterations, had been converted into the Institute. The room was high, with a ceiling of

  ornate plaster moulding, which dated it, cream walls grown dingy with time and an elaborately carved mahogany mantelpiece surrounding a fireplace which had been blocked out with a sheet of

  plasterboard with an electric fire in the middle of it.




  Mrs Fallow switched on the fire, though the room was not cold, for when the mansion had been converted central heating had been installed and the men and women who worked there were far more

  comfortable than the family and servants of the wealthy banker who had built the house had ever been.




  Besides the central table on which Mrs Fallow had planted the tea-urn there were several small tables and a number of plastic chairs. There were three tall windows in one wall which overlooked

  the apple orchards that surrounded the building, the leafless trees looking black and shiny today in the light, steady rain.




  Leaving the room, Mrs Fallow and Dawn crossed the main hall and turned left towards the passage that led, among other places such as store rooms and the dark room, to the room where they would

  shortly be serving tea to the technical staff. It was a far more cheerful room than the other, having a table-tennis table in it and a dartboard. As she turned into the passage, however, Mrs Fallow

  was accosted by Mr Hawse, the porter, who emerged from his small, glassed-in office just inside the stately entrance to the building and looking at his watch, said, ‘Three-thirty. Tea,

  eh?’




  He was a very conscientious, punctual man who allowed himself exactly a quarter of an hour for his tea. He was fifty-seven, tall, heavily built and bald. He had once been a lorry driver, but had

  had to abandon this after a heart attack. Work as a porter at King’s Weltham suited him very well.




  ‘I was listening to the long-range forecast last night,’ he said as he joined Mrs Fallow. ‘Not that you can ever go by what they say, it’s all nonsense, but they said

  it’s going to be a bad winter.’




  ‘All winters are bad,’ Mrs Fallow said. ‘I can’t remember one that wasn’t.’




  She and Mr Hawse paused in the hall while Dawn ran on down the passage to the technicians’ common-room. The hall was square and lofty and looked as if it ought to have been decorated with

  the stuffed heads of lions and tigers, but if these had ever been there they had been removed by the banker’s descendants when they were driven out of their home by succeeding sets of death

  duties. There was a tiled floor of intricate design and a wide staircase with heavily carved banisters, opposite the head of which, on a half-landing, was the door to the office of the Director of

  the Institute, Dr Guy Lampard. More stairs went up to right and left of the half-landing, and on the right of Mr Hawse’s cubicle another passage led away to a region of laboratories and the

  office of the Secretary, Ernest Nixey.




  ‘I don’t mind the cold myself,’ Mr Hawse said. ‘I prefer it seasonable. Mild winters aren’t healthy.’




  Dr Emma Ritchie, emerging just then from the passage that led to her laboratory, overheard this remark and reflected that this was a superstition to which the British are strangely prone. Many

  of them go in fear of warmth and comfort. Sometimes they go so far as to believe that these will make them ill. If the wind howls and the curtains hanging over closed but ill-fitting windows

  flutter uneasily, letting in an icy chill, it is thought that this good fresh air will protect them from influenza, bronchitis and other associated ailments.




  In his home, however, Mr Hawse was glad of the heating that Emma Ritchie had had installed when she had bought a house some years ago in the village of King’s Weltham, had had it converted

  into three flats and had let the basement to Mr and Mrs Hawse. The rent that they paid was only nominal, but part of the arrangement with Emma had been that Mrs Hawse should clean her ground floor

  flat for her, while Mr Hawse looked after the garden. It was his to do what he liked with. All that concerned Emma was that she should not have to cope with it herself, and what he liked to do with

  it was to grow long, straight rows of vegetables, interspersed in the summer with a few rows of the less interesting kind of annual, bunches of which he would bring to her with generosity and

  pride.




  She would have passed him with a nod on her way to the common-room if he had not spoken to her.




  ‘Hallo, Miss Ritchie. I was going to look in on you this evening. I’ve some nice sprouts I’ll bring up to you.’




  He was much addicted to Brussels sprouts, not Emma’s favourite vegetable, but she answered, ‘That’s very good of you, Arthur. Just what I was wanting.’




  ‘There hasn’t been any frost yet,’ he said, ‘but you don’t believe that story that you shouldn’t eat sprouts till they’ve had the frost on them, do you?

  All nonsense. Better without, you’ll see.’




