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  Chapter One




  Until the Friday came on which she was to be allowed to go home, Caroline Dyer had no idea of how ill she would feel when she left the hospital. Everything had gone so

  smoothly. It was just a week since they had whisked out her appendix after her dramatic collapse in the office. Only twenty-four hours later they had allowed her to sit up in a chair and they had

  taken out the clips on Wednesday. She was a fine healthy young woman, the young doctor had told her, with nothing to worry about.




  Probably because she was not a young woman any more, had never thought of herself as excessively healthy, and only rarely and secretly as fine, his words had made her feel practically ready to

  go home, to go back to work on the spot. But when she saw herself fully dressed for the first time since her illness, she was shocked into recognising the unpleasant truth. That dough-like pale

  face in the mirror, which she had thought sufficiently blooming while she was trailing around the ward in a dressing-gown, talking to people who were far more ill than she was, really suggested

  that she was just about ready to slip away into her grave. Her hair was in dingy strings, her eyes were sunken and heavy, and rouge and lipstick hardly helped at all, but only made her look

  revoltingly raddled. And then, when she had been taken downstairs in the lift and had to walk to where a taxi waited, the distance felt never-ending to her shaky legs.




  Thinking of the journey ahead, all the way to Dexter Abbas in Dorset, where she was to spend her convalescence with her sister, she felt a shiver of panic. It would be so much easier now to go

  straight home to her flat in Ealing. She could be there in less than half an hour, and even though there would be no one to cook for her, no one to bring her breakfast in bed, as Fenella had

  promised that she would if Caroline came to stay with her, at least she would have no exhausting journey to face, and no strangers either, like Harry Lyddon, Fenella’s possibly very difficult

  husband.




  The thought of having to face the man at last, when he had deliberately avoided her for two years, was weighing heavily on Caroline’s mind. For some time after the marriage she had seen

  nothing surprising in the fact that he and she somehow did not meet. It was like Fenella to get married without letting anyone know of it until weeks afterwards, to wring all the excitement that

  she could out of the secrecy of it, to keep her husband in hiding. But in the end Caroline had had to face the fact that too much time was passing, that even for Fenella it was odd. Caroline had

  assumed then that Harry Lyddon simply did not wish to meet her. And since, in the circumstances, it seemed unlikely that her welcome at Dexter Abbas would be particularly warm, how much better it

  would have been if she had had the strength of mind to refuse Fenella’s unexpected invitation.




  It had been on the Tuesday that she had come drifting vaguely into the hospital, almost as if she had lost herself in the great place, and she had looked at Caroline so uncertainly that she

  might easily have been looking for somebody else. Clearly she had intended to talk of something else, not merely of Caroline’s symptoms, and of whether or not she had all the books she

  wanted, and of the problem of her convalescence. But either the courage to say what she wanted had failed Fenella, or Caroline’s understanding had failed her, as, she was afraid, it often

  had, even when she had done her very best to meet the abrupt demands on her sympathy that her younger sister had a way of making. For how could one not fail Fenella when it was so impossible to

  discover what she really wanted, what would have satisfied her?




  And it was so wearing to fail. It used up your strength for nothing. As Caroline climbed into the taxi, the temptation to tell the driver to take her to her flat, instead of to Waterloo, was

  almost overwhelming.




  What she had forgotten, until she was comfortably settled in a corner seat in an almost empty compartment, was that a train is a wonderfully peaceful place compared with a hospital ward. There

  was no coming and going of doctors and nurses, of patients and visitors, no one tried to talk to her, no radio blared. She soon slipped into a comfortable doze, from which she woke presently to see

  Basingstoke slipping by, then damp fields and bare trees and hedges and a few primroses beginning to open on the railway embankments. Then she slept again, and when the train reached Rudbourne, the

  station nearest to Dexter Abbas, she realised that the last three hours were the most restful that she had spent for some time.




