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The C hinese Shaw l

Patricia W entw orth

This book w as originally published in 1943 by J. B. Lippincott C om pany.



C H A PTER  1

Laura Fane cam e up to London in the third w eek in January. A little earlier or a
little later, and things m ight have happened differently for her, and for Tanis Lyle, and
for C arey D esborough, and for som e other people too. It had to be that tim e
because of her tw enty-first birthday and having to see M r. M etcalfe, w ho w as the
fam ily law yer and her trustee. She stayed w ith one of her Ferrers relations, old M iss
Sophy Ferrers, w ho w as an invalid and never w ent out. M iss Ferrers gave this as
her reason for refusing to leave London for som e less raided part of the country,
intim ating w ith gentle firm ness that since she no longer felt able to leave her house for
the pleasure of visiting her friends, she w ould certainly not do so to please H itler.
She had had a broken w indow  or tw o w hen the house at the corner received a
direct hit, and she had taken the precaution of tying up a heavy cut-glass chandelier
in a m uslin bag, but farther than this she declined to go.

She w elcom ed Laura w ith great kindness, and insisted that she should m ake the
m ost of her holiday.

ñThe D ouglas M axw ells have asked you for tonight. Robin and A listair are on
leave. I hope you have brought a pretty frock, m y dear. Robin is calling for you at a
quarter to eight.ò

The M axw ells w ere connectionsð H elen and D ouglas, a nice friendly couple in
the m iddle thirties, D ouglas at the W ar O ffice, Ian and A listair both in the A ir Force
and unm arried. Laura had m et them  once or tw ice. She felt w arm  and pleased. It
w as a delightful beginning to her visit.

She put on a black dress, and hoped it w ould pass m uster. Black suited her
w hite skin, dark hair, and the grey-green eyes w hich w ere her real beauty. They
w ere changeable and sensitive as w ater, taking colour from  w hat she w ore. They
took the light as w ater takes it, and they took the shadow s too. Long dark lashes set
them  off. They w ere long enough and black enough to m ake a shadow  of their ow n.
For the rest she had fine, even skin, sm ooth and rather pale, and a charm ing m outh,
w ide and generous, w ith enough natural colour to have stood alone w ithout the help
of lipstick. The severely plain black frock show ed a slim , rounded figure. It m ake her
look taller than she really w as, and it m ade her look very youngð too young.

She frow ned at herself in the glass. The dark hair fell curling on her neck. It
m ight be the fashion, but it m ade her look about sixteen. There w as a jade pendant
w hich O liver Fane had brought from  C hina for his w ife Lilian, a peach w ith tw o
leaves, and a little w inged creature craw ling on it. Laura pulled it out of her



handkerchief-case and slipped the black silk cord over her head. H er m other had
never w orn it, because O liver died that leave. The bright green fruit hung dow n
nearly to her w aist. The cord m ade her neck look very w hite. She threw  her C hinese
shaw l across her shoulders, and felt the m om entary thrill it alw ays gave her. O liver
had brought that too, and it w as such a lovely thingð black ground and deep black
fringe, every inch of the ground w orked over in a pattern of fantastic loveliness and
all the colours of a fairy tale.

She w ent dow nstairs and show ed herself to C ousin Sophy, w ho put her
D resden china head on one side, opened her blue eyes very w ide, and said in a
plaintive voice,

ñO h, m y dearð all in black!ò
Laura dangled the peach.
ñN ot all, C ousin Sophy.ò
M iss Ferrers shook her head.
ñVery prettyð very pretty indeed, and quite valuable too. A nd the shaw lð such

lovely em broidery. You look very nice, m y dear. Itôs just that black seem s soð so
inappropriate for a young girl.ò

Laura took one of the little frail hands and kissed it.
ñI know, darlingð it ought to be w hite satin and pearls, like the picture of m y

m other in her com ing-out dress, and I ought to have golden hair and blue eyes like
hers.ò

M iss Ferrers sm iled.
ñShe w as a lovely creature, m y dear, and she turned all the young m enôs heads.

Your father fell in love w ith her at first sight. H e w as engaged to his cousin A gnes
Fane, and it w ould have been such a convenient m arriage because of the property,
but once he had seen Lilian it w as no good, he couldnôt do it. People blam ed him  of
course, and Iôm  afraid A gnes never really got over it. But w hat is the good of
blam ing people? It w ouldnôt have been a happy thing for either of them  if he had
m arried A gnes, because she w as very m uch in love w ith him  and she had a very
jealous disposition. So w hat w ould have been the good? H e didnôt love herð he
loved your m other. A nd they died so youngð ò H er voice w ent off into a sigh.

ñIôm  not like her at all.ò Laura sounded very regretful. She w ould have loved to
have been like Lilian.

M iss Sophy looked at her very kindly indeed.
ñJust a look now  and then. Som etim es it is quite strong. But of course you

havenôt her colouring.ò
Laura bent and kissed her. A nd then the doorbell rang, and Robin M axw ell w as



there to fetch her.
The old, sad story slipped aw ay into the past. Robin w as a cheerful young m an

determ ined to m ake the m ost of every m om ent of his leave. H e never stopped
talking all the w ay to the Luxe.

H elen and D ouglas M axw ell w ere w aiting for them  in the lounge, both tall and
fair, and treating Laura as if she w ere a real relation instead of a very distant fam ily
connection.

The rest of the party began to arriveð A listair M axw ell w ith a vivacious little
thing called Petra N orth w ho laughed, and chattered, and laughed again w hen the
three tall brothers teased her. Laura thought she w as like a kitten, w ith her little
round face, and round eyes, and dark fluffy hair.

They all stood there w aiting for Tanis Lyle and C arey D esborough. Laura liked
his nam e. She rem em bered that she had liked it w hen she had seen it under a
sm udged snapshot tw o, or w as it three, m onths ago. A ll the papers had had the
ridiculous picture, w hich really only show ed a pair of shoulders seen from  behind,
the back of a head, one ear, and the slanting line of w hat looked like quite a good
jaw. The snapshot w as there because he had got the D istinguished Flying C ross and
he sim ply w ouldnôt be photographed. The M axw ells w ere talking about him  now.
H e had had a bad sm ash and w asnôt flying again yet.

Laura thought how  m uch alike the three brothers w ere. D ouglas w as the tallest,
and Robin the fairest. H is hair w as really alm ost w hite, but they all had the sam e
rather square faces, tanned ruddy skins, and bright blue eyes.

ñTanis is alw ays late,ò said Petra N orth. She looked at A listair, but he w as
w atching the door.

Robin said, ñShe couldnôt be in tim e if she tried,ò and quick as lightning out cam e
the kittenôs claw s, and Petra struck back w ith,

ñShe doesnôt try.ò She laughed, and the dim ples cam e out too. ñI w ouldnôt either
if I w as tall enough to m ake an entrance like she does. Itôs no good w hen youôre five
foot nothing. It sim ply doesnôt com e off, and that w ould be w orse than anything.ò
She w hisked round on Laura. ñD o you know  Tanis? O h, but of course you doð
sheôs your cousin.ò

Laura nodded.
ñSheôs m y cousin, but I donôt know  her. W eôve never m et.ò
Petra laughed.
ñO h, yesð thereôs a fam ily feudð your father didnôt m arry her aunt, or

som ething like that. She told m e. Too m edieval! I didnôt know  people really did that
sort of thingð but of course it m ust have been a long tim e ago.ò H er tone relegated



O liver and Lilian to a vague, indefinite past.
Laura felt a little em barrassed. She said the first thing that cam e into her head.
ñSheôs very beautiful, isnôt she?ò
Petra m ade a little cross face. Laura had the feeling that for tw opence she w ould

have put out her tongue. The claw s show ed again.
ñShe m akes people think soð ò A pause, and then the one w ordð ñm en.ò H er

expression changed suddenly. ñO h, w ellð here she com es. Perfect entrance, isnôt
it?ò

It w as. The floor of the lounge m ight have been cleared for it. There w as an
open lane betw een them  and the big door, and up this lane there cam e the tw o
people for w hom  they had been w aiting.

Laura saw  them  as you see people in a picture. They arrested and held her
attention. If at that m om ent she had know n all that w as going to happen betw een the
three of them , she could not have felt a m ore breathless interest. She saw  Tanis Lyle
and a tall, dark m an, and then she only saw  Tanis Lyle, because Tanis w as like that
ð she filled the room .

She w asnôt beautifulð that w as Lauraôs first astonished thought. She put across
an effect of beauty, but it w as an effect w ithout bone and substance behind it. In that
first clear m om ent of untroubled judgm ent Laura thought, ñShe isnôt any better
looking than I am , really.ò A nd it w as true. Six or seven years older; perhaps an inch
tallerð or w as that just the w ay her dress w as cut; the sam e dark hair, but oh so
beautifully done; the sam e very w hite skin; the sam e grey-green eyes, but greener,
definitely greener than Lauraôs w ereð quite a different shape too, long and slitted,
betw een dark lashes. She w alked w ith the perfection of m ovem ent, but that w as
because there w as an absolute perfection of balance. Laura thought, ñW hat a
perfectly lovely figure.ò The dark green dress set it offð skin-tight to m idw ay
betw een hip and knee, and then flaring full. The stuff w as velvet, the colour a deep,
rich em erald. Just w here the fullness flared the line w as broken by tw o queer
extravagant pockets crusted w ith a barbaric em broidery of pearl and em erald. Pearl
string at her neck, fine, lustrous, perfectly m atched. Pearls at her ears, and em erald
in an ultra-m odern setting on the bare right hand w hich she w as putting out to H elen
D ouglas.

The clear m om ent had gone. It never returned. A s Tanis cam e up to her and said
in her rather deep voice, ñYou m ust be Laura. Iôm  so glad to m eet you,ò all the
details, all the things w hich you can m ake into an inventory, w ere subm erged.
Because it w asnôt w hat Tanis looked like that counted, it w as w hat she w as. She
brought som ething w ith herð a vitality, an attraction. W aves of w arm th, pleasure,



interest, flow ed from  her, changing the atm osphere. It w as like cham pagne.
Everyone felt the stim ulus. A ll im pressions w ere heightened, all feelings intensified.

Laura looked into the green eyes and saw  them  alive w ith interest. She felt
absurdly charm ed, absurdly reluctant.

A nd then C arey D esborough w as being introduced, and she looked up at a lean,
tanned face, and thought, ñW hy does he look like that?ò The odd part of it w as that
the very next m om ent she didnôt know  at all w hat she had seen to m ake her have
that thought. It w as som ething that hurt, but she didnôt know  w hat it w as. It gave her
a lost, shaken feeling. A nd then the w hole thing passed, and they w ere going in to
dinner.



C H A PTER  2

Laura had never enjoyed herself so m uch in her life. There w as that sparkle in
the atm osphere, and everyone w as so kind. They all knew  each other so w ell, and
they m ight so easily have crow ded her out, but she didnôt feel like a stranger at all.

W hen dinner w as over they danced in the fam ous G old Room . Laura danced
first w ith D ouglas M axw ell, and then w ith C arey D esborough. She said,

ñIôm  not really tall enough.ò
H e sm iled dow n at her and said in a pleasant, cheerful voice,
ñO h, w eôll get along.ò
ñIs Tanis taller than I am ?ò
She tilted her head and saw  the sm ile go out. H e said, w ith an effect of being

casual,
ñO h, I donôt know ð I shouldnôt think so.ò
She danced w ith Robin after that. A bout halfw ay through they stood out for a

m om ent and w atched. A gainst the gold background the rhythm ic m ovem ent had the
effect of a kaleidoscope slow ed dow n to the pace of a slow -m oving m elody. Laura
w atched w ith fascinated eyes. She had lived very quietly. She had never seen
anything like this before. She w as as thrilled as a child at its first C hristm as tree.
Light, colour, m usic, kindness m ade an enchanting pattern. She saw  H elen D ouglas
go by, tall and very fair, in a dress of m idnight blue. She w as w ith C arey
D esborough. Their heights m atched perfectly. She saw  Petra and A listair. Petra w as
laughing, but A listair looked across the room  to w here Tanis stood w ith his brother
D ouglas.

Robin laughed.
ñD onôt you w ant to dance?ò
Laura gave a long, happy sigh.
ñI w ant to dance, and I w ant to w atch, and I w ant to talk to everyone. There

ought to be at least six of m e to enjoy it all properly.ò
ñY ou are a com ic kid!ò
ñIôm  tw enty-one. Iôm  grow n up. Iôm  of age. I can squander m y enorm ous

fortune.ò
ñI didnôt know  youôd got one.ò
ñFour hundred a year,ò said Laura. ñThree hundred of it com es from  letting the

Priory to C ousin A gnes Fane, so it doesnôt really count, because you canôt squander
a house. But it gives m e a lovely feeling to think that I can snatch the other three



thousand pounds aw ay from  M r. M etcalfe and just play ducks and drakes w ith it.ò
ñYouôd m uch better stick to it. W hat sort of ducks and drakes do you w ant to

m ake?ò
Laura laughed happily.
ñO h, I donôt. Itôs just a perfectly lovely thought.ò
Robinôs Scottish brow  displayed a frow n.
ñIt m ust have been badly invested for you to be getting only three and a half per

cent on it.ò
But Laura w as tired of the subject of her m oney. She had no idea of w asting any

m ore tim e upon it. She pulled Robin out into the dance again. They w ent by quite
close to A listair and Petra. Laura said,

ñI like her so m uch. W ho is she? H ave you know n her a long tim e? Is she
engaged to A listair?ò

Robinôs frow n seem ed to have com e to stay. H e answ ered only the last of her
questions.

ñN ot officially. A s a m atter of fact heôs gone a bit off the deep end about Tanis.
She takes people that w ay. N ot m e, you know ð Iôm  a cautious bird. W hen I see a
net all laid out w ith nice little pellets of poisoned grain, I beat it for the great w ide
spaces.ò

ñO hð Robin, how  horrid of you! She isnôt like that!ò
ñY ou just w ait. She specializes in other girlsô boy friends.ò
ñIt sounds revolting.ò
ñN ot a bit of itð itôs all done w ith kindness. Iôve w atched her at it for years.

Sheôs kind to the girl, and sheôs kind to the chap, and she goes on being kind to him
till the girl gets crow ded out, and then after a bit she gets bored and he gets crow ded
out too. She doesnôt w ant any of them  for keeps, you know. She just w ants half a
dozen of them  trailing round, licking her boots and paying her taxis, and ready to cut
each otherôs throats. She enjoys that part of it a lot.ò

H is tone w as so savage that it rasped Lauraôs nerves. She looked up at him , half
frightened, and saw  the fair-skinned boyish face set in lines that added ten years to
his age.

ñI didnôt think A listair w ould be such a fool,ò he said. A nd then, w ith a jerk that
sent them  both out of step, ñW hat do w e w ant to talk about the w om an for? Sheôll
get herself m urdered som e day. She m akes m e see red!ò

She danced next w ith A listair. Interesting from  the point of view  of w anting to be
right in the m iddle of these people and their em otions, but from  the personal point of
view  perhaps a little arid, because A listair did nothing but talk about Tanisð how



w onderful she w asð ñSheôs just been m aking the m ost m arvellous film òð how
beautiful, how  extraordinarily kind and unselfish.

ñI donôt honestly believe she ever thinks about herself at all. Take m e for
instance. Iôm  just a very distant cousin, and Iôve never know n her particularly w ell
before. Sheôs just been giving up her tim e to m aking m y leave the m ost m arvellous
success. W hy, sheôd have let m e fetch her tonight, only unfortunately H elen had
already told Petra I w as bringing her, so Tanis had to get C arey to com e w ith her
instead. I happen to know  he bores her a bit. H eôs one of the best, you know, but
that doesnôt alw ays cut any ice w ith w om en. A nyhow  thatôs another instance of her
kindnessð sheôs been m ost aw fully good to him . H e crashed, you know, and heôs
been rather a long tim e getting right. Tanisð ò It w as all Tanis.

Laura w as fascinated and interested, but it did just occur to her to w onder how
long the interest w ould last if this w as A listairôs usual form , and w hether he talked
like this to Petra. H e told her all about how  m uch C ousin A gnes adored Tanis
ð ñShe and Lucy brought her up, you know. They both adore herð but w ho
w ouldnôt? A nd then she w ent on the stage....ò Laura gathered that C ousin A gnes
had been rather narrow m inded about this, and that the stage career hadnôt been
quite the glow ing success w hich w as Tanisôs due, entirely ow ing to the m ain
jealousies and cabals w hich her extraordinary beauty and talent had provoked. It
appeared that Tanis had glided into the pleasanter role of the gifted am ateur w ith
professional experience. Then she had been seen by Isidore Levinstein and given,
first a test, and then a m arvellous part in a m arvellous film . She had been w orking
herself to death on it, but now  it w as finished and she w as resting. That w as w hy it
w as so m arvellous of her to give up her tim e to som eone like him . But that w as just
like herð she never thought about herself. She w as so different from  other people
that they sim ply didnôt understand her. They w ere absolutely incapable of
understanding such m arvellous unselfishness....

Laura began to feel as if she w ere listening to a gram ophone record.
It w as after her third dance w ith C arey D esborough that he took her to sit out in

one of the sm all alcoves off the dancing-floor. She saw  him  looking at her w ith an
expression w hich she could not interpretð searching, quizzicalð she didnôt know.
She thought there w as a trace of bitter hum our, and she w ondered w hy.

ñY ouôre a cousin of Tanisôs, arenôt you?ò
The label set off a very faint spark in Lauraôs m ind. H er chin lifted a shade as she

said,
ñY esð Iôm  Laura Fane.ò
H e said, ñYouôre not like her,ò in a m using voice, and a w hole show er of sparks



w ent up.
ñW hy should I be?ò
H e sm iled disarm ingly. It m ade the m ost extraordinary difference to his face.