  In the seven years that Emma had known Mr Hawse, she had found it difficult to discover anything that he did believe in. He was a profoundly sceptical man, and working as he did among

  scientists, he wanted it clearly understood that nothing that emerged in their work was ever likely to shake his belief in his own odd collection of prejudices. Emma enjoyed excellent relations

  with him, yet he never called her Dr Ritchie, almost as if he doubted that she had any right to the title, since she was not a member of the medical profession. In fact, she had a D.Sc. from London

  University.




  She went on into the common-room, which was still empty, poured out a cup of tea, helped herself to a biscuit and sat down at one of the small tables. She was a tall, slender woman of

  thirty-eight, whose once-black hair had already turned steely grey. She wore it long, parted in the middle, looped low over her ears and rolled up in a coil at the back of her head. But in contrast

  to this early sign of age, her cheeks were a fresh pink and there were very few lines on her slightly sharp-featured face with its large, slatey-blue eyes, pointed chin and firm lips. She was

  thought by some people, among those whom she did not intimidate, to be a beautiful woman.




  But she intimidated a great many, to her own bewilderment, for she thought of herself as on the whole a humble and diffident person and did not realize that diffidence can create the appearance

  of impenetrable armour. She dressed for comfort rather than style and today was wearing a dark red jersey dress and a grey cardigan which sagged badly at the pockets because of the way that she had

  of thrusting her fists deep into them. This was a nervous habit. If she did not imprison her hands in her pockets they had a way of fluttering about, sketching expansive gestures that looked eager

  and emphatic, yet which did not seem to mean anything and by which she herself was extremely irritated. She wanted, in the conflict that she tried to wage with that diffidence of hers, to appear

  relaxed and composed, and that was how she seemed to Ernest Nixey when, a minute or two after her, he came into the room.




  The Secretary of the Institute did not often come to tea there. Usually a tray was taken to his office, which was next to Emma’s laboratory, by his secretary, Mollie Atkinson, but at the

  moment she was away with bronchitis. He was a small man of fifty, with stooping shoulders and large hands and feet which gave him the look of having been intended as a much larger man, but somehow

  to have got shrunk by life. He had a long face and large, sad, brown eyes. The little that was left of his hair was dark brown. All his suits were dark brown too and exactly the same and in some

  mysterious way had all reached the same state of shabbiness at the same time, so that it was easy to suppose that he had only one. This, indeed, might even have been the case, for his wife was in a

  private mental home, a fact that could very well explain both his sadness and his apparent penury.




  He came to Emma’s table, carrying his teacup, and said, ‘Mind if I join you?’




  She smiled at him and he sat down.




  ‘I don’t seem to have seen you around recently,’ he said. ‘What have you been doing?’




  ‘Writing,’ she answered. ‘Trying to write a paper. I hate it. I’ve never been any good at expressing my ideas.’




  ‘I’m sure you do it very well,’ he said. ‘You’re just too self-critical. But it’s no good my asking you about it. I shouldn’t understand a

  word.’




  ‘Don’t you sometimes get a bit bored with us all, all wrapped up in our own subjects?’ she asked.




  ‘You sometimes make me feel completely brainless.’ He had been trained as an accountant and was shrewd and intelligent and in any matter that related to finance could have made most

  of his scientific colleagues appear like ignorant children, but he always made a point of asserting his own deep ignorance of what he made out to be far more important matters than any that he

  understood. ‘You know, you’re the one person here I can talk to freely without having trouble with that inferiority complex of mine. You don’t make me feel I’m a complete

  fool.’




  ‘Perhaps you don’t take me really seriously, because I’m a woman,’ she suggested.




  ‘Oh, I take you very seriously indeed. My guess is that you’re the most distinguished person here.’




  She looked amused. ‘Guy always excepted, I hope.’




  ‘Ah well, Guy . . .’ He shrugged. ‘But tell me, is it true that he’s done nothing really significant since he took over the running of this place?’




  She was cautious. She did not want to be led into heedless discussion of her colleagues, let alone the Director.




  ‘He’s stimulated a lot of other people,’ she said. ‘I’d call that significant.’




  ‘Yes, and after all we can’t all do everything. I admire him enormously, as I’m sure you know — and I mean his human side as well as his intellect.’




  There were a good many people who did not consider that Guy Lampard had a human side, so Emma found something refreshing in Ernest’s admiration of it.




  He went on, ‘All the same, when it comes to appointments, he can do some odd things.’