  She discovered, indeed, when she got out of the train, that she was feeling much better than when she had started. Suddenly it seemed wonderful to be out in the normal world again. It was

  wonderful to see so many people who were able to go briskly about their own business without help, without worrying about themselves. The sharp spring breeze, blowing from the sea, smelt like

  health itself after the dead, disinfected air of the hospital. Standing there, a small, composed-looking woman of forty, wearing the blue tweed coat by which her brother-in-law was to recognise

  her, she was in almost as happy and bewildered a state of mind as someone who has arrived for a first, longed-for visit in the loveliest of foreign countries.




  She wished she knew what sort of man to look out for. Fenella, in her short visit to the hospital, had said nothing about Harry’s appearance. She had told Caroline that he had been a

  journalist, working on a paper in the north, that he had given up his job soon after they married for some reason that she hadn’t made clear, and that now the two of them were running a

  guesthouse together. But it should not be difficult, Caroline thought, to pick him out. Fenella had never been attracted except by men who were noticeably taller than she was herself, and she was

  by no means a short woman, and besides, they had always had a striking amount of good looks. So all that Caroline had to do now was to look out for a man who was tall and very good-looking. And

  such men don’t come in dozens.




  ‘Miss Dyer?’




  She started. She had seen the man who had just addressed her coming towards her, but had not even wondered if he could be Harry Lyddon. He was not much taller than she was herself. He had a

  brown, leathery face above which his close-cut fair hair looked almost white. His nose was short and flat, his upper lip was long, his chin was lopsided. His eyes were rather prominent, of an

  uncommonly intense blue and set unusually wide apart. By no strain of the imagination could he have been thought good-looking.




  Picking up her suitcase, he asked, ‘Is this all your luggage?’ Then, because of the uncertainty that he saw on her face, he smiled and said, ‘Didn’t she describe me?

  Stupid of her. All she had to do was say I look like a slightly over-size jockey—and not so very much over-size. Then you couldn’t have gone wrong, could you?’




  The smile showed large, very white, even teeth and gave a surprising charm to his face. Taking her arm, he steered her towards the exit, walking with a springy, hurrying movement, rather too

  fast for her in her present state.




  ‘Odd how we’ve never managed to meet before,’ he remarked.




  Caroline shrugged her shoulders. She found that she had no wish to let him see just how much the same thought was on her mind too.




  He went on, ‘Whose fault has it been, yours or Fenella’s?’




  ‘I don’t suppose it’s been anyone’s,’ she said with reserve. ‘It just somehow happened, as it does when people are busy.’




  ‘Busy—ah yes.’ His tone was dry. ‘But wouldn’t it be interesting to know which of us is supposed to be the unpresentable one? Though I know that, I suppose.

  I’ve heard such a lot about you. Not that I’ve believed half of what I was told. If I had, I shouldn’t be here. I’d have managed to have business in London.’




  She gave him an astonished look. ‘Was it really as bad as that?’




  ‘Did I say bad? The trouble about it was that it was all so good. So very good that you’d have turned into one of the ogres in my existence if I hadn’t been sceptical by

  nature.’




  ‘That doesn’t sound very like Fenella,’ said Caroline. ‘As a matter of fact, I rather imagine she’s hardly talked about me at all.’ It was a fairly safe

  guess, because Fenella rarely talked about other people. She talked about the problems they caused her and the feelings in herself that they stirred up, but the people themselves always seemed to

  remain shadowy to her, not quite real and only indirectly important. ‘I shouldn’t be surprised if you don’t know any more about me than I do about you.’




  ‘You don’t know much about me? Ah, that’s good.’ Harry flashed another smile at her. ‘Then we start fair. The little man, you see, is sensitive, and Fenella

  sometimes gets queer ideas into her head.’




  ‘If she has any queer ideas about you,’ Caroline said, ‘I haven’t heard them yet.’




  ‘Yet.’ As they started to cross the car-park towards a new white car, he turned his amazingly blue eyes on her for a moment. ‘An important little word. I mustn’t forget

  it.’