O ddly enough, it w as w hen he sm iled that she saw  how  sad his eyes w ereð dark,
disenchanted eyes. H e said,

ñI didnôt m ean that. D onôt be angry. W hat I m eant w as that youôre rather like
her to look atð but youôre quite a different sort of person.ò

ñI donôt think Iôm  like her to look at.ò
ñN ot reallyð just the colouring. But thatôs accounted for if youôre cousins. Itôs

unusual, you know . D oes it run right through the fam ily?ò
ñI donôt know ð Iôve never seen any of them . Thatôs w hy I w as so excited about

m eeting Tanis. Iôve never m et any of m y Fane relations except the M axw ells, and
they donôt really count because they take off m iles further up on the fam ily tree,
before the feud.ò

ñA m  I allow ed to ask about the feud? Iôve never m et one at close quarters
before.ò

ñO h, it isnôt a secret. You canôt have that sort of fam ily split w ithout everyone
know ing, and it w as a long tim e agoð before I w as born.ò

ñA  very long tim e ago!ò
Laura looked at him  suspiciously. H e w as perfectly grave. She said in a hurry,
ñM y father ran aw ay w ith m y m other instead of m aking the m arriage the fam ily

had planned for him .ò
ñA nd they cut him  off w ith a shilling.ò
Laura show ed tw o dim ples.
ñThey couldnôt do that. The Priory belonged to him . A nd anyhow  there w erenôt

any shillings except the ones he w ould have had if he had m arried C ousin A gnes.
She had lots from  her m other, w ho w as quite a big heiress. Sheôs been renting the
place ever since. You see, m y father w as in the N avy, and he couldnôt afford to live
there anyhow, and nor could I, so itôs just as w ell that C ousin A gnes w ants to. I
believe she sim ply adores the place. It is funny to think Iôve never seen it.ò

ñW hy donôt you go dow n there?ò
ñSheôs never asked m e.ò
H er voice sounded faintly forlorn, like a child left out of a party. H e w ondered

how  old she w as. H e said,
ñW here do you live then? W hat do you do? Y our father and m otherð ò
She shook her head m ournfully.
ñThey died w hen I w as five. I donôt really rem em ber them ð only like a story that



youôve heard, and you w ish you could rem em ber it.ò
H e thought, ñSheôs aw fully young.ò H e felt w hat you feel tow ards a childð

kindnessð the response to an unconscious appeal. H e said quietly,
ñW ell, som eone looked after you.ò
ñO h, yesð m y m otherôs sisterð very kind, and just a little bit strict. She sits on

com m itteesð w om enôs w elfare, and education, and all that sort of thingð and since
the w ar evacuees.ò

ñA nd w hat do you do?ò
ñIôm  secretary to a convalescent hom e for soldiers, and I drive the billeting

officer roundð sheôs a w om anð and of course A .R.P.ð and odd jobs for A unt
Theresað ò

C arey D esborough laughed.
ñA nd w hat do you do in your spare tim e?ò
ñI donôt think I have any.ò She laughed suddenly too. ñO h, thatôs w hat you

m eant?ò The dim ples appeared again. ñW ell, there are alw ays odd jobsð w eôve
only got one m aid. A nd som etim es I go to the pictures, and I have been know n to
dance, but not on a floor like this.ò

ñThe sim ple life!ò H is eyes sm iled at her.
ñIôm  a country cousin,ò said Laura. H er voice w as sm all and m eek, but the grey-

green eyes had a sparkle as they m et his. Then the black lashes dropped. It w as
quite effective, but she hadnôt m eant to do it. She just couldnôt look at him  any
longer. Som ething behind the sm ile hurt her at her heart. It w as a soft heart and
easily hurt.

To her horrified surprise she felt herself blushing. The colour burned in her
cheeks.

C arey laughed. H e said in a friendly, teasing tone,
ñI havenôt seen a girl blush for years. H ow  do you do it?ò
Som ehow  that seem ed to m ake it all right again. The sparkle returned. She said,
ñI donôtð it does itself. Isnôt it horrid?ò
ñN ot very.ò
ñO h, but it is. It does it for nothing at all, and I never know  w hen itôs going to let

m e dow n. I used to get horribly teased about it at school.ò
They w ent on talking w hilst the next dance cam e and w ent. She found she w as

telling him  all sorts of things about A unt Theresa, and the convalescent hom e, and
their one and only bom b, and it w as all quite easy and natural, and as if she had
know n him  ever since she could rem em ber.

ñA nd how  did you tear yourself aw ay?ò



Laura answ ered him  quite seriously.
ñW ell, I hadnôt had a holiday since the w ar startedð but itôs not a real holiday.

Iôm  tw enty-one, so I had to com e up and see M r. M etcalfe w ho is m y law yer and
trustee. The holiday is just tacked on.ò

ñThen you ought to m ake the m ost of it. H ow  long have you got?ò
ñI think about a w eek. It depends on M r. M etcalfe.ò
ñW hen do you see him ?ò
ñTom orrow , at tw elve.ò
ñThen suppose you lunch w ith m e afterw ards and w e do a show ?ò
Laura blushed again, this tim e w ith pleasure.
ñO h, I should love to!ò
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From  the rem ainder of the evening tw o things stood out. They kept com ing back
into Lauraôs m ind w hilst she w as undressing and later w hen she had put out the light
and lay there on C ousin Sophyôs spare-room  bed, w hich w as so m uch m ore
com fortable than any of the beds at hom e. The darkness m ade a background against
w hich her pictures of the evening cam e and w ent. A ll the pictures w ere lovely except
those tw o at the end, and they w ould keep com ing back. She tried to send them
aw ay, to rem em ber only how  lovely it had been, but the tw o pictures w hich troubled
her just w ouldnôt go. Tanis sm iling at her and saying, ñI havenôt really seen you at all.
W e m ust m eet. C om e and lunch w ith m e tom orrow.ò She could see herself standing
there and colouring like a schoolgirl. ñIôm  afraid I canôt tom orrow.ò W hat did she
w ant to colour for?ð and they w ere all looking at her. Then C arey D esborough said,
ñSheôs lunching w ith m e,ò and that m ade it w orse. But w hyð w hy? It w as such an
ordinary thing. W hy w as there that dreadful feeling of strain, as if she had m ade
som e terrible gaffe? N othing could have been easier than C areyôs voice. N othing
could have been sw eeter than Tanisôs sm ile. She had turned it on both of them , but
especially on C arey. ñA h, but how  nice of you! Itôs her first visit to Londonð isnôt it,
Laurað and w eôve got to give her as good a tim e as w e can. But w hat about m aking
a party of itð A listair, and you, and m e, and Laura?ò H er glance w ent round the
circle. ñRobin and Petra too, if theyôre not doing anything else.ò

Robin and Petrað But it w as A listair and Petra w ho w ere ñnot officially
engaged.ò The picture kept on com ing backð all of them  standing there together in
the lounge saying goodnight, and Tanis just blotting out an unofficial engagem ent w ith
half a dozen effortless w ords and one of those brilliant sm iles. Every tim e she looked
back the sm ile seem ed m ore brilliant, her ow n tongue-tied uncertainty m ore inept.
Yet for the life of her she couldnôt think w hat she should have said. She hadnôt said
anythingð only stood there w ith the colour in her cheeks and a soft distressed look
in her eyes. It w as C arey D esborough w ho spoke. H e laughed quite casually and
said, ñO h, I donôt think soð not tom orrow . W eôre doing a show , and w e donôt w ant
to be late.ò The brilliant sm ile had turned on A listair. H is response w as rapturous.

A nd then the good-nights w ere really said. Looking back, Laura thought that
H elen had hurried them  a little. The party broke up, but it w as A listair w ho took
Laura hom e. Lauraôs second picture w as of Petra putting her hand on Robinôs arm
and saying w ith sm iling lips, ñW ouldnôt you like to take m e hom e?ò They w ere so
close that she couldnôt help know ing that Petraôs fingers w ere not just resting lightly



on the black coat sleeve but gripping the arm  inside it. She m oved so that she w as
standing betw een them  and the others. She didnôt w ant anyone else to see w hat she
had seen. A listair took her hom e. H e never stopped talking about Tanis.

Those w ere the pictures. They didnôt spoil the evening, because it w as too lovely
to be spoiled, but they did spoil her rem em brance of it. W hen she w anted to think
about all the friendliness and kindness, she w ould hear Tanis thanking C arey
D esborough for being kind to a little country cousin. Because thatôs w hat it
am ounted to. Lauraôs cheeks flam ed again, all alone in the dark. H e w as kind. She
had felt the kindness w hen he w as talking to her. But to hear him  thanked for it
publicly by Tanisð w ell, it got w orse every tim e she thought about it. A nd then all of
a sudden she began to laugh at herself, because w asnôt she being just the kind of silly
fool that Tanis w as hoping sheôd be? A nd if she just didnôt take any notice, w ell,
Tanis w ouldnôt have scored after all. She had w anted to get Laura all hot and
bothered, to show  her up as a gauche, inexperienced young person from  the
country, to m ake C arey D esborough see her like that. W ell, he hadnôt taken any
notice, and if Laura didnôt take any notice either, the w hole thing w ould have fallen
rather flat. Petra w as differentð Tanis had scored there. But that w as because for
the tim e being A listair w as practically off his head, and there just w asnôt anything to
be done about it. She felt dreadfully sorry about Petra. Poor Petra. She began to
w onder w hat it w ould be like to love som eone very m uch, and to see him  turn aw ay
from  you and go m ad about Tanis Lyle.

The pictures began to be blurred. H er thoughts blurred too. She slipped through
the blur into a dream . The dream  w as not blurred at all. It w as as sharp, and clear,
and vivid as the im age seen on the screen of a cam erað sharper, clearer, and m ore
vivid than reality. She w as in a place she had never seen before, but she knew  that it
w as a ruined aisle of the old Priory church. There w as green grass underneath and a
bright blue sky above. There w ere fallen blocks of m asonry am ongst the grass, and a
lovely springing arch against the sky. She w as standing at the bottom  of a flight of
narrow, curving steps w hich w ent up to a door in w hat looked like a solid w all. The
sun w as shining, and a great level shaft ran slanting dow n to Lauraôs feet. She w as
dressed in the black dress she had w orn at the Luxe, and she w as w earing her jade
peach and her C hinese shaw l. She could see all the colours in it, as bright and clear
as the colours in a stained-glass w indow. A turquoise butterfly and a grasshopper
just the colour of her jade, sprays of blackberries em broidered in peach and
prim rose, w ine-colour and all the lovely C hinese blues. The sun shone, and a bird
w as singing. A nd then all of a sudden like a thunderclap it w as darkð everything
gone, colour, and sight, and sound. It w as dreadfully cold. A hand cam e out of the



dark and plucked her shaw l aw ay. H er feet w ere bare on the stone. She w ent
groping up to the door in the w all, and it w as locked against her. She beat on it and
tried to cry out, but her voice w as choked in her throat. She w oke up, beating
against the headboard of the spare-room  bed. It took her a m inute or tw o to realize
w here she w as. Even after she had sw itched on the light she felt as if part of her had
been left behind in that dark ruined place. W hat a horrid dream .

She sat on the edge of the bed and looked w ith dism ay at the tw isted,
dishevelled bedclothes. W hen she w aked she had been kneeling up in bed beating
on the w alnut headboard. The eider-dow n w as on the floor, the blanket slipping. N o
w onder she had been cold in that horrid dream .

She m ade the bed, drank som e w aterð nasty stuff, London w aterð and then lay
dow n again. She w ent to sleep alm ost at once, and slept w ithout dream s until the
m orning.
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M r. M etcalfe w as a pleasant elderly gentlem an w ith the kind of fatherly m anner
w hich hints at authority as w ell as kindness. By the tim e Laura had shaken hands
w ith him  and em erged from  the polite prelim inaries she w as feeling m uch less grow n-
up than she had a right to feel considering she w as tw enty-one and her ow n m istress.

ñW ell now, M iss Laura, I have quite a lot of business for you, and a very
im portant proposal.ò

ñProposal?ò She could have killed herself for it, but she changed colour.
But M r. M etcalfe sm iled indulgently.
ñO h, itôs not a proposal of m arriage. I hope youôll not be in too m uch of a hurry

about thatð it doesnôt alw ays answ er. There are other kinds of proposals, you
know , and this is really a very im portant one.ò

ñW hat is it?ò
ñW ell, it deserves your very serious consideration. It is a proposal from  M iss

A gnes Faneð ò H e paused, scanning Lauraôs face. ñBefore I tell you about it, w ould
you m ind telling m e just how  m uch you know  about the breach w hich arose out of
your fatherôs m arriage?ò

Laura m et his look frankly.
ñI know  that m y father w as engaged to C ousin A gnes, and that he ran aw ay w ith

m y m other. That w as w hat the quarrel w as about, w asnôt it?ò
ñYesð but there w as a little m ore to it than that. I donôt know  if youôre quite

clear about your relations.ò

ñN ot very. Y ou see, Iôve never m et any of them  except Tanis Lyle.ò



ñO h, you know  M iss Lyle?ò
ñI m et her last night. I donôt know  any of the others.ò
H e took up a slip of paper and handed it to her.
ñW ell then, perhaps this w ill help you to get them  straight.ò
Laura looked at the paper w ith interest. It displayed a neatly typed fam ily tree.
M r. M etcalfe began to expound.
ñIt begins w ith your great-grandfather Thom as Fane and your great-grandm other

M ary Ferrers. If you look at that paper you w ill see that they had four children,
W alter, W illiam , Barbara, and Ruth. W alter w as your grandfatherð W illiam  M iss
A gnes Faneôs father. Barbara m arried a m an called A dam s. H er daughter, M iss
Lucy A dam s, lives at the Priory w ith M iss Fane. Ruth m arried G eoffrey Lyle. She
w as a good deal younger than the others, so her daughter, M iss Tanis Lyle, though a
first cousin of your father and M iss A gnes and M iss Lucy, is really m uch nearer to
you in age. H er parents died w hen she w as a child, and she has been practically
adopted by M iss A gnes Fane. She and M iss Lucy have brought her up and are quite
devoted to her. N ow , have you got all that quite clear?ò

ñY es, quite.ò
Laura w as thinking that every tim e she m et som eone fresh the conversation

alw ays seem ed to com e round to Tanis and how  devoted som eone w as to her. She
did not, naturally, allow  this thought to appear, but sat looking at M r. M etcalfe and
w aiting for him  to com e to the point, because there w as certainly going to be a point.
The fam ily tree and all this talk about the relations w as just a sort of prelim inary
skirm ish. M r. M etcalfe w as leading up to som ething. H e had a proposal to lay
before her, and she felt very curious to know  w hat it w as. H e leaned forw ard now
w ith his elbow  on the table.

ñW hen your fatherôs engagem ent to his cousin w as broken off a very difficult
position arose. H e had not a sufficient incom e to m ake it possible for him  to live at
the Priory even if he could have brought him self to turn his cousin out. She w as not a
young girl. She m ust have been about thirty-fiveð she w as actually a few  years older
than your fatherð and the Priory had alw ays been her hom e. H er father rented it
from  your grandfatherð no lease, just a fam ily arrangem entð and w hen he died she
and her m other continued there. There had been talk of a m arriage betw een her and
your father on and off for years, but nothing settled. But w hen M rs. W illiam  Fane
died and your father cam e hom e from  the A ustralian station, the engagem ent w as
form ally given out. M rs. W illiam  had been a considerable heiress, and the w hole of
her fortune passed to M iss A gnes. It seem ed to be a m ost suitable arrangem ent, and
not only because of the m oneyð M iss Fane w as a very handsom e and accom plished



w om an. W ell, you know  w hat happened. Your m other w as a distant cousin. She
cam e to the Priory on a visit, and your father fell head over ears in love w ith her.
N aturally he w ished to m ake such am ends to his cousin as he could. M iss Fane had
a very serious riding accident, and for som e m onths there w as no certainty that she
w ould live. It w as nearly a year before she w as able to attend to business. She then
asked for a lease of the Priory. Your father instructed us to give her a tw enty-one
year lease from  a date three m onths ahead. N ow  perhaps you see w hat I am  com ing
to. You w ere born about a m onth after he gave us those instructions. The tw enty-
one year lease runs out in about tw o m onths from  now .ò

Laura said ñO h!ò W hat cam e next? A nother leaseð or som ething else? She said
aloud,

ñW hat does she w antð C ousin A gnes? Thereôs som ething she w ants m e to do,
isnôt there?ò

ñW ell, yes, there is.ò M r. M etcalfe took up a pencil and began to roll it to and
fro betw een his fingers. A bright green pencilð the light caught it and the gold of his
signet-ring.

ñD oes she w ant another lease?ò
M r. M etcalfe frow ned thoughtfully at the pencil. Then he transferred the frow n to

Laura.
ñW ell, noð she does not suggest a lease. In point of fact, she is anxious to buy.ò
Som ething pricked Laura sharply. She sat up and said, ñO h, no!ò in a tone of

dism ay.
M r. M etcalfe laid dow n the pencil and stopped frow ning. H is m anner becam e

extrem ely parental.
ñN ow  M iss Laura, this is a proposal w hich you w ould do w ell to consider. It

really is w orth consideration. M iss Fane has been paying you a very good rent all
these years. She has also spent a great deal of m oney on the house and grounds.
M ost of the land, as you probably know, w as sold by your grandfather. W hat
rem ained, w hich does not am ount to m uch m ore than a fairly extensive garden, w as
in a state of utter neglect. M iss Fane has transform ed it. She has installed central
heating and electric light in the house. She has never com e dow n on your trustees for
a single penny for repairs. She has m ade the property her first and very nearly her
only interest. She is an invalidð since her accident she has never w alkedð and you
can im agine w hat an interest like this has m eant to her.ò

ñBut if she canôt w alkð ò
ñShe has one of those self-propelling chairs. She spends a great deal of tim e in

the garden.ò



Laura said, ñI seeð ò She w as bew ildered and taken aback. She had the feeling
that she w as being unfairly pressed. She turned a clear gaze on M r. M etcalfeôs face.