  ‘Has something been settled then?’ she asked.




  There had been a number of rumours circulating recently about who was to fill the place of Clive Bushell, one of the senior members of the staff who had just reached the age of sixty-five and

  was about to retire, and she knew of at least one person who was sure of being chosen and who would be very angry indeed if he was not. But Guy Lampard, though he often confided in Emma, whom he

  had known for years, had told her nothing of what he intended in the matter.




  Ernest Nixey gave a nervous look round the room. A number of people had drifted into it and were sitting about with their tea and biscuits, gossiping about the iniquities of the research council

  that controlled the affairs of King’s Weltham and did not allow them as much money as they thought they needed for their research, or about the peculiarities of certain members of the staff

  who did not happen to be in the room at the moment, or about cricket in Australia, which they had watched on television the evening before. One or two of them were talking about their work. No one

  was paying any attention to Emma and Ernest except Roger Challoner, Deputy Director of the Institute, who had just come into the room and who gave them an interested look, as if he might be

  thinking of joining them, but who then turned away to talk to Clive Bushell, who would be leaving them all for good in another fortnight.




  A party was to be given for him and a presentation made and Emma had been given the task of inquiring discreetly from Mrs Bushell what she and her husband would like. Roger Challoner was in

  charge of the money that had been collected for the present and he and Emma had been into the town of Crandwich the day before to choose the coffee service that the Bushells had said they would

  value. He was a tall man of forty-eight, lean, rather pale, with rough, thick grey hair, dark eyes and a narrow, nervous face that generally had a look of hesitant kindliness on it.




  Ernest drank some tea and said, ‘There I go, talking too much. It’s you, you know. I never do it with any of the others. But one has to talk to someone. And being alone at home, the

  pressure mounts up. But actually I don’t know a thing. Guy plays his cards very close to his chest.’




  ‘How are things with your wife?’ Emma asked. ‘Is she any better?’




  He lifted a hand in a little gesture of helplessness. ‘She has her good days and I start hoping, then the bad days come back. I go to see her every day, you know. I think it helps her even

  when she hardly knows me. The people at the home are very good to her. Wonderful, really. Such patience. That’s a great consolation.’




  ‘I’m sure it must be.’




  ‘Still, at the moment I do wish Guy hadn’t decided . . .’ He checked himself, as if he had nearly said something that he knew he should not. ‘The fact is, I’m

  afraid there may be certain difficulties ahead for us.’




  ‘I overheard Arthur saying that the long-range weather forecast is for a bad winter,’ Emma said, deliberately flippant, because she wanted to avoid being told things that it might be

  awkward to know.




  ‘If it were only the weather . . .’ Ernest finished his tea, then abruptly set his cup down, turning in his chair with a faintly guilty air as the door opened and Guy Lampard came

  into the room.




  He was a short man in his early fifties with a thick body, but curiously wiry arms and legs, which had the appearance of being able to propel him about at a velocity unsuitable

  to someone with his paunch and his plump, soft-looking neck and face. He had smooth, bulgy cheeks, a small, full-lipped mouth, a fleshy nose and small grey eyes which could change in their

  expression, from one second to the next, from the utmost friendliness to a malicious kind of intelligence, or to a totally unrevealing blankness. He could always charm when it suited him to do so.

  His hair was still brown, but thin, and he kept it sleekly brushed back from his formidable forehead. He was wearing a heavy knitted grey pullover, loudly checked trousers and down-at-heel suede

  shoes.




  He was followed into the room by his secretary, Maureen Kirby, a golden-haired girl of twenty-five who was several inches taller than her employer and amply built, with a glowing pink face, a

  bland smile for everyone and big blue eyes. At a first glance she looked as if she would be full of warmth and friendship for anyone who asked for it. But in fact she was a reticent girl and the

  gaze of the big blue eyes was oddly evasive, as if she were afraid of being trapped into some relationship that she did not understand. It tended to make people sorry for her without quite knowing

  why. She was wearing a tight white sweater and a full skirt of brightly patterned velvet which did nothing to reduce her size. In her work she was extremely competent, but otherwise, according to

  Guy Lampard, was so stupid that it was really refreshing to have her around.




  She poured out a cup of tea for him, which he refused, as she must have known that he would, since he disliked afternoon tea on the grounds that it interfered with his pleasure in the whisky

  that he would drink at five o’clock. There had been some signs of uneasiness since he had come into the room, as it was something that he very rarely did, and generally, if he arrived there,

  it was for some purpose that might turn out to be disturbing.