  ‘I’ve hardly seen Fenella since you got married,’ she reminded him. ‘We haven’t had much time to talk.’




  ‘You saw her on Tuesday, didn’t you?’




  Caroline was still feeling the impact of that intent glance. It seemed to her that in spite of the smile that had gone with it, there had been nothing friendly in the look, that it had merely

  probed her swiftly and coldly for anything that there might have been behind her words.




  ‘In a hospital ward,’ she said, ‘with I don’t know how many people looking on and doing their best to hear everything we said, just to help pass the time. If she has any

  grievances against you, it wasn’t the time to air them.’




  ‘Oh, it wouldn’t worry me much if she merely aired her grievances.’ Opening the boot of the car, he thrust Caroline’s suitcase in and slammed the lid down again with a

  neat yet oddly violent gesture.




  Waiting for him to unlock the car, she thought uncomfortably that it sounded almost as if he had been trying to discover whether or not Fenella had in truth visited her on Tuesday, or had gone

  somewhere else, had seen someone else. Only he must have known that a visit to a hospital doesn’t last very long. For all that Caroline could have told him, Fenella might have seen half a

  dozen other people on the same afternoon. So perhaps he was merely talking at random, not thinking much about what he was saying, because the thought of those two years embarrassed him and he was

  curious how Fenella had tried to explain them away.




  All the same, Caroline found her spirits sinking back into the deepest homesickness for her own flat, for the undisturbing emptiness she could have counted on finding there. It consisted of only

  two rooms, a draughty little bathroom and a rather inconvenient kitchen on the top floor of a shabby Victorian house, but during the years that she had lived there it had gradually grown to fit her

  so well that it had become like an old coat that slips on over everything, protects everything, conceals everything. Not that she had much to conceal, except the way in which the personality that

  she wore all day at the office, a cool, sharp, sometimes slightly fierce personality, tended to come apart at the seams as soon as she closed her door behind her. And oh, the relief that it was to

  let that happen!




  As she got into the car, she slumped very wearily in her seat.




  Harry, reaching for the ignition, asked cheerfully, ‘Feeling terrible?’




  ‘Just very tired,’ she said.




  ‘We’ll soon be home.’ He started the car. ‘Ever been in these parts before?’




  ‘Sometimes we came to the coast near here when I was a child,’ she answered. ‘Fenella wouldn’t remember it. She was only a baby.’




  ‘Yet she seemed to have a sentiment for the place when we bought the house,’ he said, ‘as if she felt she had roots of a sort here.’




  ‘Perhaps from hearing me talk about it,’ Caroline said. ‘She was only three when our mother died and I don’t think we ever came here after that.’




  ‘In my opinion it’s one of the best parts of England, and Dexter Abbas is one of the most attractive villages in it.’ He manoeuvred the car into the stream of traffic moving

  slowly along the narrow main street. ‘We’re very lucky, you’ll see. The house is quite old, the sort that gives you a chance to grow some roots, if you want to. Nice things,

  roots, don’t you think?—though the paying guests, so-called, do rather trample around on them at present. Still, the good people are only a temporary expedient, till my freelancing gets

  going. Fenella told you about that, I expect.’




  Caroline shook her head. She was thinking that roots on Harry Lyddon were a most improbable appendage, quite as improbable as on Fenella, and that they would have a far harder time developing

  than he seemed to think.




  ‘She didn’t explain why you gave up journalism,’ she said.




  ‘Well, I’d had twelve years of being a crime reporter,’ he told her. ‘Isn’t that enough for anyone?’




  ‘That must have given you plenty to write about now.’




  ‘Oh yes, it was what people call a full life, by which they so often seem to mean a nasty one.’




  He turned the car out of the main street, where a signpost said that it was three miles to Dexter Abbas, and in a minute or two they were driving along a narrow road between hawthorn hedges. The

  hedges were just faintly misted over with the first fresh green of spring and there were celandines in the grass beneath them. The clear sky was growing hazy with the beginning of twilight.