ñY ou m ustnôt talk as if I w ould turn her out. I w ould never do that.ò
ñThen you are prepared to consider the proposal?ò
ñN oð I donôt think so. I donôt w antð to sellð ò
ñH er offer is a very generous one. You have to consider that the rent she pays

you am ounts to three-quarters of your total incom e. She is not young, and she is an
invalid. If she w ere to die, you w ould lose three hundred a year. You m ight let again,
or you m ight notð that w ould depend largely on post-w ar conditions. You certainly
could not hope for another tenant like M iss Fane.ò

Laura gave her head a little im patient shake. The m oney didnôt com e into itð
there w ere other things. She said quickly,

ñW hy does she w ant to buy the Prioryð after all these years?ò
M r. M etcalfe had a sm iling answ er to that.
ñM y dear M iss Laura, she has alw ays w anted to buy it, but your father w ouldnôt

sell. H e said he w ould never live there him self, but his son m ight be able to som e day
ð anyhow  he w ould leave the decision to him . That w as shortly before you w ere
born, and he had quite m ade up his m ind that you w ere to be a boy. A s long as he
lived M iss Fane m ade him  a periodical offer. A fter his death she w as obliged to w ait
for your com ing of age. She now  repeats her offerð tw elve thousand pounds for
everything as it stands.ò

Laura put out a protesting hand.
ñItôs not the m oney, M r. M etcalfe. I w ant to know  w hy. Sheôs an invalid and she

isnôt young, and I w ould never turn her out. It isnôt as if she had children to leave it
to. W hy does she w ant to buy the Priory?ò

ñO h, she w ants to leave it to M iss Tanis Lyle,ò said M r. M etcalfe.
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Laura cam e out on to the street and found C arey D esborough w aiting for her.
H e had been w alking up and dow n, and just as she em erged from  the dark entrance
he turned and cam e tow ards her. H e had those few  m om ents to adjust his
recollections of Laura last night to Laura this m orning. She w as w earing a black coat
over a bright green dress, and a black cap w ith a little shiny clasp at the side that
looked like silver. H e had not rem em bered that her colour w as so bright except
w hen she had blushed, and he w ondered w hether she w as blushing now. H e thought
not. H e thought that som ething had m ade her angry, and w hen he saw  how  brilliant
her eyes w ere he w as sure of it. H e felt an irresponsible desire to tease her, to heap
fuel on the fire, and see w hat happened, but she took the w ind out of his sails by
saying,

ñIôm  in a m ost dreadful tem per. Iôm  not fit to go out to lunch w ith anyone. I shall
be perfectly horrid.ò

The lines round his eyes crinkled up as if he w as going to sm ile.
ñW ell, Iôm  w arned. H ave you got a very bad tem per?ò
ñIt boils over. Itôs boiling now . But it doesnôt generally last.ò
ñW ell, suppose w e w alk a bit and give it a chance.ò
Laura nodded.
ñIt w ould be a good plan. I really am  boiling. M r. M etcalfe had a cooking fire

besides all the rest of it, and thereôs a nice cold w ind.ò
ñD id you say an ice-cold w ind?ò
Laura eyed him  severely.
ñYou know  I didnôt. I said it w as nice and cold. Perhaps it w ill cool m e dow n. If

I had to go into a hot restaurant like this I should probably burst into flam es.ò
C arey allow ed him self to laugh. H e had been w anting to for som e tim e.
ñW hat happens if I ask you w hy? D oes that have the sam e effect?ò
ñI donôt know. It m ight.ò She put up a hand to her cheek and could feel it

burning right through the glove. She looked at him  w ith a hint of distress. ñI am  being
perfectly horrid. Iôd better go hom e.ò

H e slipped a hand inside her arm .
ñW hatôs the m atter? D id he upset you?ò
A ll at once Laura could laugh. She said,
ñO h, not like that. It w as just a stupid business thing.ò
ñW ant to talk about it?ò



H e got another lookð a very frank one this tim e.
ñI w ant to, but I donôt know  w hether Iôd better. You see, I donôt know  how

w ell you know  Tanis.ò
H is face changed and hardened. H e said deliberately,
ñI know  her very w ell indeed.ò
Laura said an outrageous thing. She blushed for it afterw ards. She even blushed

for it at the tim e, but she said it.
ñA re you in love w ith her? A re you going to m arry her?ò
The odd thing w as that it didnôt seem  outrageous until she had said it. It w as

som ehow  vitally necessary that she should know  these things, and how  w as she
going to know  them  if she didnôt ask him ? She kept her eyes on his face and
w ondered w hether he w ould be angry. A nd didnôt care, because she had to know .

C arey said, ñY ou can put it in the past tense, m y dear.ò
ñY ou m ean you w ere in love w ith her?ò
ñI thought I w asð I thought I w as going to m arry her. But one doesnôt get

beyond the thinking stage w ith Tanis.ò
Laura said another outrageous thing. It just seem ed as if all the rules about w hat

you said and didnôt say to a stranger had been blow n aw ayð perhaps on that fierce
gust of anger. This tim e she said,

ñW ill she m arry A listair?ò
C arey seem ed to have scrapped all his rules too. A strangerð there w as nothing

strange betw een them . They w ere answ ering each otherôs thoughts. H e said,
ñShe w onôt m arry anyoneð not yetð not for a long tim eð not as long as she can

get w hat she w ants w ithout paying for it.ò
Lauraôs voice cam e back in a w hisper.
ñW hat does she w ant?ò
She never took her eyes off him . H is face w as expressionless and controlled.
ñO h, to see us all m ake fools of ourselvesð to be the candle and w atch the

m oths com e up and burn their w ings. She hasnôt got any use for them  after that.
Sheôs a bright candle, isnôt she?ò

Laura didnôt answ er him ð she hadnôt any voice. She didnôt know  w hat w as
happening to her, but it hurtð it hurt horribly. N ot for herself, but for C arey. The hurt
cam e into her eyes and m ade a shadow  there like the shadow  of a cloud on w ater.

H e said quickly, ñD onôt look like that. It doesnôt m atter any m ore. D o you hear
ð there isnôt any Tanis. A s far as Iôm  concerned the candleôs out.ò

Laura took a soft breath. She said on that breath,
ñShe hurt youð dreadfullyð ò A nd C arey said,



ñItôs gone. It doesnôt m atter any m ore. It never really m attered at all, because
she doesnôt m atter.ò A nd then he laughed suddenly and said, ñLook w here w eôve
got to!ò

They w ere in a narrow  street w ith a m ew s opening on to it on one side, and a
high building on the other, full of blind bricked-up w indow s.

It w as no use Laura looking, because she had no idea w here they w ere, or how
they had got there. She hadnôt even realized that they had stopped w alking. She
discovered now  that they w ere standing on a narrow, dirty pavem ent just opposite
the entrance to the m ew s. A n errand-boy w ent by on a bicycle quickly, but
otherw ise the place seem ed quite deserted. She said in a bew ildered tone,

ñW here are w e?ò
ñI havenôt the slightest idea.ò
W hen they had em erged into a recognizable road and found a taxi Laura began

to w ake up. It felt just like thatð as if she had been asleep and had one of those
dream s w hich donôt m ake sense, but w hich leave you still charm ed w hen you w ake
up and have odd snatches of rem em brance com ing through the w aking up, like the
half rem em bered snatches of a tune. She sat back in her corner and w ondered at
herself, and w ondered w hy she w asnôt asham ed of the things she had said. It had all
started w ith her being angry, but being angry didnôt account for it.

She saw  C arey w atching her, and before she knew  she w as going to speak she
said,

ñW hy did w e say those things? I donôt....ò
ñN or do I.ò
ñThen w hy did w e?ò
ñD onôt you know ?ò
She shook her head.
ñIt frightens m e. I canôt stop. Iôm  doing it now .ò
H is eyes w ere sm iling into hers.
ñW hat are you doing?ò
ñSaying things.ò
ñInstead of just thinking them ?ò
She nodded. H er eyes really had a frightened look.
ñIôve never done it before.ò
ñI havenôt eitherð not like this. I shouldnôt be surprised if it m eant that w e w ere

falling in love.ò
She changed colour, but the change w as to w hite, not red. She looked for a

m om ent as if she had been shocked right out of her senses. There w as a rushing



sound in her ears like w ater, like great w aves. A nd then C arey saying her nam e
urgently.

ñLaurað w hatôs the m atter?ò
ñIð donôtð know ð ò
Then he saw  the colour com e back and her lips begin to trem ble.
ñLaurað are you all right?ò
She said, ñY es.ò
H e w as holding both her hands.
ñW ould you m ind if I fell in love w ith you? Because Iôm  going to.ò
She m ade a very great effort. She shut her eyes for a m om ent and thought hard

about how  she had been brought up, and w hat A unt Theresa w ould say. It w as all
quite m ad. She opened her eyes again and pulled her hands aw ay. Then she said in a
voice that w as not as firm  as she had hoped it w as going to be,

ñPlease donôt talk like that.ò
ñW hy?ò
ñBecause itôs quite m ad.ò
She heard him  laugh.
ñD idnôt you like it?ò
Laura didnôt say anything. She knew  just w hat she ought to say, but the w ords

w ouldnôt com e.
H e w ent on.
ñIôve shocked you, offended you. Is that it?ò
There w ere still no w ords.
ñBecause if I have, you m ight be honest enough to tell m e. Youôre an honest

person, arenôt you? W ell then, youôve only got to look m e in the eye and say you
donôt w ant m e to fall in love w ith you.ò

Lauraôs tongue w as suddenly loosened.
ñW hat w ould you do if I did?ò
H e said, ñFall a little deeper.ò
A nd at that inopportune m om ent the taxi drew  up.
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Perhaps the m om ent w as not so inopportune. Everything had gone at racing
speedð a race w ithout rules, w ithout bounds. Laura at least w as thankful for the
halt. She w ent into the cloakroom  and did the best she could w ith her face, but a
pow der-puff has its lim its. She could, and did, tone dow n the carnation in her
cheeks, but there w as nothing to be done w ith the shining look w hich m et her in the
m irror, or w ith the new  soft line of her lips. She considered w hat the pow der-puff
had effected, and decided that it w as a pity. The colour had been very becom ing.
She found she w as sm iling, and before she could change her m ind again she pulled a
handkerchief out of her bag and w as w iping the pow der off. Then she w ent out and
found C arey in the hall.

H e took her dow n a flight of steps into a sm all irregularly shaped room  w hich
seem ed to be quite full of people, but w hen they had threaded their w ay am ong the
tables, there w as the one he had reserved, set right into the corner. They sat facing
one another across it.

Laura discovered that she w as hungryð frightfully hungry. A nd the food w as
extraordinarily goodð hors dôî uvres, and a fishy thing, and a sw eet w ith layers of
cocoanut and chocolate frozen hard, and a hot chocolate sauce.

C arey m ade a charm ing host. H e looked at her as if he loved her, but he talked
of all the things w hich Laura liked talking aboutð safe, interesting things w hich had
nothing to do w ith the race w hich had taken them  so far and at such a break-neck
speed.

It w as over the coffee that she told him  w hy she had been angry.
ñM y cousin A gnes Fane w ants to buy the Priory and leave it to Tanis. I donôt

know  w hy that m ade m e so angry, but it did. O ne m inute I w as sitting there just
polite and interested, and he w as telling m e all about the feud and the relations, and
the next m inute I felt as if I w as going up in a puff of flam e exactly like a firew ork. It
w as a horrid feeling.ò

ñIt m ust have been.ò H is voice w as sym pathetic, but his eyes laughed.
ñIôve got a tem perð I told you I hadð but Iôve never been soð so unreasonably

angry. Itôs rather frightening, because I did feel as if I could have done anythingð ò
She paused, and then repeated the last w ord. ñAnything.ò

H e saw  that she had turned quite w hite, and that she really did look frightened.
H e said in a steadying voice,

ñW hat did you do?ò



H er colour cam e back again w ith a rush.
ñI just said that I w ouldnôt think of selling, and w hen he tried to persuade m e I

listened for a bit, and then I got so boiling that I couldnôt any m ore, so I cam e
aw ay.ò

C arey said thoughtfully,
ñSo he tried to persuade youð ò
Laura nodded.
ñH eôs C ousin A gnesôs law yer too. H e know s her aw fully w ell. A unt Theresa

says he w anted to m arry her. A nyhow  theyôre very old friends, so of course he
w ould be on her side.ò

ñH e oughtnôt to have a side.ò
Laura laughed.
ñW hy, he couldnôt help it. H eôs know n her for sim ply ages. H eôs fond of herð

you can see he is. Iôm  horrid, but Iôm  not so horrid that I w ould expect him  not to be
fond of her, and not to try and get her w hat she w ants. Itôs all quite reasonable, you
know. I can see that now  Iôve stopped boiling. Tanis has been like her daughterð
itôs quite natural she should w ant her to have the Priory. A nd as M r. M etcalfe says, I
couldnôt live there m yself, because Iôve only got a hundred a year besides the rent
C ousin A gnes pays m e, and if she died nobody m ight w ant it, or if they did they
m ightnôt give m e as m uch. Itôs all quite reasonable.ò

ñBut youôre not going to sell?ò
ñI donôt feel reasonable about it at all,ò said Laura.
H e poured her out another cup of coffee. Then he said in a tentative voice,
ñY ouôre fond of the place?ò
She shook her head.
ñIôve never seen it. There are photographs w hich belonged to m y fatherð I used

to get a sort of thrill from  looking at them  and thinking, óIt doesnôt m atter w ho lives
there. Itôs m ine reallyð it belongs to m e.ô A nd I used to plan w hat I w ould do w ith
the room s. M ost of the furniture belongs to C ousin A gnes, but there are som e old
bits that have been there ever since the house w as built. I used to plan curtains and
chintzes, but of course it w as just a gam e. A unt Theresa alw ays told m e I couldnôt
possibly live there unless I m arried som eone w ith enough m oney to keep it up, and
she alw ays finished up by saying I w asnôt in the least likely to do that.ò

H e looked up, began to laugh, and then w as suddenly grave again.
ñIs she m aking you a good offer?ò
ñTw elve thousand pounds. M r. M etcalfe said it w as very generous.ò
ñItôs a fancy price. You know, you ought to go dow n and see the place. C anôt



you do that?ò
ñI couldnôt unless C ousin A gnes asked m e.ò She hesitated, and then cam e out

w ith, ñI think sheôs going to.ò
ñY ouôll go?ò
ñI donôt w ant to.ò
ñD onôt be silly! O f course you m ust go! For one thing, it w ill sm ash this feud

business, and for another, donôt you see, you m ay sim ply loathe the place, and then
itôs too easy.ò

ñSuppose I donôt loathe itð suppose I fall passionately in love w ith it?ò
ñThatôs quite easy tooð you dig in your toes and w ait for a handsom e husband

and three thousand a year.ò
ñIf he had three thousand a year heôd probably be hideous.ò
ñThen youôd have to go on w aiting.ò
She looked at him  w ith the frank, confiding look he liked so m uch.
ñD o you know  the Priory? Shall I like it? H ave you been there?ò
ñO h, yes, I know  it quite w ell.ò
ñShall I like it?ò
ñI donôt know , m y dear. A nyhow  you ought to go dow n if M iss Fane asks you.ò
Laura nodded reluctantly.
ñI suppose I ought.ò She brightened. ñPerhaps she w onôt ask m e.ò
The afternoon w ent by. They saw  a play, but in each of them  the current of

thought and feeling ran too strong to leave any but the m ost surface attention free.
Each w as too conscious of the other to know  w hat w as passing on the stage. There
w as light, and colour, and m usic. The players cam e and w ent and said their lines.
The curtain rose and fell. A nd all the tim e the unseen current ran like a race.

They cam e out into the dark and found a taxi. Blackness shut them  in. C arey
said suddenly,

ñThey donôt know  w hether I shall be able to fly again.ò
Som ething in his voice brought Laura out of her dream s. She said in the quick,

soft w ay she had,
ñO hð w hy?ò
ñThat crashð itôs done som ething to m y sight. I canôt judge distances any m ore.ò
ñY ouôll get all rightð Iôm  sure you w ill.ò
ñI m ay. Itôs one of those things they donôt know  about. Itôs hell.ò
She put out her hand and found his.
ñY ouôll get all rightð I know  you w ill.ò
They sat like that w ith the dark going by them . N either of them  spoke. W hen the



taxi stopped and they w ere standing under C ousin Sophyôs porch, he broke the
silence to say,

ñN o one know s except you.ò
Laura didnôt say anything. She put out her hand again in a groping gesture. It

brushed his arm , and suddenly he w as holding it to his face, kissing it.
ñLaura! Laura!ò
She reached out and held him .
ñD onôt m ind like that! O h, C arey, please!ò
ñIôm  a foolð Iôve no rightð ò
She shook him  a little, or tried to.
ñYouôre not to talk like that! I w onôt have it! Youôve got to be sensible and give

yourself a chance. W hy, it isnôt any tim e yet. Youôve been w orriedð strung-up. You
havenôt given yourself a chance.ò But in her heart she w as saying, ñTanis hasnôt
given him  a chance.ò

She cam e very near to hating Tanis then. It w as like com ing near to the open
m outh of a furnace. The heat rushed out. It took her breath and blinded her. She
shrank in the w ind of it, and w as afraid.

C arey felt her trem ble. She put up her face to his, and w hen he touched it it w as
w et. She said through tears,

ñPlease, C arey, please! Itôs going to be all right.ò
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C ousin Sophy w as on her sofa in the draw ing-room  in a panoply of shaw ls.
There w as one from  G allow ay in shades of blue and green. It w as really m ore of a
rug than a shaw l, and w as dedicated to covering her to the w aist. ñI took such a
fancy to it w hen I w as travelling w ith m y dear father, and it has w orn rem arkably
w ellð such pure w ool, and of course only vegetable dyes. It alw ays rem inds m e of
the colour of the sea and the hillsð such a w ild coastð just the sam e blue and
green.ò There w as another shaw l at the slender w aist, a w isp of violet and grey, and
a grey silk shaw l w ith a knotted fringe for the frail shoulders. There w as also a
supplem entary one of heavy pale blue w ool, crocheted by M iss Sophy herself, and
one rather sm aller in w hite w ool to put over the head w hen a w indow  w as opened to
air the room .

From  all this shaw lery M iss Ferrers extended a pair of eager, fluttering hands.
ñO h, m y dear Laurað I am  so glad! H ave you enjoyed yourself?ò
Laura said, ñYes, very m uch.ò She had the feeling that she stood in a cloud of

joyð a glow ing cloud, bright w ith the sun.
ñI am  so glad you have com e in, and so glad you have enjoyed yourself too. But

oh, m y dear, A gnes Fane has been telephoning. She w ants you to go dow n thereð
tom orrow, I think. She says Tanis Lyle is taking dow n a party of young people, and
she thought it w ould be a pleasant w ay of m aking your acquaintance.ò

The brightness failed suddenly. Laura didnôt know  w hy. She felt cold w ithout it.
The little fluttering hands w ere reaching out to her. She w ent forw ard to the sofa and
sat dow n on the edge of it. C ousin Sophy w ent on talking in an excited thread of a
voice.

ñI think you ought to go, m y dear. She w as very nice about it. Rather grand in
her m anner, but then A gnes alw ays w as rather grand. I knew  her very w ell w hen she
w as a girl, before the quarrel. I am  older than she is of courseð let m e seeð tenð
no, tw elve years older. But the Ferrers and the Fanes saw  a lot of each other at that
tim e. M y grandfather John Ferrers and M ary Ferrers w ho m arried Thom as Fane
and w as A gnesôs grandm other, and of course your fatherôs too, w ere brother and
sister, so A gnes and I are second cousins. A nd she w as very polite, asking about m y
health and saying she w as afraid I m ust feel the cold w eather and the bom bs, w hich
everybody doesnôt trouble about w hen itôs a long-distance call. M y dear father
alw ays said that w hen everybody had a telephone nobody w ould have any m anners,
because there w ouldnôt be tim e for them . A nd of course he w as perfectly right,



because by the tim e it has clicked on and clicked off, and youôre not sure how  m any
m inutes youôve had, and youôre not sure if youôve said w hat you w ere going to say,
even the politest person is apt to find that they are being a little abrupt.ò

Laura sm iled. She loved C ousin Sophy, and it w as restful not to have to talk.
You didnôt have to w ith C ousin Sophy. She loved an audience, and sooner or later
she got everything said.