  But there were no signs of this today as he stood in front of the glowing bars of the electric fire with his hands locked behind him and his heavy body rocking slightly backwards and forwards on

  his heels.




  ‘I believe we’re giving you a party here next week, Clive,’ he said to Clive Bushell, ‘and then you’ll be leaving us. Too bad. Why should a man have to retire

  simply because he’s sixty-five when his mind is as active as ever? And why can’t he draw his pension at fifty-five if that’s all he’s fit for? I’d go next year myself

  if it weren’t for that bloody pension. One ought to have a chance to go while one can still make something of what’s left of one’s life.’




  Emma knew that this was completely untrue. Not only was Guy Lampard a man who would hold on tight to his position until he was forced out of it, but he came of a family of merchant bankers and

  had a considerable private income. His pension, when it came, would not mean a great deal to him.




  ‘As a matter of fact, I’m quite looking forward to retiring,’ Clive Bushell said. ‘I think I told you, we’ve got the cottage we wanted in Cornwall and I’m

  going to try my hand at a bit of painting. I haven’t any talent, but I think I’ll enjoy it. And of course Martha’s Cornish, and she’s always wanted to go back

  there.’




  ‘But first you’re going to go off round the world, aren’t you?’ Guy Lampard said. ‘Mexico, Fiji, New Zealand and so on, didn’t you say? You don’t know

  how I envy you. I could do with six months myself out of this bloody climate.’




  ‘Yes, we’re certainly looking forward to it,’ Clive Bushell said with a smile. ‘We can’t really afford it, but we’re going to do it. If we don’t do it

  now, we never will.’




  ‘That’s the right spirit,’ Guy Lampard said. ‘But we’ll miss you here. The place won’t seem the same without you. However, I’ve some good news about

  your replacement. I’ve at last heard from the Board of Governors that they’ve accepted my recommendation and it’s settled at last. Sam Partlett’s coming here.’




  There was silence in the room.




  Emma thought: So that’s why he came here this afternoon. He wanted to drop this bombshell. He wanted to watch the effect of it.




  Guy Lampard certainly looked as if he were enjoying himself. His small eyes shone with an excited gleam of malice.




  ‘A difficult man, Sam, of course,’ he said. ‘He takes some understanding. But half the things people say about him aren’t true. Just a bit of tolerance is all he needs to

  get him back on to his feet. He needs that, I admit. He needs a bit of help. But it’ll be worth our while to give it to him. Because he’s got a remarkable mind. Given a chance,

  he’ll bring us a lot of credit.’




  A chair scraped as Bill Carver stood up abruptly. He was one of the younger members of the staff, who had been at King’s Weltham only three years, but he had persuaded himself, Emma knew,

  that when Clive Bushell retired he would step into his place, with a rise in salary as well as status. With a wife and three young children, Bill could certainly have done with it. And to make

  matters worse for him at this moment, he had allowed other people to know that he was taking the promotion for granted.




  His cheeks burned with anger and humiliation. He was a thickset man of thirty-two, of medium height, with a quantity of fair hair that he wore rather long, bold green eyes and a tight mouth that

  twisted all too readily into sourness.




  He did not look at anyone, but walked straight out of the room, letting the door slam shut behind him.




  Guy Lampard did not appear to notice it.




  ‘Well, I thought you’d all be interested to know what’s going to happen,’ he said. ‘I don’t know when Sam will get here. Quite soon, I expect. He’s been

  doing nothing since he got back from America. He can move into Clive’s lab at once when he’s cleared it out. God, Clive, how I wish I were starting out on a trip like yours. I’m

  sure it was your wife’s idea. You’d never have thought of anything so enterprising on your own. Give her my regards.’




  He smiled around the room and went out.




  Maureen gave a deep sigh, as if she were glad that the scene was over, and poured herself out a second cup of tea.




  Emma stood up.




  ‘This is what you meant by difficulties ahead,’ she said, looking down at Ernest Nixey as he sat, looking even more shrunken than usual, crouched over his empty teacup.




  He nodded. ‘And of course I oughtn’t to have said anything about it, but now it’s out I don’t suppose it matters. Not that I know anything against Partlett, but one hears

  rumours. But I know Guy has a very high opinion of him, and he wouldn’t be wrong about his ability.’