  The village was in a fold of the downs, the smooth grassy slopes of the hills rising up in gentle undulations from the back doors of the white thatched cottages. Caroline saw a duck pond, a pub

  or two, a small church standing among tall-growing yews, then there was a stretch of empty road, then a small garage with petrol pumps. Here Harry turned the car to the left, following a road that

  climbed to a steep-sided cutting through the chalk hills, then descended into a cup-shaped valley.




  ‘Here we are,’ Harry said, as he turned the car in between stone gateposts. ‘The house. Ours. How do you like it?’




  It was an old house of grey stone, red-roofed, with lattice windows, standing among beeches and chestnuts. Probably it had once been a farmhouse. It had that modest, rambling, ramshackle air.

  There were hundreds of daffodils breaking through the rough grass in front of it. It had deep roots of its own, whether or not its new owners would ever be able to grow any.




  As the car stopped the front door opened and Fenella came running out.




  It was always a surprise to Caroline, when she met her sister, that somehow she always managed to look almost exactly the same as when they had last seen each other, however long ago this might

  have been. Fenella never looked any older. She stayed as slim. She always wore the same sort of untidily attractive clothes. She kept her fair hair cut in the same way, hanging thick and straight

  down each side of her thin, long face, a face that had a distinctly odd sort of beauty, because there was actually something rather horse-like about it, and to have a horse-face and be beautiful,

  when you are not a horse, is unusual. And she had never grown out of an air of bewildered diffidence, which helped to keep her looking about seventeen years old instead of twenty-seven, and which

  so very misleadingly covered her immense, quiet purposefulness.




  That day she was wearing an old green corduroy skirt, a yellow shirt with the sleeves rolled up, small gold earrings, battered, very high-heeled shoes and a stained plastic apron. Her long,

  slim, useless-looking hands were red and wet, as if she had come straight from the kitchen without waiting to dry them.




  ‘Oh, then you found each other,’ she remarked in surprise, as if she had had no faith that this could happen. She never had much faith that anything would happen as planned. She was

  no good at carrying out any plan herself, so why should she expect it of other people?




  She had opened the car door and Caroline was starting to get out when Harry stopped her. A lean brown hand and wrist came shooting out like the head of a snake from the sleeve of his tweed

  jacket to grasp her arm. He would not let her stir until she had answered the question that he had asked her.




  ‘How do you like it, Caroline? Aren’t we lucky?’ It was as if he needed applause for their luck, to be assured that they were to be envied.




  She was too tired to make any but the most obvious answer. ‘It’s lovely, Harry. Of course you’re lucky.’




  ‘But you think we’re fools to have come here, don’t you? You can’t see us making it work. You think we ought to have stayed up north in all that soot and filth and that I

  ought to have gone on nosing out all the beastly little assaults and swindles that are supposed to be news, though they’re all exactly like one another, for the rest of my days. Say

  it—go on—you think we’re fools.’




  ‘I don’t know whom you’re arguing with, Harry. It doesn’t sound like me,’ she said.




  ‘But you don’t think we’re lucky, do you?’




  ‘Oh, Harry,’ Fenella said protestingly, ‘please don’t start talking. Can’t you see Caroline’s utterly worn out. Caroline, you’re going straight to bed,

  then I’ll bring you some tea. Everything’s ready for you.’




  ‘Lucky Caroline.’ Harry got out of the car and went to fetch her suitcase from the boot. Exhausted as she was herself, she recognised the extraordinary vitality in his light,

  impatient walk, in all his quick gestures. ‘Lucky to have such a good, kind sister to come to in such a nice house in the country, isn’t she?’




  Fenella frowned. ‘Don’t listen to him,’ she said as she and Caroline followed him indoors. ‘I think he’s got into one of his funny moods. If you take any notice of

  him he sometimes goes on and on till he ends up telling you how awful everything is and how he’s never had any luck all his life. Of course he doesn’t mean it.’