ñI havenôt seen A gnes for tw enty-tw o years, but her voice hasnôt changed. She
m ust be fifty-sevenð or is it fifty-eightð Iôm  really not quite sureð but her voice
hasnôt changed. She had a contralto singing voice too, very deep and striking, but
m y dear father considered that she had too dram atic a style for an am ateur. H e had
no objection to singing as a draw ing-room  accom plishm entð it w as still fashionable
w hen I w as a girlð but there w as som ething about the w ay in w hich A gnes sang
Infelice and Tostiôs G oodbye w hich he considered inappropriate to the fam ily circle
or a concert at the village hall. I rem em ber she used to look very handsom e and
proud w hen she w as singing, and she alw ays looked at your father, w hich w as just a
little em barrassing, becauseð w ell, you w onôt know  either of those songs, m y dear,
theyôve really gone quite out of fashion. But they w ereð w ell, I donôt quite like to
say so, but there really isnôt any other w ord for itð quite passionate.ò

Laura had a sudden picture of A gnes Fane singing passionately to the Vicar, the
village, and O liver Fane. It cam e across the years, sharp and bright, and painful w ith
an old pain w hich had never been forgotten.

C ousin Sophy flow ed on.
ñM y brother Jack used to say, óIf A gnes rides such a high horse sheôll be getting

a fall one of these days.ô H e w as inclined to be in love w ith her, and it w ould not
have done at all, because they both had terrible tem pers. They w ere alw ays
quarrelling and m aking it up. A nd then one day they quarrelled and they didnôt m ake
it up. A nd Jack w as killed in the last w ar, so if she had m arried him  A gnes w ould
have been a w idow  all this tim e. But of course she never really thought of anyone
except your father.ò

It w as just on seven oôclock w hen the new  young parlourm aid opened the door
and began to say, ñW ill you see M iss Lyleð ò She had been specially told to say
m aôam  by Beecher, M iss Sophyôs m aid w ho had been w ith her for thirty years, but
she never got it out, because Tanis Lyle w alked right past her into the room .

ñYou w ill, w onôt you, C ousin Sophy?ò she said in a clear, ringing voice, and
before there w as tim e for anyone else to speak, there she w as, touching M iss
Sophyôs hand and slipping out of a fur coat.

Laura found herself taking the coat like a lady-in-w aiting. Lovely furð so light



and soft. She put it dow n over a chair and turned to see Tanis, bareheaded in a
short, slinky black dress. Im m ediately she felt that her ow n dress w as too bright a
green, too thick, and m uch, m uch too countryfied. She had a perfectly clear
conviction that no m atter w hat she w ore, Tanis w ould alw ays m ake her feel like that,
and that if she lay dow n under it now  she w ould never get up again. ñA fter all, I do
live in the country,ò she told herself, and felt better.

C ousin Sophy w as speaking.
ñW ell, m y dear, w e dine at half past seven, because I have to go to bed early.

M ary m ay not like to ring the dressing-bell. I am  afraid it sounds very inhospitable,
but Beecher w ill be w aiting to dress m e, and it does not do for m e to be hurried. It
upsets her dreadfully.ò

Tanis stood there, sm iling dow n at her. She looked younger, less sophisticated.
The sm ile w as a charm ing one.

ñBut, C ousin Sophy, of course I w ouldnôt dream  of keeping you. Perhaps I
could go up and talk to Laura w hile she dresses. I am  full of m essages from  A unt
A gnes, and this seem s to be the only tim e. I had to go to the Theobaldsô cocktail
party, and Iôm  dining out.ò

W hen Beecher had been rung for and Laura and Tanis w ere on the stairs
together, Tanis laughed softly and said,

ñD oes she really dress for dinner?ò
Laura nodded.
ñO h, yes. She puts on w hat she calls a tea-gow n, and a w hite C hina crepe shaw l

instead of the grey one, and Beecher does her hair w ith little curls at the side. Itôs the
curls that take the tim e. Theyôre sw eet.ò

They cam e into the bedroom . If Laura had ever disliked anything in her life, it
w as the prospect of having to dress w ith Tanis w atching her. But she w asnôt giving in
to it. Tanis w as an underm iner, but people canôt underm ine you if you donôt let
yourself be underm ined.

Tanis sat dow n on the bed, pulling the pillow s round to m ake herself a back.
ñW ell, A unt A gnes said sheôs been ringing C ousin Sophy up, so I expect you

know  she w ants you to go dow n and stay at the Priory.ò
Laura w as hanging up her coat. W ithout turning round she said,
ñY es.ò
ñSheôs been trying to get m e all the afternoon, but of course I w as out. I had to

ring her up as soon as I got in. Sheôs set her heart on your com ing.ò
Laura unhung the dress she w as going to w earð her old black velvet. She knew

exactly w hat it w as going to look like to Tanis, and she told herself she didnôt care.



She hung it over the rail of the bed and took off her hat.
Tanis w as looking at her w ith an effect of eager charm .
ñI do hope youôre going to com e.ò
ñItôs very kind of C ousin A gnes.ò
ñO h, no, it isnôt. Itôs w hat she ought to have done years and years and years

ago. W hatôs the good of quarrelling? A nd then to keep it up all this tim eð as if
anything in the w orld w as w orth a fuss like that! Too archaic! O f course Iôm  very
fond of the auntsð by the w ay, theyôre only cousins really, but Iôve alw ays called
them  A unt. They like it, G od know s w hy. Itôs about the m ost hideous w ord in the
English language, but it pleases them , and Iôm  all for pleasing people w hen I can.ò

She produced a platinum  cigarette-case w ith a diam ond initial, offered it to
Laura, w ho said, ñN ot w hilst Iôm  dressing,ò and then lighted a cigarette herself. A
little curl of sm oke w ent up betw een them .

Laura w ent over to the w ash-stand.
ñO ne gets filthy in London. D onôt you w ant to have a bath?ò
Laura w ould have liked to say, ñYes, I do,ò but to strip, to be naked and

defenceless before an enem yð that touched som ething very old, very prim itive. She
said,

ñThere w onôt be tim e if you w ant to talk. I canôt keep C ousin Sophy w aiting. I
can have one w hen I com e to bed.ò

The w ater splashed in the old-fashioned flow ered basin. Tanis w aited until she
cam e back to the dressing-table. Sitting there, Laura could see the reflection of the
bed, her ow n black dress throw n dow n across the foot, and Tanis against the fat
w hite pillow s at the head. The sm oke w ent up betw een them . The cigarette
described a sudden graceful m ovem ent.

ñW ell, Laura, I hope youôre com ing.ò
Laura said, ñW hy does she w ant m e to com e?ò
ñI suppose because she thinks this idiotic quarrel has gone on long enough.ò
Laura felt that she had been ungracious. She said, still looking into the m irror,
ñItôs very nice of herð I do feel that. It isnôt easy to put a stop to som ething that

has been going on for a long tim e. I do think itôs very nice of her.ò
ñThen w hatôs the m atter w ith com ing?ò
Laura sw ung round on the low  chintz-covered stool, com b in hand, black hair

ruffled.
ñY ou know  she w ants to buy the Priory?ò
Tanisôs lids cam e dow n and veiled her eyes. She said,
ñW ell?ò



ñI donôt w ant to sell,ò said Laura bluntly.
The lids rose. The eyes looked out, very m uch alive, very green.
ñW ell?ò
A  note of distress cam e into Lauraôs voice.
ñO f course I w ouldnôt ever turn her outð I couldnôt do that. But I donôt w ant to

sell unless I sim ply have to. I m ay have toð I donôt know ð in w hich case it w ould
be better for it to go to C ousin A gnes. But I havenôt m ade up m y m ind. I w ant to
think it over.ò

The green eyes w ent on looking at her. A  faint sm ile cam e, and slipped aw ay.
ñW ell?ò
ñD onôt you see, if I go dow n there Iôm  afraid C ousin A gnes w ill think Iôm  saying

yes, and I havenôt m ade up m y m ind. It w ouldnôt be fair to let her think that I w as
going to say yes.ò

Thereð she had got it out, and it w as easier than she had expected. The sense of
dealing w ith an enem y had gone. She felt asham ed that it had ever been there
betw een them . She turned back to the glass and straightened the ruffled hair. Tanisôs
reflection sm iled w ith a sudden bew ildering charm .

ñScrupulous person, arenôt you? W ell, youôve got it off the chest. N ow  listen!
You can com e dow n w ithout prejudice. It w onôt com m it you to anything at all. It
w onôt be a m eeting betw een a prospective buyer and seller. It w onôt be anything
except the aunts w anting to see you and put an end to the quarrel.ò

The sm oke betw een them  had spread into a faint blue haze. Laura thought, ñIôve
been a beast. They w ant to be friends. I m ust go dow n.ò She jum ped up and cam e
to the foot of the bed. A s she picked up her dress she said gravely and frankly,

ñThank you, Tanisð if itôs like that, I should like to com e. Shall I ring C ousin
A gnes up?ò

ñY esð sheôd like that. W e can go dow n tom orrow  afternoon.ò
Laura pulled her frock over her head. If she w as careful she could do it w ithout

disarranging her hair. She em erged successfully and w as sm oothing dow n the long,
straight blackness, w hen Tanis said,

ñIt ought to be quite a good party. W eôll get the end of the M axw ell boysô leave,
and thereôll be you, and m e, and Petra, and C arey.ò

Laura turned back to the glass. H er heart beat hard. The dress needed a
brooch. She picked up an old-fashioned circle of pearls and fingered it. Tanisôs
voice cam e from  behind her, lightly, sw eetly.

ñC areyôs a charm er, isnôt he? But donôt take him  seriously. H eôs taken a fancy
to you, but heôs never serious. Itôs just the w ay heôs m adeð if he likes a girl he canôt



help m aking love to her, but it doesnôt m ean a thing.ò
Laura w as pinning her brooch. The little w hite circle looked nice against the

dead black velvet. The dress m ight be an old one, but it w as very becom ing. She
turned round and said in the sam e grave w ay that she had spoken before,

ñY ouôre not engaged to him , are you, Tanis?ò
Sim plicity is alw ays disconcerting. Tanis w as disconcerted, but not for any tim e

long enough to be m easured. In a flash she w as adjusted and striking back w ith a
suave,

ñW ell, not exactly.ò
Laura looked at her. H er eyes said steadily, ñW hatôs the good of saying that sort

of thing to m e?ò Then she turned to the door.
ñShall w e go dow n? I think C ousin Sophy w ill be ready.ò
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Laura rang up the Priory as soon as the m eal w hich M iss Sophy still called
dinner had been disposed of. The stately repasts of the eighteenth century, the heavy
banquets of the Victorian age, had dw indled to a cup of clear soup and a lightly
poached egg surrounded by spinach. The ale, the strong w aters, the fine claret, the
M adeira w hich had m ade the journey round the C ape, the sherry, and the port, w ere
gone aw ay to a flagon of orange-juice and a jug of barley-w ater. The transition to
the dining-room  w as too risky for an invalid, so there w as a com fortable low  table
draw n to the side of the couch in the draw ing-room . But M iss Sophy still dined.

A s soon as M ary had rem oved the last traces of the m eal the business of
telephoning began. M iss Sophy superintended. It w as the m ost interesting thing that
had happened for a long tim e. It w as a rapprochem entð it w as the end of the
fam ily feud. O liverôs daughter and A gnes! M iss Sophyôs colour rose and her eyes
shone. She fairly fluttered w ith excitem ent.

Laura w ould m uch rather have w aited until C ousin Sophy had gone to bed. She
could have borne to w ait for ever. She felt an extrem e reluctance to call across that
tw enty-year gulf and hear A gnes Fane answ ering her. It w as naturally not the
slightest use to feel like that. She put through the call w hilst M iss Sophy poured out
rem iniscences, and alm ost at once, before she w as expecting it, there w as a voice on
the lineð w hat Laura w ould m entally call a suet-pudding voice.

ñThis is the Priory. M iss A dam s speaking.ò
C ousin Sophyôs hearing w as very acute. She plucked Lauraôs sleeve and

w hispered,
ñY our C ousin Lucyð ò
Laura said, ñIt is Laura Fane, C ousin Lucy,ò and w aited.
There w as a sound as if the receiver had been jerked. The voice said ñO hð ò

just like that, w ithout any expression. Laura found it rather daunting. There w as a
pause, a m urm ur of voices too low  to be caught. She thought the receiver had been
set dow n or m uffled.

C ousin Sophy w hispered, ñD onôt take any notice of Lucy. She is a very stupid
w om an.ò

A nd then another voice w as speaking in a deep, firm  tone. If Laura had not
know n that this w as A gnes Fane she w ould not have been quite sure that it w asnôt a
m an.

ñIs that Laura?ò



Laura said, ñY es, C ousin A gnes. It is C ousin A gnes?ò
The deep voice said, ñY es.ò A nd then, ñI hope you are com ing to stay w ith m e.ò
Laura thought, ñShe know s Iôm  com ing. Tanis m ust have rung her up.ò The

voice w as dom inant and assured, a voice that w as accustom ed to being obeyed.
This feeling persisted through her polite thanks and M iss Faneôs reply. The

conversation w as as short, as form al, as devoid of em otion as if there had never
been a passionate A gnes w ho had sung Infelice, and a reluctant O liver w ho had
loved som ebody else.

M iss Sophy heaved a sigh as Laura rang off.
ñW ell, m y dear, thatôs over. A nd a little disappointing, donôt you think? Things

so often are, you know. W hen your father ran aw ay w ith your m other they w ere
having a fete at the Prioryð Prim rose D ayð no, it couldnôt have been that, because
it w as in the sum m er, really a very hot dayð but it w as som ething to do w ith the
Prim rose League. Very inconsiderate of O liver and Lilian, but of course they w ere
very m uch in love, and w hen young people are in love they donôt think of anyone
except them selves. The grounds of the Priory are very beautiful, and A gnes w as
pouring out tea under the big cedar, w hen one of the footm en, a very foolish young
m an, brought her O liverôs note on a salver. O f course he never m eant her to have it
like thatð it w as a m ost stupid m istake. But she opened it, and read it, and put it
aw ay in her bag, and w ent on talking to the Lord Lieutenant and pouring out tea. N o
one w ould have know n there w as anything w rong. But w hen everyone had gone she
took her horse, Black Turbanð such a curious nam e I alw ays thoughtð and rode
out on him . A nd w hen she didnôt com e back they sent out a search party, and there
she w as at the bottom  of the quarry, and the poor horse w as dead.ò

Laura w as speechless. She gazed w hite-faced at C ousin Sophy, w hose pretty
pink colour had not faded at all. It w as just an old story to her, but to Laura it felt
like all the terrible and unhappy things and all the unkindness in the w orld brought to
a focus.

C ousin Sophy stroked her hand w ith a soft fluttering touch.
ñD onôt look like that, m y dear. It w as a long tim e ago, and if O liver had gone on

w ith the engagem ent and m arried her, they w ould both have been m ost unhappy,
because A gnes w as alw ays very intelligent, and she w ould have know n quite w ell
that he didnôt really love her.ò

M iss Sophy w ent to bed at half past nine. A t a quarter to ten the telephone
startled Laura from  her book. She picked up the receiver, and heard C arey
D esborough say,

ñC an I speak to M iss Fane?ò



ñO h, C arey!ò
She sounded w arm  and pleased, and all at once she hoped she didnôt sound too

pleased. That w as the w orst of the sort of things Tanis had saidð you pushed them
out of your m ind and tidied it up, and then you found som e lurking trail of slim e.

C arey w as asking, ñA re you alone?ò
ñY es. C ousin Sophyôs gone to bed.ò
ñM y head spy told m e she w ent at half past nine. Laura, are you going dow n to

the Priory?ò
ñY es, I am .ò
ñTanis said so. She doesnôt tell the truth unless it suits her, so I thought Iôd rather

have it from  you. Because Iôm  not going unless you are.ò
The little trail of slim e caught the light in Lauraôs m ind. She said easily,
ñThank you. W hat a lovely com plim ent!ò
ñIt w asnôt a com plim entð just a plain statem ent of fact.ò
Laura said nothing. It w as absurd that a voice travelling along a w ire should

reach the strings of your heart and shake them .
The voice said her nam e insistently.
ñLaurað ò
ñY es?ò
ñH ave you seen Tanis?ò
ñY es. She cam e in just before dinner to fix up about going dow n to the Priory.ò
ñI thought so. W hat did she say about m e?ò
ñA bout you?ò
ñYes, darlingð m e. I know  she said som ething. W hat w as it? She didnôt by any

chance w arn you against m e, did she?ò
ñW hy should she? I m ean, is there any reason w hy she should w arn m e?ò
Laura w as rather pleased w ith this. Then she heard C arey laugh.
ñShe didð I knew  it! K ind cousin w arns debutante.ò
ñIôm  not a debutante!ò said Laura, revolted.
ñC om pared w ith Tanis you are, m y child. Iôm  sure she did it w ith the utm ost

charm  and delicacy. W hat did she say?ò
Lauraôs voice changed. She stopped trying to be light and indifferent, and spoke

w ith sim plicity.
ñShe said you w ere never serious.ò
There w as a pause.
H e said, ñI seeð ò A nd then, ñShe didnôt by any chance say or suggest that I

w as engaged to her?ò



ñShe said, óN ot exactly.ôò
There w as an angry laugh.
ñW hat a convenient phrase! Laurað listen. I asked Tanis to m arry m e six

m onths ago. I w as under the im pression that she had accepted m e. A m onth ago
w hen I cam e out of hospital I found out that I w as not the only m an w ho w as under
that im pression. She said then that she couldnôt im agine how  I had got it. She had
never intended anything of the kind. She didnôt w ant to m arry anyone, but w hy not
be friends? W ell, I w as fool enough to agree. Since then Iôve been gradually com ing
to m y senses. W hen I m et you last nightð ò H e paused, w hilst they both gazed
astounded at the fact that it w as only last night that they had m et.

Laura found the receiver shaking a little in her hand. She heard him  say, ñIt
doesnôt seem  possible,ò and she heard herself say, ñN o.ò

H e gave an odd eager laugh.
ñW ell, thank G od it happened! Laura, w hen I m et you it w as like com ing out

into the open air. I w oke right up, and I shanôt go to sleep again. N ow, about
tom orrow . Iôve got som e petrol. Let m e drive you dow n.ò

ñTanis suggested that I should go dow n w ith Petra N orth.ò
She heard him  w histle.
ñThat m eans sheôs annexed A listair.ò
ñI think Iôd better go w ith Petra really.ò
ñIôll take her too, and w eôll collect Robin. Iôll fix it. Iôll be round for you about

half past tw o. Is that all right?ò
Laura said, ñY es.ò It w as rather pleasant to have it all taken out of her hands.
ñA ll right. W ait a m om ent, donôt hang up. A bout this business of m y not being

serious, an im portant announcem ent follow s im m ediately. A re you listeningð M iss
Laura Fane?ò

Laura said, ñY es.ò
ñW ell then, m y intentions are serious, honourable, and dreadfully prem ature.