  ‘Only about his character, you think.’




  ‘I tell you, I don’t know. It’s chiefly young Bill’s disappointment I’m worried about. I thought he had a very good chance of Clive’s job. I may even have

  inadvertently encouraged him to think he had, which of course I’d no right to do. One shouldn’t meddle. But he isn’t going to take the situation well and he won’t help to

  make things easy for Partlett, and that sort of thing can do a surprising amount to upset the atmosphere of a place. There are enough undercurrents already. There are bound to be, I suppose, when a

  lot of people work too close together in a little place like King’s Weltham and haven’t any other resources. I don’t know what I’d do myself without my Chess Club.

  You’re the only person who doesn’t seem to get involved. Sometimes I wonder if you even know half the things that are going on.’




  Emma thought that this was very likely the case. She usually assumed that other people liked one another fairly well, as long as they were not openly rude to one another, and she seldom troubled

  herself to scrape under the surface of their apparent relationships.




  ‘I don’t suppose I do,’ she said, and making her way to the door, crossed the hall, nodded to Arthur Hawse who was back in his glass box after his short break for tea, and went

  on down the passage to her laboratory.




  It was at the end of the passage. Going along it, she passed the office of Ernest’s secretary, which led into his, and the laboratories of Clive Bushell and Bill Carver. The laboratories

  of the other people who worked in the building were on upper floors, or in some of the extensions that had been built on to the mansion.




  She kept her laboratory neat, except for a jumble of notes and books on her desk. The long window, which had replaced the two small sash windows which had once been the only lighting in the

  room, overlooked a mass of greenhouses, their glass roofs at present shining with the drizzle. There were two sinks in the room, a fume cupboard at one end of it, an electric furnace that was used

  for reducing organic matter to mineral constituents, and the usual collection of bunsen burners, balances, microscopes, bottles of alcohol, a razor for section cutting, petri dishes and such

  things.




  The walls were painted a pale grey. Emma had hung one picture there, a Monet print of some irises. In the seven years that she had worked there it was the only sign of her personality that she

  had allowed to appear and it was a long time since she had looked at it last. She was not a person who paid much attention to her surroundings.




  Sitting down at her desk, she put on the glasses that she needed for close work and gazed with a look of dissatisfaction at the last page that she had written. The three years of work that she

  had done on the influence of carbon dioxide concentrations on the survival of apples in storage seemed very easy and stimulating compared with the labour of writing a paper on the subject. But Guy

  Lampard had kept telling her recently that it was time that she got something written, that it would be a bad thing if she turned into one of the people who were incapable of committing themselves

  in print because just conceivably they might have made some error that they had not detected, and at last she had forced herself to start turning her jumble of notes into an orderly statement that

  could be published in the Journal of Pomology.




  But the trouble was that basically the work bored her. Besides that, she had certain personal problems on her mind which kept coming between her and the page in front of her, which was nearly

  covered with her small, neat handwriting. Looking up from it after a little, she stared vacantly through her glasses, which reduced the distance to a blur, at the big window, streaked with rain, at

  the spread of greenhouses and at some tall, leafless trees beyond them, and let her thoughts wander. She was sitting there in a dream when the door opened and Guy Lampard came in.




  He perched on one of the stools in the room.




  ‘All right, go on,’ he said. ‘Say what you think.’




  She took off her glasses and his plump face came into focus.




  ‘I did think you were unnecessarily cruel to Bill, springing the thing on him like that,’ she said. ‘You did it on purpose, didn’t you?’




  ‘He had it coming to him,’ he said. ‘He’s been practically telling people he was going to step into Clive’s shoes and with no justification whatever. Poor old

  Clive, thank God he’s going at last. He’s been a dead loss for the last dozen years. But I’ve never said a word to Bill to give him the idea he’d a chance of the job.

  He’s just got a too bloody good opinion of himself. Actually he’s got no imagination or originality, he’s just got a reasonably competent pair of hands, which are quite useful so

  long as someone else is telling him what to do with them. That’s all. I’ve no use for him.’




  ‘Or he for you.’




  ‘And you think that ought to worry me.’




  ‘I think one should always worry at provoking unnecessary dislike.’




  Emma and Guy Lampard had known each other for a great many years and could speak freely to one another. She had been one of his Ph.D. students at London University before he had gone as

  Professor of Biochemistry to the University of East Sussex, then he had appointed her to a lectureship in his department there, and when he had left it to become Director at King’s Weltham,

  he had persuaded her to follow him. Her attitude to him had always been ambivalent. She regretted a number of his peculiarities and was not afraid to tell him so, yet under the surface she had a

  great deal of affection for him.