  Thinking that she would not like to have to swear to what Harry Lyddon meant about anything, Caroline followed Fenella up a steep, narrow staircase and along a passage which meandered from one

  low doorway to another with the crookedness of a stream finding its way between boulders. It had a beamed ceiling and an uneven floor. There was no sign of Harry, but one of the doors stood open

  and the suitcase was in the room inside.




  







  Chapter Two




  They went in. The room had a low ceiling, white walls, a grey carpet and bright red curtains at the windows. They were small casement windows, set deep in the thick walls, and

  they looked straight over the empty downland. A wood fire burned behind the curved bars of the fireplace. There were books, a radio, and a bowl of primroses on the table by the bed.




  With a sigh of pleasure, Caroline sank on to the edge of the bed and felt its springs yield with a far kindlier welcome than that of her bed in the hospital.




  ‘This is wonderful,’ she said. ‘I am lucky to have such a good, kind sister. You can tell Harry so from me—whatever he was really talking about.’




  Fenella had remained in the doorway. She was looking round, checking up that everything had been done that ought to have been done to welcome a guest. She was always anxious to make the

  appropriate gesture. It was her way of propitiating all that she did not understand in other people.




  ‘There’s a hot-water bottle in the bed,’ she said, ‘and there are plenty of hangers in the cupboard, and the water’s hot, if you want a bath. The bathroom’s

  just opposite. And I’ll bring you some tea, unless you’d prefer some sherry. I should think you’d probably prefer sherry, wouldn’t you? We’ll be having dinner in about

  an hour.’




  Leaning back on the comfortable bed, Caroline said that she’d certainly prefer sherry.




  ‘We’re having Wiener Schnitzel and lemon meringue pie,’ Fenella went on. ‘I hope that’s all right for you.’




  Caroline’s heart sank abruptly. She was still inclined to think that a boiled egg was a heavy meal. But she managed to answer, ‘It sounds perfect.’




  ‘Did I tell you Harry does most of the cooking?’ Fenella said. ‘I do things like peeling potatoes and grating cheese and we’ve two women from the village who come in in

  the mornings and do most of the cleaning, but Harry does all the difficult things.’




  ‘You aren’t going to a lot of trouble just for me, are you?’ Caroline said. ‘You really mustn’t.’




  ‘Oh, it isn’t any trouble,’ said Fenella. ‘Harry loves doing it. Besides, we have to feed the others.’




  Somehow Caroline had forgotten about the others.




  ‘I didn’t realise you’d kept open through the winter,’ she said. ‘I shouldn’t have thought it would pay.’




  ‘I’m not quite sure that it does,’ Fenella said. ‘We’ve only two people staying, and that’s meant we’ve had to keep the heating and the cleaning and so

  on going, just as if we were full up. But Harry said we couldn’t afford to refuse them. I don’t know. We did awfully well in the summer. We’re close enough to the sea to keep busy

  from Easter till October. So I thought we’d shut down in the winter and Harry could get ahead with some writing. But he said Mrs. Dewhurst and Mr. Sherwin turning up was a bit of luck for us.

  Anyway, they’re both quite nice and give awfully little trouble. You’ll meet them tomorrow, if you feel like getting up. You won’t mind them.’




  She came further into the room, sat down on the edge of the bed beside Caroline and tentatively reached for one of her hands.




  ‘Caroline, I’ve been thinking about you far more than I expect you believe, even though I haven’t written,’ she said, and as if she were afraid that Caroline might snatch

  her hand away, suddenly closed her fingers on it tightly. ‘You know I almost never write letters. I keep putting them off and then after a time I feel so bad about it, I simply

  can’t write.’




  ‘I know how it is,’ Caroline said.




  ‘And anyway, I can never think of anything to say. But I’m so glad you weren’t too angry with me to come. I wanted you so badly.’