G oodnight!ò
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Four people and their suitcases w ere a tight fit in C areyôs car, but they piled in,
Laura behind w ith Petra, and the tw o m en in front. It w as Laura w ho had insisted on
this arrangem ent. She w anted to talk to Petra, and there w ould be m ore room  for
the luggage. But the real reason w as that she couldnôtð no, she really couldnôt sit
there in front w ith C arey under the eyes of a girl w ho w as losing her lover. She felt
m ost desperately sorry for Petra, w ho appeared, vividly m ade-up, in a scarlet
leather coat and a green and scarlet bandeau round her dark curls. H er eyes w ere
the unhappiest things in the w orld, but she laughed and chattered nineteen to the
dozen until they w ere clearing London, w hen she fell silent and sat staring at the long,
straight road.

In front of them  C arey and Robin w ere deep in A ir Force shop. To all intents
and purposes the tw o girls w ere alone. Presently Petra looked sidew ays and said,

ñSheôs gone dow n w ith A listair.ò
Laura didnôt say anything, but she had a very speaking look. The air w as

suddenly full of kindness.
Petra bit a scarlet lip.
ñI expect you know  all about itð everybody does. A nd I expect youôre

w ondering w hy I go tagging after them .ò There w as a note of defiance in the voice
w hich hardly rose above a w hisper. Laura w as rem inded of the kitten againð a
kitten at bay, ready to scratch and fly. She said,

ñN o.ò
Petra looked past her.
ñYou donôt w aste w ordsð do you?ò She laughed. ñIôm  a fool to play her gam e.

She loves an audience, and Iôm  helping to provide her w ith one. D o you know
w hy?ò

Laura nodded gravely.
ñI think so.ò
ñH eôs dreadfully unhappy too.ò Petra looked at her. H er eyes dazzled w ith tears.

She put out a hand, clutched for a m om ent at Lauraôs, and let it go. She looked
aw ay and nodded. ñShe tortures him . I canôt bear it. I could give him  up if she really
w anted him , or if there w as any chance that heôd be happy. But she doesnôt w ant
him ð she doesnôt w ant anyone, except to play w ith, and m ake fools of, and pull
them  about on a string. Sheôs had enough of being m arried.ò

Laura exclaim ed, ñM arried?ò



ñD idnôt you know ? It w as w hen she w as on the stage. She m arried an actor, a
m an called H azeltonð he used to be quite w ell know n. They kept it quiet for a bit,
and then she found out he doped or som ething. I expect she drove him  to it.
A nyhow  she w as through w ith him , and she got a divorce. The aunts threw  a
thousand fits, and then settled dow n to being thankful sheôd got rid of him . Itôs about
six years ago now, and no one ever m entions it. I expect you w ere at school and
they kept it from  the child.ò There w as a delicate darting m alice in voice and look,
but no sting.

Laura laughed, and said, ñI expect they did. W hat happened to the m an?ò
Petra shrugged.
ñO h, heôs around som ew here. Som eone told m e heôd cropped up again. A s a

m atter of fact he w as at the Luxe last night. H e cam e up and spoke to her.ò
ñW hat did she do?ò
ñO h, nothingð got rid of him ð itôs the sort of thing sheôs particularly good at. I

w onder w hat he thinks about it all. H e used to go about saying heôd get even w ith
her som e day. H eôs got it in for her all right. I know  som eone w ho used to know  him
aw fully w ell. She says heôs like the elephantð you know, the never-forgets touchð
and that som e day heôll m ake Tanis w ish she hadnôt. But people donôt do that sort of
thing six years afterw ardsð do they?ò

ñI shouldnôt think so.ò
Petra laughed.
ñI w ish som eone w ould do her in! I canôt think w hy they donôt. I canôt think w hy

I donôt m yself. Iôd like to, but there w ould be nobody left to hold A listairôs hand.ò
H er laughter ran up to an odd high note.

It w as Lauraôs turn to put out a hand.
ñO h, donôt!ò
Petra dropped to a low  m urm ur.
ñThatôs w hy I go tagging round. Som etim es, even now, he w ants m e. If it w asnôt

for this dam ned w ar, I m ight get a little proper pride together and let him  w ant, but
you canôt do it w hen you never know  w hich tim e is going to be the last.ò

Laura didnôt say anything at all. The m enôs voices w ent on all the tim e, loud,
cheerful, argum entative. They seem ed to be discussing a gadget sponsored by one
N icolson w hich Robin thought w ell of, w hilst C arey considered it rotten. They w ere
obviously perfectly happy to go on arguing about it.

Petra m ade a sudden m ovem ent. She w isked open her bag, got out her
com pact, and busied herself w ith repairs. Presently she said,

ñIôve really got a bit too m uch on, havenôt I?ò



Laura nodded.
ñJust a bit, but itôs aw fully w ell done.ò
Petra m ade a face like a cross kitten.
ñThatôs the snagð it gives you confidence, but if you overdo it, it gives you

aw ay. Iôve put on so m uch that Tanis w ill know  w hy.ò
ñTake a little off. N ot the lipstickð youôd only m ake a m ess of that.... Yes,

thatôs a lot better.ò
Petra snapped the com pact to.
ñYou m ust think Iôm  pretty odd, talking to you like this after only seeing you

once. I w ouldnôt believe it m yself. Itôs not the sort of thing I do as a rule, but I
suppose Iôve got to the point w hen Iôve got to talk or blow  up, andð youôre easy to
talk to.ò She laughed suddenly. ñA stranger is really m uch the best person, because
they donôt give you advice like a relation w ould straight aw ay. D onôt you hate your
relations?ò

Laura laughed and said, ñN o.ò
ñI do. Theyôre full of good advice, and itôs all the sam eð óLet him  alone till he

com es to his senses.ô A nd the reason I hate them  is that itôs dam ned good advice....
Letôs talk about cooking. C an you cook?ò

ñC an you?ò
ñA treat! I do an om elette that w ould m ake a French chef turn green.ò She

reached forw ard and poked Robin in the back. ñD onôt I?ò
ñD onôt you w hat?ò H e looked over his shoulder w ith an interrupted air.
ñD onôt I cook beautifully? A renôt m y om elettes the catôs w hiskers?ò
ñI hope notð it sounds foul.ò H e turned back to his conversation.
Petra put out her tongue at him .
ñW ell, they are!ò She flung Laura a gay sm ile. ñD onôt m en like talking about the

m ost extraordinary things?ò
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Lauraôs first sight of the Priory w as etched indelibly upon her m ind. There w as
no sun. The clouds hung low. The January day w as darkening already, though it w as
not four oôclock. They cam e up a drive betw een som bre evergreens and under
leafless trees, and then out upon a great rectangle of gravel w ith the house on its
farther sideð a grey house w ith a central block and tw o w ings enclosing a paved
courtyard w ith a fountain in the m iddle, and the right-hand w ing w as the ruined
Priory church. She looked at it w ith all her eyes, letting dow n the w indow  and
leaning out.

The ruined arch of the east w indow  faced them  as they turned into the court.
Sky and trees show ed briefly through the em pty w indow s. The effect w as startling
and graceful. The ruins w ere grey and clean and bare, but the house w as dark w ith
ivy and festooned w ith the light dry stem s of Virginia creeper and the large trunk of a
huge w istaria w hose branches ran right up on to the roof and spraw led there.

C arey turned round as he stopped the car and said, speaking to her for the first
tim e,

ñLike it, Laura?ò
She m et his eyes. H ers w ere shining.
ñI love it!ò
ñLove at first sight? H ow  unreliable!ò H is look teased her, asked a question.
Laura said, ñD readfully. But I alw ays know  at onceð donôt you?ò
A nd then they w ere all getting out, and she had a m om ent to stand and look at

the ruins before the door opened and they w ere com ing in to the hall w ith a big fire
of logs blazing on the hearth and a broad stairw ay running up out of the shadow s
beyond it. C om ing out of the daylight and the cold, she thought the hall w as like a
caveð darkð w arm ð enclosed. There w as a little light from  the three narrow
w indow s set rather high on either side of the door, but w here it m et the firelight it
seem ed to fade, and the shadow s had it their ow n w ay.

Then all in a m om ent there w as lightð bright, w arm , and glow ing. It cam e from
high up, w here crystal sconces w ere held above the line of the dark panelling. The
stairw ay, rising by a dozen shallow  steps and then dividing to sw eep up to right and
left, sprang into view. Tanis Lyle w as com ing slow ly dow n from  the right. She
reached the half-landing, sm iled, put out both hands, and ran dow n the rest of the
w ay. In a high-necked cinnam on jum per and a rough tw eed skirt to m atch, she w as
the country hostess to the life. If her entrance had been planned, it w as certainly very



effective. If it had not, she w as the darling of coincidence. Laura had not the slightest
doubt that it had all been planned to the last detail, from  the sudden burst of light, to
the suggestion that it w as Tanis w ho w as w elcom ing her guests, and w elcom ing them
w ith the greatest possible charm .

Laura found herself crossing the hall w ith a guiding hand upon her arm .
ñThe aunts are longing to see you. C om e along before the others disentangle

them selves. The draw ing-room  is at the back. It looks south and w est across the
garden. A unt A gnes adores her flow ers, and it has all been planted so that she can
see as m uch as possible w ithout going out.ò

ñD oesnôt she go out at all?ò
ñO h, yesð every day. A s soon as itôs w arm  enough sheôll be in and out all day in

her chair. She has one of those self-propelling ones, and sheôs really very clever w ith
it.ò

She opened a door as she spoke, and brought Laura into a long room  panelled
in w hite, w ith violet curtains already draw n across the three w indow s facing w est
and the tw o at the far end w hich looked to the south. The effect under the light of
electric candles set in old gilt sconces w as som bre and unusual, but it w as relieved
by chintzes gaily flow ered in purple, blue, and rose, and by the Persian rugs of w hich
the prevailing shade w as a deep-toned rose m elting into ruby.

There w ere tw o w om en in the room , sitting on either side of the rather chilly-
looking m arble hearth w ith its w hite pillars rising to support a narrow  slab w hich
m ight appropriately have adorned a tom b. U pon this slab there stood tw o bronze
horses w ith lashing tails, and a black m arble clock. But at the m om ent Laura w as not
really aw are of anything except A gnes Fane, w ho sat w atching her approach from  an
invalid chair.

There w ere no shaw ls or m ufflings, no appearance of invalidism , about the fine
erect figure. She w ore w hat any other lady m ight have w orn in her ow n house at tea-
tim e, a dress of som e w ine-coloured w oollen stuff and a loose corduroy coat of the
sam e shade. She had pearl studs in her ears, a string of pearls at her throat, and a
fine ruby on the third finger of her right hand.

She put this hand out slow ly as Laura cam e up. It took hers, and w as cold to her
touchð very cold. The dark eyes under their strongly arched brow s w ere lifted in a
long regard. Laura thought them  as cold as the hand w hich had just relinquished
hers.

She returned the look w ith an interest w hich heightened her colour and
brightened her eyes. She did not know  w hat she had expected, but w hatever it w as,
A gnes Fane w as differentð quite different.



She w as a very handsom e w om anð handsom er now  than she had been w hen
she w as young. The high dom inant features, the proud carriage of the head, sat
better on the w om an in her fifties than they had ever done on the girl. She had the
sam e fine, w hite skin and springing dark hair as Tanis and Laura herself, but there
w ere deep lines about the eyes and m outhð lines of pride and sufferingð and the
hair w as frosted. It fram ed her face in w aves, beautifully arranged.

W ith skin and hair the resem blance ended. The features w ere of a bolder type,
the face narrow er, the line of cheek and jaw  a harder one, and the eyes under their
beautifully m odelled brow s a very deep brow n, instead of Tanisôs green darkening to
grey, and Lauraôs grey brightening into green.

ñH ow  do you do, Laura?ò
The voice w as the voice of the telephone, grave, and deep, and rather cold.

Som ething in Laura adm ired its dignity, its restraint.
There w as a polite enquiry for Theresa Ferrers, and then Tanis w as introducing

her to Lucy A dam s.
Laura saw  a plum p w om an of m iddle height and m iddle age. C ousin Sophyôs

rem ark sprang unbidden to her m indð ñLucy alw ays w as a very stupid w om an.ò For
stupid w as just w hat C ousin Lucy looked. She had a flat, w ell cushioned face of no
particular colour, sm all blinking grey eyes, and a very palpable auburn front. She
w ore grey, of all colours the least becom ing. A gold-rim m ed pince-nez hovered
uncertainly on her nose. It w as attached to the right-hand side of her bodice by a fine
gold chain and a gold bar brooch. H er noticeably thick ankles w ere encased in grey
w oollen stockings, and her feet in rubbed black glac® shoes w ith ribbon bow s. She
shook hands frigidly w ith Laura and turned at once to Tanis, her voice gushing and
her m anner exuberant.

ñBut w here are the others? I am  sim ply longing to see them . Fetch them  in, and
ð oh, yes, I w ill just ring the bellð for Iôm  sure they m ust all be sim ply dying for their
tea. The car w asnôt open, w as it? O h, no, of course notð in January. Even C arey
w ouldnôt do that, though I rem em ber his bringing you dow n on a very cold autum n
day w ith everything open, and I told him  he ought to be m ore carefulð and so he
ought.ò She turned tow ards Laura w ith a jerky m ovem ent. ñD o you know  C arey
D esboroughð but of course you cam e dow n in his car, didnôt you?ò

Laura said, ñI m et him  last night,ò and thought how  strange that sounded.
Tanis took her up to her room  after that. They took the right-hand turn of the

stair and cam e by w ay of a short gallery to a corridor w ith doors on either side.
ñA unt A gnes is at the end there, on the left. H er room  is over the draw ing-room .

H er m aid, Perry, has the dressing-room , and A unt Lucy the room  beyond. Iôm



opposite A unt A gnes, next to the octagon tow er. It is the only bit of the old house.
Thatôs the door, at the end of the passage. Itôs very convenient for A unt A gnes,
because, ow ing to the octagon shape and the very thick w alls, theyôve been able to
fit in a lift betw een m y bathroom  and the tow er. It just takes her chair, and there are
doors through to m y sitting-room  and the draw ing-room  on the ground floor. She
can m anage it all herself, w hich is w hat she likes to do w ith everything. H ere you are
ð I hope you w ill be com fortable. Petra is just beyond you. Thereôs a bathroom
betw een the tw o room sð you w onôt m ind sharing it w ith her, w ill you? A unt A gnes
has put in bathroom s w herever she can, but it doesnôt quite run to one for every
room . M iss Silver is over on the other side of the house, and so are C arey and the
M axw ells. Sheôs a girl friend of A unt Lucyôs. They w ere at school together. She
started life as a governessð and does she look like one! Just w ait till you see her! I
believe sheôs a detective or som ething now. C om pletely useless, I should think, but
not a bad old thing. Youôll see her at tea. H er nam e is M aud! C an you find your w ay
dow n all right?ò

Laura said she could. A s a m atter of fact only a m entally defective person could
have failed to do so. She w as very glad to be left alone. H er first overw helm ing
feeling that here w as a house w hich she could love and w hich w as friendly to her had
given w ay to a lonely sense of estrangem ent. It w as only the outside of the house
w hich had any w elcom e for her. The inner self, the presence w hich lives in every
habitation, w as form idably antagonistic and aloof.

The room  in w hich she found herself, w ith its pale blue chintzes patterned w ith
ivory scallop shells, w as a strangerôs room . It w as charm ing, and it charm ed her, but
it had nothing to do w ith Laura Fane. Like all the rest of the house, it rejected her.

She w ent to the left-hand w indow  and looked out. The curtains had been draw n.
She put one of them  back, noticing that it had been lined w ith black sateen to m ake
it light-proof, and w ondered w hether they had had any raids dow n here. She looked
out upon the courtyard. The dusk w as gathering fast. There w ere shadow s
everyw here. The line of the ruined Priory church ran out on her left, w ith the last of
the light com ing over and through the shattered arches. She stayed looking at it for
as long as she dared. Then she tidied herself in a hurry and w ent dow n.
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The draw ing-room  w as full of people having tea. Lucy A dam s w as pouring out
from  an im m ense silver teapot. Laura w ent up to take her cup, and w as introduced
to ñm y friend M iss Silver.ò She beheld a little m iddle-aged person w ith sm all, neat
features and a great deal of m ouse-coloured hair neatly disposed in a coiled plait at
the back and severely restrained by a net in front. She received the im pression that it
w as never let out even at night. She thought, ñYou couldnôt possibly take her for
anything but a governess.ò O nly it w as a governess of the early Edw ardian days, or
perhaps som ething earlier still. A unt Theresa had possessed Victorian books, and
Laura had been brought up on them .

M iss Silver, like C ousin Lucy, w ore glac® shoes w ith bow s, and strange thick
stockings. She w as dressed in one of those flow ered garm ents w hich salesw om en
press upon unresisting elderly ladies for sum m er w ear. In M iss Silverôs case it
consisted of a dark green dress lavishly patterned w ith a kind of M orse code of dots
and dashes in orange, m agenta, and green. The accom panying coatee w as m ercifully
of a plain dark green. The collarless neck had been filled in w ith a tw ist of cotton
lace, and w as fastened by a heavy oval gold locket-brooch bearing in seed pearls
the entw ined initials of M iss Silverôs father and m other, now  som e forty years
deceased.

Laura had not tim e to do m ore than say how  do you do before she w as directed
to a chair w hich had apparently been kept for her beside A gnes Fane. She w as
received w ith a surface tinge of graciousness and questioned about her w ork, her
interests, her friends. It w as a little alarm ing, because she had the strongest feeling of
being explored, w eighed, brought up for judgm ent.

Presently A gnes Fane w as talking of Tanis.
ñShe has been very glad to m eet you. I am  pleased that you w ere able to com e

dow n. It seem ed such a good opportunity as the M axw ells and Petra w ere already
com ing, and of course C arey D esboroughð but w e hardly count him  as a visitor. H e
is the son of a very old friend, and w e hope he and Tanis w ill be announcing their
engagem ent very soon. I donôt know  if Tanis told you, but there is really no reason
w hy there should be any secret about it.ò

Lauraôs colour rose and failed. She had the sudden sickening sense of just w hat
a trap she had w alked into. N o w onder her reluctance had w arned her not to com e.
W hatever happened now  betw een her and C arey w as going to look like a repetition
of the old storyð And thatôs how  Tanis m eant it to look.