  ‘Well, what do you think about bringing Sam Partlett here?’ he asked. ‘Don’t you think it’s a good move?’




  ‘I don’t know anything about him,’ she answered.




  ‘Oh come, surely you’ve heard he’s impossible, that he’s always got across everyone he’s worked with and never stayed anywhere for more than a year or two. And

  recently he’s been drifting around America, never staying anywhere long enough to get tenure, and finally got fed up with things and come home. And there he is now without a job of any sort,

  utterly wasted.’




  ‘Then what’s so clever about bringing him here? Won’t he go on getting across everyone?’




  ‘I don’t think so. I can handle him.’




  ‘Those might be famous last words.’




  He shook his head. ‘No, really. We’re very old friends. I understand him. And he’s brilliant, you know, no one’s ever questioned that, and we can do with a little of that

  here. It’s too easy to get into a comfortable rut in a place like this and stay there. That’s one of the reasons I didn’t even think of trying to get Clive’s job for Bill. I

  don’t hold with internal appointments.’




  ‘What makes Partlett get across everyone? What’s wrong with him?’ she asked.




  He gave her a wary look, as if to make sure that she really did not know the answer. Then he shrugged his shoulders.




  ‘Envy, I expect,’ he said vaguely and she felt sure that her question had been avoided. ‘There’s a lot of that in academic circles, as you know. And he’s a bit

  irresponsible perhaps, and he doesn’t suffer fools gladly. But I’ve always found him very easy to get on with myself. We speak the same language. And I think I can give him the kind of

  conditions he needs. And that reminds me, there’s something I want to ask you.’




  ‘I thought there might be,’ Emma said. ‘I didn’t think this call was purely social. What d’you want me to do for him?’




  His short, heavy body wriggled slightly, as if in embarrassment. He often put on an air of being unsure of himself when he was with Emma, which she knew was quite unreal.




  ‘Don’t hesitate to say no if you’d sooner not do it,’ he said.




  ‘Tell me what it is.’




  ‘Well, the Bushells will be moving out of that top floor flat of yours in two or three weeks’ time, won’t they? I wondered if you’d feel like letting it to Sam and his

  wife until they’ve found a house for themselves.’




  He was referring to the flat above Emma’s in the house that she had bought and converted when she had first come to King’s Weltham and which the Bushells had rented straight away and

  remained in ever since. They had been perfect tenants, considerate, helpful, quiet, and she doubted, from what she had heard, if the Partletts would compare very favourably with them. But she

  always felt reluctant to refuse Guy anything he asked of her. It was not often that he did so.




  ‘Partlett’s married, is he?’ she said, temporizing.




  ‘Yes, to a very charming little woman.’




  The phrase meant, for certain, that Guy had never had any interest in her, perhaps had hardly noticed her existence.




  ‘The place is only part furnished, you know,’ Emma said. ‘Most of the stuff in it belongs to the Bushells and they’ll be moving it out. I only put some furniture into it

  in the first place so that I could keep control and get rid of any tenants I didn’t like. You can’t turn people out if you’ve let a place unfurnished. But of course I’ve

  never wanted to turn the Bushells out. I’m only too sorry they’re leaving.’




  ‘But is there enough furniture for the Partletts to camp out up there for a time, if they haven’t any stuff of their own? For all I know, they’ve got plenty which they left in

  store when they went off to America.’




  ‘I should think there’s just about enough. I suppose I could lend them a few things, linen and so on, if they need them.’




  ‘That’s splendid. Then I can tell Sam they can have the place for a time, can I? That’ll help a lot. Sam can just get to work without worrying about finding a place to live

  first, and so on. That’ll get him started off in the right way. I’m immensely grateful, Emma.’ He slid off the stool, looked over her shoulder at the few pages of writing that she

  had achieved, remarked, ‘You’re not getting on very fast, are you?’ and with his rapid, springy strides, left the room.




  Realizing that without really intending it, she had accepted the Partletts as tenants, Emma put on her glasses again, switched on the light on her desk, because with the steadily falling rain

  the afternoon was growing dark early, put her elbows on the desk and her head in her hands and gazed steadily and unfruitfully at a new, blank sheet of paper.
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