  ‘Well, here I am.’ Caroline heard herself using the tone of voice that she would have used if they had been meeting regularly every week or so.




  ‘I hope you’ll like it here and I hope you’ll get well quickly and I hope you’ll like Harry.’




  ‘Of course I shall.’




  ‘He has those funny moods sometimes, when he seems just to be trying to find a way of getting one worked up about nothing, but he’s—he’s—’ Fenella hesitated,

  hunting for a word to express some very profound bewilderment. ‘He’s really a kind person—at least, I think he is—in spite of the things he says. I generally try

  not to take much notice of what he says.’




  ‘That sounds a bit hard on him.’




  Fenella wrinkled her forehead. ‘Of course, you always said I didn’t know anything about what went on in other people, didn’t you?’ she said.




  ‘Did I?’ said Caroline. ‘How disgustingly smug.’




  ‘Oh, you always thought me a complete fool. Besides a lot of worse things.’




  ‘I didn’t, you know, but you always put the words in my mouth, just as you’re doing now. Anyway, who does know what goes on inside other people? I certainly never

  have.’




  ‘Harry does.’ Fenella stood up and went to the door. ‘Or he thinks he does. Or he pretends he thinks he does. He’s—sort of subtle, I suppose the word is. Now

  you’d like that sherry, wouldn’t you?’




  ‘Just a minute, Fenella,’ Caroline said. ‘There’s something I’d better ask you at once. I ought to have asked it the other day, when you came to see me, but somehow

  I forgot. It’s how much you charge here?’




  ‘Charge?’ Fenella said blankly.




  ‘Just so that I know what I’m in for, before I get too corrupted by luxury.’ It was really to make it clear that she was not expecting Fenella and Harry to keep her in their

  guesthouse for nothing.




  Fenella laughed. ‘But I never even thought . . . I mean, you’re family. For heaven’s sake, we aren’t expecting you to pay us!’




  ‘Please,’ Caroline said. ‘After all, it’s how you make your living.’




  ‘We don’t need to make it out of you.’




  ‘But—’




  ‘No!’ Fenella’s voice suddenly went shrill. ‘You’re not to pay us. You’re not to think of it. We don’t need it. We’ve plenty of money.

  We—we’ve too much . . .’ Her hand went to her mouth. Holding it there, as if in a panic to keep back words that were trying to pour out of her, she drew a deep breath and

  at the same time snatched a glance through the open door, up and down the passage. Then she gave an uneasy laugh. ‘Harry’ll never get down to any writing till we’ve no money left,

  so we’re better off without it, we really are. Now get into bed. I’ll bring that drink up in a few minutes.’




  Caroline did as she was told. The bed was as comfortable as she had thought—and it felt wonderful to give up the struggle with her own weakness and relax in its warmth. Drowsiness fogged

  her brain almost immediately. She was almost asleep by the time that Fenella returned with a glass of sherry and it felt a tiresome effort to rouse herself to drink it. Presently it was even more

  of an effort to eat the dinner that Fenella brought up on a tray. In fact, Caroline ate very little, although she recognised with interest that Harry’s cooking was something special. It would

  be several days, however, before she was able to do it justice.




  Afterwards Fenella came to sit with her for a while. She brought some knitting and worked at it spasmodically while they talked. Caroline found it an intriguing sight to watch. She had never

  known Fenella, in the past, object to sitting with her hands idle. She had immense energy when she cared to use it, but this kind of domestic activity was new. Very new, to judge by the frowning,

  the muttered counting, the exasperated fumbling and tugging at the wool that went with it.




  She started to ask Caroline how things were going in the advertising office where she worked, and where Fenella herself had once worked for three unhappy months, but broke off to exclaim,

  ‘Damn it, why didn’t anyone ever teach me to do this kind of thing properly? I’m such a fool at all the really useful things.’