Lilian Ferrers had taken O liver from  A gnes Fane. Laura saw  herself being
pushed on to a lighted stage w here she w as to re-enact her m otherôs part. W hatever
happened, A gnes Fane w ouldnôt believe that it w asnôt Tanis w ho had been outw itted
and betrayed. The realization w as the m atter of an instant.

ñW eôre so fond of him ,ò said A gnes Faneð ñand so very anxious that Tanis
should m arry and settle dow n. I donôt at all like this talk of H ollyw ood. It w ould be a
great grief to Lucy and m yself. Sheôs been like a daughter to us, you know, and w e
w ould like to see her children here.ò The dark eyes w ere bent on Laura. A sudden
and quite charm ing sm ile changed the line of the lips. ñI prom ised that I w ouldnôt talk
business to youð or no, I do not think I did prom ise anything of the sort, for after all
that is w hy you are here, is it not? A nd I believe in frankness. It has never been m y
w ay to hint or beat about the bush. This has been m y hom e since I w as a child, and
it has been Tanisôs hom e since she w as a child. It is m y dearest w ish that it should be
her childrenôs hom e.ò

She w as still sm iling as she finished speaking. It w as the sm ile of the great lady
w ho needs only to allow  her w ishes to be know n.

ñA nd now  I w ould like to talk to A listair M axw ell for a little. W ill you tell him ?ò
W hen A listair had been reluctantly detached from  a group of w hich Tanis w as

the centre, Laura found herself being invited to a seat beside M iss Silver. W hen she
had taken it she w as looked atð kindly, firm ly, thoroughly. It w as exactly like
arriving at school and being inspected by the headm istress. She felt that she m ight at
any m om ent expect to be put on her honour and told that she m ust aim  at being a
credit to the school. Instead M iss Silver said in a precise, pleasant voice,

ñI knew  your father and m other.ò
Laura flushed into w arm th.
ñO h, did you?ò H er voice m eant m ore than the w ords.
M iss Silver nodded.
ñI w as in the neighbourhood w hen they w ere here before their m arriage. I w as

still engaged in the scholastic profession at the tim e, and I had a young charge at
Fairholm e Lacy, w hich is only a couple of m iles from  here. Your m other w as friendly
w ith m y em ployerôs sister. I saw  a good deal of her, and of your father. You are like
them  both.ò

ñN ot m y m other.ò
ñN ot her colouring of courseð she w as so fair. But there are expressionsð

w hen you sm ileð and the turn of your head and the tone of your voice are exactly
hers. I hope M iss Fane w ill show  you the portraits w hich A m ory did of her and your
father. You could not very w ell ask to see them , but she m ay show  them  to you.



They are in her bedroom .ò
Laura caught her breath. In her bedroom ð through all those years of resentm ent

ð hanging there for her to see by night and by day.... She said in a low  voice,
ñH ow  strange!ò
M iss Silver nodded.
ñFor som e people, but not for A gnes. She had com m issioned the three portraits,

and they are considered very fine.ò
ñThree?ò
ñH e painted her too. H er portrait is hanging betw een those tw o end w indow s.

Y ou can see it w ithout m oving.ò
Laura looked past the tea-table, past Tanis and Robin, past C arey D esborough

w ho w as laughing w ith Petra N orth, to the w ide ivory panel w hich separated the tw o
south w indow s w ith their heavy folds of violet brocade and their deep pelm ets edged
and fringed w ith gold. The canvas w as long and narrow, set in a fram e of tarnished
gilt. It show ed A gnes Fane bare-headed and in riding-clothes, com ing dow n a flight
of steps. A light sw itch dangled from  one hand, and in the other she held an apple.
The w hole thing looked so natural that Laura w as carried back a generation. This
w as A gnes Faneð this tall, handsom e, im perious creature, com ing dow n the steps to
feed her horse, Black Turban perhaps, w hom  she had ridden over the quarry.

Laura looked quickly aw ay. She w as very pale. H er thoughts clam oured. W hy
does she do it? Lilian and O liver in her bedroom  to look at alw ays, and this picture
here for everyone to see. It w as a parading of som ething w hich should have been
hidden, a w earing of tragedy as if it w as a garm ent throw n on carelessly and w orn
for all the w orld to see. A nd w ith w hat pride, w hat stubborn determ ination, through
how  m any bitter years. It hurtð it hurt dreadfully. To say som ething, she spoke
falteringly.

ñItôsð a w onderful portrait. W e have copies of m y fatherôs and m otherôs at
hom e. I donôt know  w ho did them .ò

There w ere a great m any questions she w ould have liked to ask, but M iss Silver
picked up a brightly flow ered knitting-bag from  the floor beside her and got up.

ñI prom ised to show  A gnes a new  knitting stitch,ò she said, and m oved aw ay
tow ards the invalid chair.

Laura joined Petra and C arey, but she had no sooner done so than Petra
w hisked round and w ent to m eet A listair, w ho had given up his place to M iss M aud
Silver. It w as the last thing that Laura w ould have planned, but having the
opportunity thrust upon her, she had an overw helm ing im pulse to m ake use of it. She
said low  and quick,



ñC arey, itôs dreadful. C ousin A gnes has been talking to m e, and she thinks you
and Tanis are engaged.ò

H e laughed, but his eyes w ere angry.
ñH ow  do you know  she thinks so?ò
ñBecause she told m e. She said you w ould be giving it out alm ost at once.ò
ñO h, w ill w e? Sheôll have to think again!ò
Lauraôs hands held one another tightly.
ñYou m ustnôt speak to m e, or com e near m e, orð anything. D onôt you see how

dreadful it is? W hatever happens, donôt you see, itôs going to look as if I had com e
betw een youð just like m y m other did. C areyð ò

H e said quickly, ñD onôt get w orked up.ò Then, raising his voice, ñYou can see
the end w all of the Priory from  those w indow s. C om e and have a look.ò

Laura said, ñBut it w ill be darkð ò She w as frightened and bew ildered.
C arey took her by the arm .
ñThatôs the best w ay to see a ruin. Thereôs alw ays som e light from  the sky.

C om e along!ò
Lucy A dam s turned her head to say, ñItôs m uch too cold to go outside.ò
C arey sent her a laughing, ñO h, w eôre not going out.ò H e took Laura to the end

of the room  and, parting the curtains of the left-hand w indow, m ade w ay for her to
pass betw een them . It w as so quickly and publicly done that she could think of no
w ay of holding back. H e follow ed her and dropped the curtain behind them . They
w ere alone, w ith darkness veiling the w orld beyond the w indow. A n icy chill struck
inw ard from  the glass. C arey said, still in that raised voice,

ñYou m ust give your eyes a m inute or tw o, then theyôll begin to see again.ò H e
dropped to som ething that w as only just sound. ñYouôre not to w orryð do you
hear? Itôs going to be all right.ò

ñI donôt see how .ò
H is arm  w as round her shoulders.
ñW ell, I do. Tanis has got us into this m essð she m ust do som ething about it. Iôll

have it out w ith herð tonight if I can.ò H is voice rose again. ñA re you beginning to
see anything? Thereôs the w est end of the church on your right. A little later in the
year the m oon shines through w hatôs left of the rose w indow . It looks very fine.ò

D ark shapes began to em erge from  the general gloom ð the high shape of a
broken w all, and a black heaped m ass of trees. C areyôs arm  held her close, and felt
that she w as trem bling. H is hand cam e under her chin, and his lips cam e dow n on
hers in a long kiss. W hen he let her go he said in a hard, determ ined w hisper,

ñThatôs to rem em ber m e by. Iôd kill anyone w ho cam e betw een us. Youôre



m ine, and donôt you forget it.ò
The next m om ent he w as holding the curtain again and they w ere com ing back

into the room .
Laura felt dazed and shaken. She had the sensation of having been caught up in

a sw eeping tide w hich w ithout any w ill or volition of her ow n w as carrying her along.
She had neither the w ish nor the pow er to resist. She could not look at C arey, but
she had to face the room . She saw  Petra standing alone, looking at a book w hich
she had taken up. W ith a feeling of relief she joined her.
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C arey D esborough w alked straight up to Tanis and said bluntly,
ñC an I see you for a m om ent? Thereôs som ething I w ant to talk to you about.ò
She and A listair w ere over by the piano at the north end of the room . She threw

him  a queer look and said,
ñI w as just going to sing.ò
C arey said nothing. H is eyes, angry and determ ined, held hers.
She said w ith a laugh, ñI suppose the house w onôt fall dow n if you have to w ait.ò
ñIt m ight. C om e alongð you can sing afterw ards.ò
They w ent out together. A listair stared gloom ily after them . A gnes Fane w atched

them  go and turned to M iss Silver w ith an approving sm ile.
ñA  handsom e couple, M aud.ò
M iss Silver gave a slight deprecating cough.
ñV ery handsom e,ò she said in a dry little voice.
ñA nd just w hat do you m ean by that?ò
M iss Silverôs needles clicked above a cloud of pale pink w ool.
ñO h, nothing.ò
ñM aud!ò
M iss Silver looked up placidly.
ñW ell, I w ould not call them  a couple.ò
ñA nd pray, w hy not?ò
ñBecause I see no signs of their being in love w ith one another.ò
M iss Fane sm iled in a superior m anner.
ñPerhaps, m y dear M aud, you w ill allow  m e to know  a little m ore about that

than you do.ò
M iss Silver sm iled too.
ñI do not think so. You are too m uch interestedð w ishes are apt to be

m isleading. Let us change the subject. M y niece M illy Rogers is expecting another
baby. I w as m ost fortunate in finding this pretty pink w ool in Ledlington.ò

M iss Fane surveyed it w ith disfavour.
ñY ou should be knitting com forts for the troops.ò
M iss Silverôs needles clicked.
ñBabies m ust have vests,ò she rem arked in a m ild but stubborn tone.
Tanis Lyle led the w ay into the charm ing sm all sitting-room  w hich had been her

ow n from  the tim e she had left school. The w alls w ere panelled in som e pale m odern



w ood. The furniture w as m odern tooð couch and chairs w ide-arm ed cubes; pale
green curtains; green cushions; pale coverings to m atch the w alls; a clever use of ice-
green glass for the fireplace and the pelm etsð the w hole thing an adm irable setting
for M iss Tanis Lyle.

She had sw itched on the light in a heavy block of glass beside the couch, but
C arey, follow ing her, pulled dow n another sw itch. A bow l in the ceiling sprang into
brilliance and flooded the room  w ith light. She looked over her shoulder as if she
w ere going to speak, but she said nothing, only turned, held out both her hands, and
sm iled. It w as the sm ile w hich had enchanted m any m en. It had enchanted C arey
once, but it w ould never enchant him  again. She said, still sm iling,

ñW ell, darlingð w hat is it? D onôt you w ant to kiss m e?ò
C arey sm iled too. H e had an extraordinary sense of freedom , of release. Laura

had set him  free. H e w as com pletely and satisfyingly im m une. H e had no m ore desire
to kiss Tanis than he had to kiss Lucy A dam sð im possible to put it m ore strongly
than that. H e could say in quite a friendly tone,

ñI w ant to talk to you.ò
There w as a green gleam  betw een the black lashes. She w ent over to the couch,

leaned against one of the w ide ends, and said,
ñA bit cave-m an, arenôt you, dragging m e out of the draw ing-room  like this?

W hat is it all about? M y idea w as that you w anted to m ake love to m e and sim ply
couldnôt w ait another m om ent. O bviously a m istake. N ow  itôs your turn.ò

ñTanis, I w ant to talk to you.ò
ñY esð you said that before. Y ouôll end by boring m e.ò
H e cam e and stood over her, his eyes grim ly am used.
ñO h, no, Iôm  not going to bore youð youôll be quite interested. Look here, M iss

Fane seem s to be under the im pression that w eôre engaged.ò
She looked up at him .
ñA nd arenôt w e, darling?ò
ñN o, darling, w e are not. You m ade yourself particularly clear on that point

w hen I cam e out of hospital.ò
She shook her head.
ñI donôt rem em ber about that.ò She laughed. ñW ho told you w hat A unt A gnes

thoughtð Laura?ò
C arey blundered.
ñShe told her w e w ere engaged.ò
ñM eaning that A unt A gnes told Laura, and that Laura told you. Q uick w orker,

arenôt you, C arey? W ell, w here do w e go from  there? D o I tell anyone?ò



ñY ou tell M iss Fane that w e are not engaged.ò
ñReally?ò
ñA nd that w e have no intention of being engaged.ò
ñD o I?ò
ñA nd that w e are, in fact, nothing but very good friends.ò
ñA re w e?ò H er eyes blazed suddenly w ith green fire. ñIs that all?ò
ñI think so. I should like you to do it at once. W e are all in a false position.ò
Tanis straightened up.
ñY ou m ean that Laura is in a false position. That is w hat you m ean, isnôt it?ò
ñI said all of us.ò
ñBut you m eant Laura. A nd of course, m y dear, how  right!ò H er face lit up

suddenly w ith a sm ile w hich had no enchantm ent this tim e, but a kind of vivid
m ockery. ñH ow  com pletely, entirely, delightfully right! Laura is for itð she is the
vam p w ho has separated tw o loving hearts! Itôs a m arvellous situation, isnôt it? A nd
w onôt the aunts just lap it up! It should go dow n particularly w ell w ith A unt A gnes,
you know. óBe thou chaste as ice and pure as snow, thou shalt not escape calum ny.ô
Thatôs w hat I learned at m y school of dram atic art. A nd how  true! In other w ords,
darling Lauraôs nam e is going to be m ud. A nd she w onôt even have had her fun first
ð or w ill she?ò

The dark colour rushed into C areyôs face. H e stood rigidly still for a m om ent,
and then put his hands dow n into his pockets. H is eyes stared at her w ith a kind of
raging contem pt. There w as a furious tension betw een them . H e said,

ñY ouôll go too far som e day.ò
Tanis w ent on sm iling.
ñM eaning that youôd like to m urder m e?ò
ñIt w ould be a pleasure.ò
The w ords had a quiet edge to them . They got under Tanisôs skin. A nger,

passion, jealous rage, w ere so m uch incense at the shrine of her vanity. C ontem pt
pricked her. H er sm ile w ent rigid. H er eyes stared.

H e sw ung round and w ent to the door, but w ith his hand on it he turned again
and cam e back.

ñLook here, Tanis, w hatôs the good of all this? Losing our tem pers and having a
slanging m atch doesnôt get us anyw here. W eôve had som e good tim es together,
havenôt w e? A nd you donôt w ant to m arry m e any m ore than I w ant to m arry you,
so w hatôs the use of stirring up trouble?ò

Tanis still had that queer fixed look. It cam e to him  that there w as som ething
fam iliar about itð fam iliar, and rather horrible. H e had seen a cat look like that,



w atching a bird that had got aw ay. Som ething about the rigid pose and slitted eyes
brought the likeness too vividly to m ind for com fort.

She said quite slow ly and clearly, ñYou have a nerve, C arey, havenôt youð even
if youôve lost it for flying?ò

H er voice stopped, and everything stopped w ith it. There w as a m om ent of
deadly silence before he said,

ñThank you, Tanis, I think thatôs about enough. D onôt you?ò
This tim e he w ent out of the room  and shut the door.
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W hen all the events of that evening w ere raked over and sifted out, there w as to
be a curious changing of values. Som e things that had appeared im portant at the tim e
just slipped aw ay and w ere lost. Som e w hich had hardly been noticed cam e under a
m agnifying glass. A few  things rem ained as they had seem ed. It m attered to no one
that Laura and C arey had kissed behind the curtains, because no one but them selves
w as ever to know  of it. The fact that the door betw een Tanisôs sitting-room  and the
ground-floor room  of the octagon tow er had been carelessly closed by the m aid
w ho had been in to draw  the curtains w as to assum e a terrible im portance. The bit of
gossip w hich Petra N orth brought hot-foot to Laura w hen she w as dressing for
dinner m aintained its significance.

There had been som e m usic. Tanis had sung. She had a lovely lim pid voice
w orthy of better m usic than the dance tunes w hich she sighed or crooned to her ow n
flashing accom panim ent. It w as all very clever, very finished, very m odern.

M iss Fane looked across the room  and said in her deep-toned voice, ñThatôs
enough of that horrible stuff. Sing som ething civilized for a change.ò W hereupon
Tanis, sm iling, struck a fam iliar chord and sang W ho is Sylvia? w ith great sw eetness
and delicacy.

ñThen to Sylvia let us sing.
For Sylvia is excelling.
She excels each m ortal thing
U pon this dull earth dw elling.
To her let us garlands bring.ò

A s the w ords tripped out, M iss Faneôs eyes rested upon the singer, and not hers
only. A listair M axw ell, propping the w all, fixed her w ith a gaze of such intensity that
it w as plain enough that, for him  at least, here w as Sylvia w ith each excelling grace.

It w as after this that the party dispersed. M iss Fane w ent to her room , and
Laura thankfully to hers w ith the im m em orial excuse of a letter to w rite. The
dressing-gong had sounded, w hen there w as a knock on the door im m ediately
follow ed by the appearance of Petra N orth.

ñC an I com e in? Laura, guess w hoôs here! But you w onôtð not everð Iôll have
to tell you!ò H er grey eyes w ere round and dancing. ñYou know, w e w ere talking
about Jeff H azelton, Tanisôs husband, only of course he isnôt now ð w ell, heôs here!ò

Laura looked up from  the stocking she w as changing, leaving it half on, half off a



pretty bare foot.
ñH ow  do you m ean here? They havenôt m ade it up, have they?ò
Petra leaned on the rail of the bed.
ñO f course they havenôtð theyôre divorced. But I didnôt m ean here in the house

ð I m eant dow n in the village.ò
Laura pulled up her stocking and fastened it.
ñW hat is he doing there?ò
ñStaying at the A ngel.ò
ñH ow  do you know ?ò
Petra straightened up and did a couple of dance steps.
ñA ha! W ouldnôt you like to know !ò She gave quite a good high kick. ñD id you

know  I once had a dancing part in a play w ith Tanis? N ot professional of course, but
I donôt dance badly. I did have leanings tow ards the stage, instead of w hich I put in
um pteen hours a day sorting out the m ost revolting clothes for the bom bed.ò

Laura fastened the second stocking.
ñIs that w hat you do?ò
Petra nodded m ournfully.
ñG rim ð isnôt it?ò
ñA re the clothes really revolting? W hat a sham e!ò
ñA nythingôs revolting w hen youôve been sorting it for um pteen hours.ò She took

a flying jum p on to the bed by Laura and caught her hand. ñD onôt letôs talk about it
ð Iôm  having a holiday. Letôs talk about Jeff.ò

Laura couldnôt help laughing.
ñBut it w as you w ho changed the subject.ò
ñThat w as only to get you all w orked up. You donôt know  the rules. N ow  w e go

back to you asking m e how  I know  about Jeff.ò
ñW ell, how  do you know ?ò
ñBecause Robin told m e.ò
ñA nd how  does Robin know ?ò
Petra let go of her hand and settled herself against the rail at the foot of the bed.
ñW ell, after you w ent upstairs C arey and Robin dragged A listair off for a w alk

ð and about tim e too, if you ask m e. They said they w anted exercise, so they w ent
the long round to the village and fetched up at the A ngel. A nd there w as Jeff,
drinking him self blindð he does, you know .ò

ñI thought you said it w as dope.ò
Petraôs face sharpened.
ñI told you Tanis said so. She did. I didnôt say anything. But everyone know s he



drinksð thereôs no light under a bushel about that. W ell, there he w as, all lit-up and
talking big about w hy should he be out in the cold w hen there w as a party up at the
Priory, and he w asnôt an outcast, w as he, and things like that. Robin says he
w ouldnôt put it past him  to com e along up and crash the gate. D onôt you hope he
does?ò

Laura looked appalled.
ñO h, no!ò
Petra jum ped up, laughing and m im icking her.
ñO h, no! O h, no! O h, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes! D onôt be such a m im sy, Laura!

W ouldnôt you like to see Tanis taken dow n a peg or tw o? W ouldnôt you like to see
her up to her knees in m ud? W ouldnôt you like to rub her face in it?ò

ñIôd sim ply hate it,ò said Laura frankly, ñand so w ould you. A nd w eôre both
going to be late if w e donôt hurry up and dress.ò

She got dow n in tim e to see M iss Fane m ake her entrance. The door to the
octagon room  stood w ide. She could see a background of crim son curtain, and then
out through the doorw ay, alone and unassisted, cam e A gnes Fane in her self-
propelling chair. She w ore a long robelike garm ent of black velvet w ith fur at the
neck and w rists, and she had changed the pearls at her ears for long ruby and
diam ond drops w hich w inked and caught the light. The rugs w ere so arranged as to
leave an open lane of parquet. Just short of the hearth there w as a left-hand turn.
M iss Fane took it dexterously and cam e to rest in the place w hich she had occupied
at tea-tim e. A tall, thin w om an in grey stepped into the room  for a m om ent and
stepped back again, closing the door.

Laura approached a little tim idly. It seem ed to her that in this house for one right
thing you m ight do or say there w ere a hundred w rong ones, and that any one of the
hundred m ight do irreparable harm . It w as a thoroughly unnerving thought.

But M iss Fane w as pleased to be gracious.
ñTanis w ill show  you the house tom orrow. It is better seen by daylight. I alw ays

think a room  w ithout the view  from  its w indow s is like a blind person, and to be
m ore practical w e have not com pletely blacked out som e of the room s w hich are not
in use. There are only a few, now  that w e have evacuees in the north w ing.... O h,
didnôt Tanis tell you that? Sheôs not very pleased about their com ing, but they are
really no trouble at all. These things are just a m atter of arrangem ent. There are a
dozen of them ð tw o fam ilies, really very nice peopleð and w e have been able to fit
them  in very w ell. The servantsô quarters are in the north w ing, you know, w ith the
kitchen and offices on the ground floor and a separate staircase. I have fitted them
up a kitchen of their ow n w here they can cook on oil and not be in M rs. D eanôs



w ay. It w orks perfectly.ò
Laura thought, ñA nything she arranged w ould w ork perfectly.ò There w as so

m uch poise, so m uch certainty about A gnes Fane. It w as quite easy to believe that
everything in her household w ould be ordered w ith unsparing efficiency.

The others cam e inð Tanis in a gold house-coat, her eyes very green; Lucy
A dam s in one of those black satin dresses w hich look as if they had been slept in for
years; M iss Silver in brow n velveteen; the three m en; and, flying in as the sound of
the gong w as dying aw ay, Petra in sealing-w ax red w ith her lips and nails m ade up to
m atch.

A fter dinner M iss Fane and M iss A dam s played chess and M iss Silver knitted.
The rest talked, played gam es and talked again, w ith the exception of A listair
M axw ell w ho sat silent and m oody w ith his eyes on Tanis Lyle. Petra talked enough
for half a dozen. H er colour rose, her eyes shone, and egged on by Robin and
C arey, she gave them  flashing im itations of the great lady w ho w as the very nom inal
head of her C lothes for the Bom bed; the anxious, nervous little secretary w ho did
everyoneôs w ork and got nobodyôs thanks; the stout lady w ho explained in
em barrassing detail just how  she felt and w hat she looked like w hen the blast of a
bom b blew  her clothes ñclean off of herð and m e in m y you-know -w hats, and
blim ey if Jerry didnôt send another one along and strip m e bare!ò

She had got to the m eek little m an w ho w anted to know  if they could help him
w ith a rabbit-hutch because his w as all broke-up, w hen the door opened and the
butler w as seen to be standing there. If the w ord could be used in connection w ith
anyone so solid and respectable, D ean w as flurried. W ithout com ing into the room
he fixed an entreating gaze on Tanis and said across the space w hich separated
them ,

ñIf I m ight speak to you for a m om ent, m issð ò
She got up, and had alm ost reached the door, w hen there appeared beyond it a

tall, shaking figure. H ead slum ped forw ard, long hair falling dishevelled across a
brow  glistening w ith sw eat, Jeffrey H azelton stared over D eanôs m assive shoulders
at the girl w ho had been his w ife.

H e m ade a forw ard lunge. D ean stood his ground, and in a m om ent Tanis had
reached the door. She said,

ñH ow  do you do, Jeff?ò A nd then, ñThat w ill do, D eanð you neednôt w ait.ò
The group she had left saw  the butler step aside, saw  her put a hand upon

H azeltonôs shaking arm , and saw  no m ore. The door closed.
The ladies in front of the fire continued their gam e of chess. M iss Silver knitted.

The door being in line w ith the hearth, she w as the only one of the three far enough



out in the room  to have seen M r. H azeltonôs brief appearance. She knitted, but her
eyes rem ained fixed upon the door, and she had afterw ards to unravel a couple of
row s.

Petra said in a breathless w hisper, ñThat w as Jeff H azelton!ò and all of a sudden
there w as a loud crash from  the hallð the sound of a shot and the ring of breaking
glass. Lucy A dam s, the w hite queen in her hand, looked up, drew  a sharp breath,
and scream ed at the top of her voice. M iss Silver dropped her knitting and reached
the door only a shade after the three m en, Laura and Petra behind.

The hall w as brightly lighted. It sm elled of sm oke. A barely discernible hint of
blue hung on the upper air. O ne of the ring of lighted sconces w as m issing. There
w as a glitter of shivered crystal on the parquet floor, thin slivers that looked like ice,
and scattered grains like sugar. Tanis w as standing in the m iddle of the open space,
and, holding to the left-hand new el-post of the stair, Jeffrey H azelton sw ayed and
shook w ith a pistol hanging lim ply from  his hand.

ñTold you Iôd do itð and Iôveð done itð havenôt I? W ho saysð I canôt shoot
straight?ò H e raised the pistol and described a w avering half circle, finishing up w ith
a straight enough aim  at Tanis. ñShoot youð before Ið let anyone elseð have you.
W hatôs divorce? I say youôre m y w ife! A nyone says youôre notð Iôll shoot him ð
greatest of pleasure.ò

A listair M axw ell m ade a thrust forw ard, but C arey and his brother Robin pulled
him  back.

Tanis said sw eetly, ñD onôt be a dam ned fool, A listair!ò She began to w alk
tow ards the stairs. ñA nd donôt you be a fool either, Jeff! W e all know  youôre a
crack shot w ithout your breaking A unt A gnesôs glass. I thought you said you w anted
to talk to m e. W ell, Iôm  not talking to anyone w hoôs flourishing around w ith a gunð I
donôt like them .ò

She w as w ithin arm ôs length of him , w hen he let go of the new el, reached out,
and caught her by the shoulder. Leaning there, shaking, he brought the pistol up and
pressed the m uzzle hard against her breast. Six people w atched him  do it. Three of
them  w ere young, active m en, and they m ight just as w ell not have been there at all.
W orse. It needed only a m ovem ent, an outcry, even a caught breath, to bring
catastrophe. The shaking finger halted on the trigger, but jangle those driven nerves
and it w ould fall. Even A listair, blind w ith passion, knew  that.

Tanis lifted her eyes in a steady look.
ñW ell, Jeff? D onôt you w ant to talk to m e?ò She sm iled a little and put up her

hand to the one w hich held the pistol. H er fingers m oved on it caressingly, her voice
dropped and changed. She said, ñJeff darlingð how  silly!ò and all at once he broke.



H is hand w avered and w ent lim p. The pistol fell. H e put his head dow n on her
shoulder and began to sob in a lost, bew ildered w ay.

ñTanisð Tanisð Tanis!ò
A nd then they w ere on him . H e m ade no resistance at all. There w as no need for

any force. A broken creature, saying Tanisôs nam e over and over betw een
heartbroken sobs.

C arey bent to pick up the pistol. A s he straightened him self he cam e face to face
w ith Tanis standing on the bottom  step, the tall new el behind her, a look of trium ph
on her face. H er gold dress shone. H er green eyes glinted. She had never been so
nearly beautiful. The poor sobbing w retch w hom  Robin w as shepherding back to the
A ngel w as nothing m ore to her than the occasion for this trium ph. She had had her
big scene w ith him , and she had played him  right off the stage. N unc plaudite, as
they used to say in the old com ediesð and now  for the applause.

They w ent back into the draw ing-room , and she got it in full m easure. Lucy
A dam s w as hysterical in endearm ent, and A listair suddenly full of w ords w ith w hich
to praise and exalt her. If A gnes Fane w as pale and stern, there w as a high pride in
her bearing as she turned to C arey w ith the brief com m ent,

ñTanis does not know  w hat fear m eans.ò Then, in a low ered tone, ñW hat has
been done w ith him ? There m ust not be any scandal.ò

ñThere w onôt be any. Robin w ill see him  to bed. H eôs going to get old Jones to
com e over and give him  som ething to put him  to sleep. Then w eôll go dow n in the
m orning and pack him  back to tow n. I take it D ean w onôt talk.ò

A gnes Fane said, ñN o,ò and then, ñThank you, C arey.ò
She turned to Tanis, w ho had taken the pistol from  C arey and w as balancing it

on the palm  of her hand as she talked.
ñTanis, put that thing dow n! There has been quite enough playing w ith firearm s. I

suppose it is M r. H azeltonôs property, but he is certainly not fit to be trusted w ith it.
It had better be locked aw ay.ò

Tanis said, ñItôs m ine.ò
ñH ow  is it yours?ò
ñH e had a pair. This one is m ine. H e gave it to m e.ò
M iss Fane looked dow n her nose.
ñW hat a singular present! D o you m ean to tell m e that M r. H azelton has

probably got the other one?ò
Tanis laughed.
ñI should say certainly.ò
ñThen itôs m ost unsafe.ò



ñO h, he w onôt do anything now ð he w as all in. A ll right, A unt A gnes, Iôll put it
aw ay.ò

She w ent out by the door to the octagon room , and through it to her ow n sitting-
room .

Laura thought, ñSheôs very, very brave. I ought to adm ire her, but I canôt. That
poor creature had been her husband, and she doesnôt careð she doesnôt care a bit.ò

Petra, beside her, hum m ed under her breath:

ñThen to Sylvia let us sing,
For Sylvia is excellingð ò

H er cheeks w ere scarlet and her eyes brightly m utinous.
A listair w as saying, ñW here sheôs so m arvellousð ò
A nd then Tanis w as back again, and A gnes Fane broke in in her deep voice.
ñW hat have you done w ith it?ò
ñPut it in m y bureau, darling.ò
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Laura undressed and got into bed. It had been the longest day she had ever
know n. She seem ed to have travelled a thousand m iles from  the Laura Fane w ho
had com e up to tow n to stay w ith C ousin Sophy and see her solicitor, not m uch
m ore than forty-eight hours ago. That there w ere other longer days ahead w aiting to
drag out interm inable hours of anxiety and pain, she fortunately did not know. She
had had a deliciously hot bath, she w as relaxed and w arm . The thought of C arey
w as like som ething shining in her heart.

She w as about to stretch out her hand and sw itch off the bed-side light, w hen
there w as a knock at the door and Tanis Lyle cam e in. W ith a brief, ñI thought you
w ouldnôt be asleep yet,ò she crossed to the foot of the bed and stood there in a long
black dressing-gow n over pale green pyjam as. They w ere the sort of pyjam as w hich
suggested the bedroom  scene in a W est End play. Laura, w ho had never im agined
that they existed in private life, gazed at them  entranced. The dressing-gow n w as
also very intriguingð a tailored garm ent of heavy, dull silk w ith a gold and green
curlicue on the pocket w hich w as probably intended to be a m onogram .

She said, ñW hat is it, Tanis?ò and Tanis Lyle cam e round the bed-post and sat
dow n w ith her back against it.

ñJust a talk,ò she said. ñThereôs alw ays such a crow d, and I w ant to talk to you
about A unt A gnes and the house. Sheôs m ad keen to buy itð you know  that.ò

Laura sat up straight against her pillow s. She really did feel that this w as the last
straw. It w as bad enough to have quasi-parental pressure brought to bear upon her
by M r. M etcalfe in his office, and to have C ousin A gnes being pathetic in the
draw ing-room  about w anting to see Tanisôs children grow  up at the Priory, but to be
pursued at m idnight and cornered in bed w hen you couldnôt possibly get aw ay w as
really the lim it. H er eyes brightened and her colour rose as she said,

ñYes, I know  she w ants to buy itð but I donôt think itôs any good talking about
it, because I havenôt m ade up m y m ind. You canôt do a thing like that in a hurry. Iôve
got to think first.ò

ñA nd talk it overð oh, not w ith m e, but shall w e say w ith C arey D esborough.ò
There w as certainly no beating about the bush w ith Tanis. W hatever the situation

m ight be, she w as right in the m iddle of it. In a w ay it m ade things easier, because
you knew  w here you w ere.

Laura kept a steady look and said,
ñW hy do you say that?ò



ñItôs true, isnôt it?ò
ñW hat m akes you think so, Tanis?ò
Tanis laughed.
ñYou neednôt fence, m y dear. For the m om ent, and for w hat itôs w orth, C arey

seem s to have fallen for you. It w onôt lastð his affairs never doð but here and now
heôs gone in off the deep end, and you w onôt get m e to believe that he hasnôt told
you so.ò

Laura had turned rather pale. She said,
ñIôm  not trying to m ake you believe anything.ò
Tanis sw ung a bare foot from  w hich the soft black slipper had fallen.
ñW ell, that being that, suppose w e get dow n to brass tacks. A s I w as saying,

C arey has certainly told you that he has fallen for you, but I donôt suppose it has
occurred to him  to tell you that he has quite a big incom e. O ld D esborough w as in
iron and steel. There used to be pots of m oney, and I believe itôs still quite a tidy sum
ð in fact our C arey is a catch. Itôs one of the things heôs m odest about, so I donôt
suppose heôs m entioned it.ò

Laura said, ñN o.ò She had a bew ildered, driven feeling.
ñIn fact, you w ere prepared to love him  for him self alone. Too rom antic! W hat a

pity heôs engaged to m e.ò
Laura said nothing. H er eyes spoke for her. W ide and indignant, they gave Tanis

the lie. A nd Tanis laughed.
ñM y dear, do you really believe every w ord he says? A nyhow  the point is that if

I say w e are engaged, everyone w ill believe m e, and the aunts w ill sw ear to it. If
C arey backs out, there w ill be the m ost aw ful stink, and your nam e, m y dear, w ill be
sim ply and utterly m ud. I donôt think youôre stupid, so you can probably see that for
yourself. You com e in from  outside, you sm ash up m y engagem ent just as your
m other sm ashed A unt A gnesôs, and w hat do you expectð that people w ill receive
you w ith open arm s? A ll right, you just go ahead and try! O nly donôt say I didnôt
w arn you.ò

ñTanis!ò
Tanis bent dow n to retrieve her shoe, soft and black like the coat, w ith the sam e

green and gold m onogram . She slipped it on and turned a sudden sm ile on Laura.
ñD onôt go up in sm oke. Thereôs a w ay outð if youôll take it.ò
For a m om ent Laura had been angrier than she had ever been in her life before.

N ow  suddenly she w as cool. She thought, ñShe did that on purposeð she w anted
to m ake m e angry. W hy?ò She got the answ er to her ow n questionð ñYou donôt
think w hen youôre angry. Sheôs got som ething up her sleeve. She doesnôt w ant m e to



have tim e to think.ò She said,
ñI donôt know  w hat you m ean.ò
Tanis nodded.
ñN ot yet. But you w illð Iôm  going to tell you. If you and C arey m ean business

youôre in a jam , and Iôm  the only person w ho can get you out of it. A s it happens, I
donôt m ind doing a deal. You and C arey w ant m y help. If I go to the aunts and tell
them  that C arey and I m ade up our m inds m onths ago that w eôd hate being m arried
to each other, there w onôt be any stink. They w onôt like it, but theyôll have to lum p it.
W ell, Iôm  prepared to do that if youôll do som ething for m e.ò

Laura thought, ñW hatôs com ing? W hatôs she going to say? I donôt like it. W hat
am  I going to say?ò For the m om ent she said nothing, only kept her eyes on Tanis,
sitting straight up against the w hite pillow s in her pink night-dress.

ñYou donôt ask w hat it is? W ell, itôs this Priory business. You can have C arey if
ð ò

ñIf I sell the Priory to C ousin A gnes.ò
Tanis leaned back. H er eyes w ere w ide and sm iling. H er lips sm iled too. She

said in a gracious, easy voice,
ñO h, no, m y dearð itôs not that w ay at all. You can have C arey if you prom ise

not to sell.ò
It w as so unexpected that Lauraôs rising anger just fell dow n flat. A stonishm ent

left her w ith nothing to say but a prim itive, childish,
ñW hat?ò
Tanis w as sm ilingly pleased to explain.
ñI donôt w ant A unt A gnes to buy the Priory. Iôd m uch rather have the tw elve

thousand pounds.ò
Laura said ñO hð ò She thought, ñIôm  behaving as if I w as half-w itted. I suppose

she know s w hat sheôs driving at. She can do the talking herself.ò She w aited w ith an
air of grave expectancy w hich exasperated Tanis to the very quick of her bones.