  ‘If I’d tried to teach you, it would have been a case of the blind leading the blind,’ said Caroline. ‘And when it came to things like mending fuses and putting screws in

  straight, you were always much cleverer than I was.’




  ‘Ah, but you were clever at other things, so it didn’t matter.’




  ‘For instance?’




  Fenella put her head on one side, considering, but seemed unable to think of anything at which she was sure Caroline was clever.




  ‘Well, never mind.’ The knitting needles were clicking rhythmically for the moment. ‘What are you doing these days?’




  ‘I’m assistant to an assistant manager—Mr. Willis—new since your time.’




  ‘Is that promotion?’




  ‘It’s better pay, anyway.’




  ‘Time too, considering how long you’ve slaved for them. What do you actually have to do?’




  ‘Well, I suppose my real job is trying to put myself between Mr. Willis’s very sensitive ego and all the other sensitive egos in the office in time to stop blood being

  spilled.’




  Fenella gave a bewildered shake of her head. ‘I don’t know how you can bear it. Everyone with a knife at someone else’s back. That’s how it always struck me. But you

  quite enjoy that, don’t you?’




  ‘Until my own ego gets a more than usually brutal battering. Then I decide—say two or three times a week—that I’ll give in my notice tomorrow.’




  ‘But you do enjoy a fight, you know you do.’




  ‘Well, at the moment, it’s true, I can’t think of anything I want more than to get back into the battle, but usually I hate that side of it.’




  ‘I don’t understand it, how you can stick it,’ Fenella said with a sigh. ‘They’re such terrible people.’




  ‘Oh no.’




  ‘Terrible, ruthless people.’




  ‘Not at all,’ Caroline said positively, defending her friends. ‘Or not most of them. They were wonderfully nice to me when I was ill. They sent me flowers—people I hardly

  knew—they came to see me, they told me to take as much time off as I wanted. And at the same time they said they didn’t know how to get on without me, which was what I really wanted to

  be told.’




  ‘One doesn’t have to be ruthless, does one?’ Frowning again at her knitting, which she had let sink on to her lap, Fenella was following her own line of thought.

  ‘I don’t believe it. One doesn’t always have to think the worst of people. One doesn’t always have to look for horrors under the surface.’




  The intensity in her voice told Caroline that it was no longer the people in the office of whom she was thinking, but someone much nearer home.




  The funny thing about it was that Caroline had always thought Fenella herself as ruthless as anyone she knew. Quietly, without explanations, covering up how determined she was on some course of

  action by that apparent vagueness of hers, Fenella had always gone her own way. If it hadn’t been a way that had ever seemed to be leading anywhere, that had been her own affair. She had

  always made that clear. Advice of any kind she had always regarded as a kind of criticism, to be rejected with careless, bitter words.




  Remembering this, Caroline did not answer. She had made up her mind before coming to Dexter Abbas that she would say nothing, nothing whatever, that could possibly be taken for criticism. She

  had found in recent times that she had a great longing at last to be friends with her sister, even if this was a relationship that they had never yet successfully achieved. There had been too big a

  difference in their ages. As soon as Fenella had been old enough to think about it, she had resented Caroline’s authority too much and Caroline had been too young to know how to exercise it

  tactfully. Also, Fenella had been jealous of the reliance that their father, a sick and discouraged man, retiring early from his work in the British Museum, had placed on the elder daughter, while

  Caroline had often been jealous of his far more demonstrative love for the younger one. But oughtn’t it to be possible by now to put these things behind them?




  Well, only if she were very, very careful, Caroline acknowledged to herself as she lay gazing drowsily up at the low ceiling on which the warm firelight flickered. Very, very careful of what she

  said, and she had never been much good at that. For years she had almost deliberately cultivated an aggressive manner of speech, because inside she was such a lost and shrinking person. She and

  Fenella were really surprisingly alike, she thought, only it happened that each had the habit of showing to the world the part of herself that the other kept hidden, and of hiding what the other

  showed.
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