ñW ell?ò she said a little sharply. ñIs it a deal?ò
Laura shook her head.
ñI w ant to know  w hy.ò
Tanis laughed.
ñC ards on the table? A ll rightð I donôt m ind. But I should think it w as fairly

obvious. The aunts w ant m e to settle dow n. They w ant to bring the brat here and
bring him  up at the Prioryð ò

Laura said, ñW hat brat?ò
ñD idnôt you know  that Jeff and I had produced one? Thatôs w hat gave the show



aw ay. Rotten luck, w asnôt it? W ell, anyhow  there he is, up in the north w ith Jeffôs
sister w ho is m arried to som e ghastly parson. I havenôt seen him  since he w as about
a m onth old, but A unt A gnes keeps in touch. Sheôs getting keener and keener about
the w retched bratð I believe she thinks heôs like your father. Thatôs w hy sheôs dead
set on m y m arrying C arey. You see, itôs all right for M rs. D esborough to have a son
by a form er m arriage, but w hen it com es to M iss Lyle and her little boy, A unt A gnes
m ercifully blanches. So Iôve been able to stave it all off up to date, but if she bought
the Priory sheôd never rest until she got Bill here and m e m arried to som eone, just to
put us on the C ounty m ap. You donôt know  w hat sheôs like w hen sheôs set on
anything. Iôve a pretty good w ill of m y ow n, but Iôm  sim ply not in A unt A gnesôs
class. Besides sheôs got the w hip hand of m e over the m oney. She know s perfectly
w ell that if it com es to the pinch I w onôt risk being cut out of her w ill.ò

Laura w ent on looking at her. She w as horrified, fascinated, and intensely
interested. H er face show ed only a grave attention. It w ould have given Tanis a lot of
pleasure to sm ack it. It w as not civilization that restrained her, but a determ ination to
get her ow n w ay. Laura, slapped, w ould certainly prove recalcitrant. She therefore
exercised considerable self-control, and after a silence w hich Laura show ed no signs
of breaking returned to the charge.

ñW ell, there you areð if she canôt have the Priory, sheôll let up on getting m e
m arried and having the brat. Is it a deal?ò

Even then Laura did not speak at once. She continued to look thoughtful. A t last
she said,

ñI donôt like it, Tanis.ò
ñW hat do you m ean?ò
ñI donôt like any of itð going behind C ousin A gnesôs back, andð andð m aking

a bargain. I donôt like it.ò
Tanis got to her feet. The m ovem ent w as a graceful oneð all her m ovem ents

w ere gracefulð but it cam e a thought too quickly upon Lauraôs w ords. She said,
ñSqueam ishð arenôt you. Better think it over. If you sell youôll get tw elve

thousand pounds and you w onôt get C areyð unless youôd like to steal him  and take
the consequences like your m other did. If you donôt sell, even the aunts canôt say
very m uch, for after all the darned place does belong to you, and Iôll sm ooth out the
C arey business. Think it over. Iôm  going to bed.ò

Laura lay aw ake a long tim e in the dark. There w as a high w ind m oving outside.
The casem ent w hich she had set open creaked. She could see the shape of the
w indow  w here she had draw n the curtain back. The w ind and that faint creaking
sound ran like an accom panim ent below  her thoughts and kept them  m oving to an



odd reluctant rhythm . C areyð the Prioryð Tanisð the child w ho w as som ew here up
in the northð Lilian and O liverð the little boy w ho w as like O liverð A gnes Fane,
w ith her heart set on him ð threads shifting, tangling, lacing and interlacing.... O nly
one w ay w ith a tangleð cut it out and start all over again. D rifting into her thoughts
the phrase, read som ew here or heardð ñA tropos w ith the shears.ò... The drift w ent
on and took her into sleep.

She dream ed she w as w alking w ith C arey in the ruined church. The air w as
dark. Som eone w as crying. They w ent am ong the fallen stones tow ards the broken
altar at the east end. It w as their m arriage, but she w asnôt dressed as a bride. She
w as w earing her black lace dress and the C hinese shaw l. It w as very cold. She put
out her hand to find C arey, and he w asnôt there. She w as alone w ith that desolate
w eepingð

She w oke, shuddering, and it w as a long tim e before she slept again.
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N ext m orning Tanis took her round the house. There w ere a great m any room s,
a few  of w hich w ere perm anently unused, and others only in occasional use as guest-
room s. The north w ing besides accom m odating a staff of five also found place for
tw o fam ilies of evacuees. Each fam ily had a large room  fitted w ith bunks as a
dorm itory, and a sm aller one w hich they could use as they liked. There w as a
bathroom  at their disposal upstairs, and a bathroom  and a kitchen below .

Laura m et M rs. Judd, sm all and w iry, coping cheerfully w ith com m unal life in the
country and controlling an aged grandm other and four lively children w ith brisk
efficiency. She also m et M rs. Slade, a lim p person w ith a m other-in-law, three
children and a flapper sister. The m other-in-law  w as bedridden but dynam ic, the
flapper sister as pert as they com e, the children spoiled and vociferous. M rs. Slade,
w hose husband w as at sea, yearned for Rotherhithe w ith its crow ded, noisy streets,
and confided in all and sundry that if it cam e to a choice betw een being bom bed and
having to do another w inter in the country, she w as going back and she didnôt care
w ho knew  it.

Tanis w as not disposed to linger. She took Laura dow n the back stairs,
rem arking, ñYou w onôt w ant to see the kitchen and all that sort of thing,ò and led the
w ay back to the hall.

ñYouôve seen the dining-room . A unt A gnes has a sort of office in this room
opposite. She only uses it for business. You can look in if you likeð she w onôt be
there. Itôs all filing cabinets and things like that. Too bleak.ò

They w ent through the hall to the draw ing-room .
ñYou can see the view  now, such as it is. Itôs quite good in the sum m er w hen the

roses are out, but itôs grim  at present.ò
The three w est w indow s looked upon a paved terrace w hich ran the w hole

w idth of the house. Beyond w ere rose-beds, dark against clipped green turf.
Beyond the beds there w as a w ide green law n w ith a m agnificent cedar, the w hole
enclosed by a yew  hedge, tall and black, w ith arches cut in it here and there. It w as
not the best of days for seeing a garden. The w ind had dropped. The sky w as grey.
A  m ist obscured the distant view .

Laura m oved on to the south w indow  from  w hich she and C arey had looked last
night. The w est w all of the Priory church ran level w ith the inner w all of the draw ing-
room , and the terrace turned the corner to m eet it, form ing rather a charm ing little
courtyard. Pressed into the angle betw een the church and the house, and partly built



into the latter, w as the octagon tow er running up to a pepper-pot roof topped by a
w eathercock. The ruin, seen in the daylight, w as very picturesque. The stone
traceries of the rose w indow  had by som e m iracle rem ained intact. A yellow  jasm ine
bloom ed against the w all. A cross the tow er a great cam ellia spread its shining
em erald leaves. It w as thick w ith bud. N ear the m iddle of the bush a half-expanded
flow er shone like a scarlet jew el. Laura w as enchanted. The place w as an enchanted
place. If she could only have been there aloneð

She turned reluctantly from  the w indow  and follow ed Tanis to the door through
w hich M iss Fane had m ade her entrance the night before. O pen, it disclosed an
em pty room  w ith a polished floor, w hose octagon shape show ed only on the side
tow ards the church, the right-hand side being flattened off to take the lift. O n the left
tw o archaic lancet w indow s flanked by straight crim son curtains looked into the
church, and betw een them , partly concealed by the velvet folds, w as a stout oak
door w ith a heavy iron lock and hinges.

Tanis pushed aside the curtains, turned a portentous key, and pulled the door
tow ards her. It opened w ithout a sound. Som ehow  Laura had expected the hinges
to groan and the key to grate in the lock, but there w asnôt a sound. She w as to
rem em ber that afterw ards.

She m oved, and found herself at the top of eight or nine steps leading dow n into
the church. Im m ediately she had the feeling that she had seen this place before. O nly
there w as som ething w rong about it. She ought to be standing dow n there on the
rough grass looking up at the steps. It cam e to her that she had dream ed about
standing at the bottom  of the steps, and that the dream  had frightened her.

Tanis w as saying, ñThe drop to the church is a bit of a surprise, isnôt it? But the
house is built up on a plinth to m ake room  for cellars underneath. The seventeenth
century w as great on cellars.ò

A s she spoke, the telephone bell rang. She stepped back and w ent through the
door w hich had faced them  as they cam e from  the draw ing-room , leaving it open
behind her. Laura caught a glim pse of pale, unusual panelling and sea-green curtains
ð w indow s looking to the front of the house and into the church. She stood w here
she w as, not liking to follow , and heard Tanis say in a w arm , pleased voice,

ñO h, Tim ð itôs you!ò
She m oved tow ards the draw ing-room , but before she could reach the door

Tanis w as speaking again.
ñO h, yes, youôre going to see m e. C om e over and dance tonight. W eôve got a

houseful.... Yes, of course I m ean Sylvia too. Better com e to dinner. I expect the
food w ill go round, and if itôs rabbit you w onôt know, because M rs. D ean



cam ouflages it till nobody can sw ear theyôre not eating pheasant or anything else she
likes to call it. A ctually, I believe, w eôve really got pheasant, so now  you can just
keep guessing.... W ell, youôll be over at eight?... That w ill be divine. Love to Sylvia.ò

She rang off, and found Laura in the draw ing-room .
ñH ow  tactful! But I never talk com prom ising secrets w ith the door open. That

w as Tim  M adison. H e and Sylvia are dining, and w eôll dance afterw ards. H eôs N avy
ð w aiting for a board to pass him  fit for sea again after being bom bed or torpedoed
or som ething. H eôs practically all right again. Irish, and the m ost perfect partner.ò

ñA nd Sylvia?ò
Tanis shrugged.
ñH is w ife. Thatôs the trouble w ith sailorsð they w ill m arry.ò
ñD onôt you like her?ò
Tanis laughed w ith genuine am usem ent.
ñI should adore anyone Tim  had m arried.ò
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Tanis w ent aw ay, and w ith suspicious prom ptness C arey w alked in.
ñG o and get a coat and Iôll show  you the ruins.ò
H e saw  her hesitate. She said,
ñI donôt know ð ò
ñI do. G o and get that coat. W eôve got to talk, and itôs quite a good excuse.ò
She ran upstairs feeling a little as if she w ere playing hide-and-seek. But it w as

no good, she had got to talk to C arey. Q uite as passionately as M rs. Slade she
longed to be back in London w here nobody noticed w here you w ent or w hom  you
m et.

In the passage outside her bedroom  she alm ost ran into M iss A dam s, w ho w as
em erging from  her ow n room  opposite. Stopping to apologize, she found herself
unw illingly engaged in conversation. Since C ousin Lucy quite obviously disliked her,
it w as im possible to guess w hy she should w ish to converse. It w as equally
im possible to escape.

In the cold tone w hich w as in such m arked contrast to her usual w ay of
speaking, M iss A dam s began w ith w hat m ight have been either a question or a
statem ent.

ñTanis has been taking you round the house.ò
Laura assented, and Lucy A dam s w ent on.
ñItôs a fine house, and interesting to those w ho value its associations, but of

course it is not a cheap house to run, especially now adays.ò
Laura supposed not.
ñVery expensiveð very expensive indeed. A nd m aids are so difficult to get in the

country now adays. This is m y room . I think you havenôt seen any of these room s. I
w ill show  them  to you.ò There w as a suggestion of effort in voice and m anner, as if
she had set herself an uncongenial task and m eant to carry it through.

Laura beheld a room  w hich she found distressingly pink. Victorian furniture,
grave and heavy, appeared at variance w ith rose-coloured A xm inster on the floor
and rose-coloured dam ask at the w indow s. There w as a pink bedspread w hich w as
a little out of key, and rose-flow ered china w hich rem inded her of the set in C ousin
Sophyôs guest-room . There w as som e kind of flow ered paper on the w alls, but
alm ost every inch of it w as covered by innum erable sketches, photographs, and
engravings of fam ous pictures. M illaisô H uguenot hung above the m antelpiece in a
fram e of yellow  m aple. From  it Lauraôs bew ildered eye w andered over every sort of



picture in every im aginable sort of fram e. The furniture vied w ith the w alls in
supporting photographs of every relation and friend Lucy A dam s had ever had.
A bove all there w ere pictures of Tanis as a baby, Tanis as a child, Tanis in her teens,
Tanis as a debutante, Tanis up to date.

Laura got no farther than the threshold. The room  repelled her. She m urm ured
som ething, and M iss A dam s knocked on the next door and then opened it. The tall,
thin w om an in grey w hom  she had seen for a m om ent the night before looked up
from  her fine sew ing. She had a long nose and pale bitten-in lips w ithout colour.
There w as no colour about her anyw here. The eyes she turned on Laura w ere sharp
and pale.

ñThis is your C ousin A gnesôs m aid, Perry. She has been w ith usð for forty
years, is it?ò

ñForty-one, M iss Lucy.ò
Laura cam e forw ard to shake hands, but som ehow  Perryôs hand w as not there

to shake. That appraising stare and som e slight inclination of the head w ere her lim it
of response. Laura thought of C arey w aiting below. She had a sense of tim e
prolonging itself indefinitely in this unw illing com pany.

But M iss A dam s turned to the door on the right.
ñA gnes has gone dow n, so I can show  you her room .ò
Laura felt a reluctance beyond her pow er to conceal. She hesitated, began to

say som ething, and w as caught in the tide of M iss Lucyôs offence.
ñReally, Laura! Perhaps you w ill allow  m e to know  w hat A gnes w ould w ish. But

since you are so scrupulous, I w ill tell you that she asked m e to show  you these
room s.ò

Laura coloured faintly, m urm ured som ething w hich never really got into w ords,
and follow ed a stiffly erect M iss A dam s into a room  as unlike her ow n as it w as
possible to conceiveð fine old furniture; rich, quiet colours; no fuss, no frills, no
photographs; w alls covered w ith a heavy cream  paper; m arble m antelpiece
supporting a m odern atm ospheric clock; and, hanging above it to the right and left of
the chim ney-breast, A rm oryôs portraits of Lilian Ferrers and O liver Fane.

Laura had grow n up w ith the copies, but here in the space and austere dignity of
A gnes Faneôs room  the originals rather took her breath aw ay. She felt soothed and
charm ed by their beauty, and then deeply and painfully m oved. W hat had kept the
portraits there? W as it courage, pride, stoic endurance, or the perverted instinct
w hich sets pain above pleasure and presses it hom e to the self-tortured heart? For
tw enty-tw o years O liver and Lilian had hung w here A gnes Fane m ust see them
m orning by m orning and night by night, they in their youth and strength the w orld



before them ð this w orld or anotherð lovely and pleasant in their lives and divided
for so short a tim e by death. A nd A gnes barren and a cripple, deserted and
betrayedð how  had she looked at them  through all the m ornings and evenings of
those tw enty-tw o years?

Lucy A dam sôs voice struck in coldly.
ñThey are valuable portraits, but I do not care for oil paintings in a bedroom .

They are A gnesôs property of course. They do not go w ith the house, but if you sell
the house, they w ill rem ain here. It w ould be very m uch to your advantage to accept
A gnesôs very generous offer. I hope you w ill do so.ò

Laura w as em barrassed, and under the em barrassm ent angry. C ousin Lucy had
no business to try and corner her like this. It w asnôt fair. She said in a hesitating
voice,

ñI donôt know ð I donôt thinkð please, C ousin Lucy, need w e talk about it?ò
There w as sharp offence againð very unpleasant and trying. A s soon as she

could Laura escaped.
She found C arey very im patient indeed.
ñY ouôve been hours!ò
ñC ousin Lucy caught m e.ò
H e took her to the octagon room  and dow n the steps into the ruined church,

w here the place w as rough w ith fallen m asonry, but up the m iddle of w hat had been
the nave there w as a clear grassy path. A s they w alked on it together Laura thought,
ñItôs w hat I dream t last nightð C arey and I w alking up the aisle to be m arried.ò She
said quickly,

ñI dream t about us last night. W e w ere being m arriedð here. O nly I w as in m y
black lace dress and m y C hinese shaw l.ò

ñIôd love you to be m arried in that.ò
She laughed.
ñIôm  afraid it w ouldnôt do.ò
ñLaura, w hen w ill you m arry m e?ò
She looked up, and dow n again. Som ething in his voice had shaken her heart.

She said,
ñY ou donôt know  m e.ò
ñI love you.ò
ñBut you donôt know  m e, C arey.ò
She w as looking up at him  again, letting him  see w hat w as in her eyes and

reading love, am usem ent, tenderness in his.
ñD onôt I, m y sw eet? I think I do. Shall I tell you w hat I knew  after half an hour



at the Luxe? I knew  that you w ere kind, honest, and justð dreadfully honest,
scrupulously just. I knew  that you w ere very, very sw eet, and I w ondered if you
w ere going to be sw eet to m e. I knew  that you couldnôt tell a lie to save your life, or
act one that w ould deceive a m onth-old baby. You didnôt talk very m uch, but you
thought quite a lot. The things you w ere thinking show ed in your face and in your
eyes. Itôs the nicest w ay of talking I know . W hen are you going to m arry m e?ò

She said very soberly, ñI donôt know.ò A nd then, ñTanis cam e to m y room  last
night. She said she w ould tell C ousin A gnes that she w asnôt engaged to you and
never had been, if I w ould prom ise not to sell the house.ò

C arey w histled.
ñN ot to sell it?ò
Laura nodded.
ñShe doesnôt w ant it. She doesnôt w ant to live here. Sheôd rather have the

tw elve thousand pounds. She said so.ò
ñJust w hat did she say?ò
Laura told him . W hen she had finished, he said,
ñW ell, itôs not really very surprising. I can see her point of view  all right. This

place is all very w ell as a background w ith M iss Fane to run it. Itôs no bother to
Tanisð she can com e dow n w henever she likes, bring a party w henever she
chooses. But she doesnôt w ant to m ake it her life w ork. She w ants to go to
H ollyw ood.ò

Laura looked unhappy.
ñI donôt know  w hat to do. I canôt bear m aking a bargain w ith her behind C ousin

A gnesôs back.ò
ñN oð I see. But nobodyôs going to m ake Tanis live here if she doesnôt w ant to.

Sheôd sell the place as soon as M iss Fane w as gone.ò
Laura said, ñI donôt know  w hat to do. I w ish I had never com e here.ò
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W hen Laura had left her, Lucy A dam s rem ained in her cousinôs bedroom . She
w as looking up at the portraits, w hen the door from  the dressing-room  w as pushed
open and Perry stalked in. She cam e up close and said in an angry w hisper,

ñW ell, w hat did I tell you, M iss Lucy? Sheôs not a Fane for nothing, nor a
Ferrers neitherð not in her looks nor in her w ays! óSheôll be glad enough to sell the
houseô w as w hat you said to m e. A nd w hat did I say to you, M iss Lucy? óFanes
isnôt as easy as that,ô thatôs w hat I said and you canôt get aw ay from  it. A nd I
havenôt lived w ith them  going on forty-one years w ithout know ing. óD onôt you count
no chickens, M iss Lucy,ô I said, óor m aybe you w onôt hatch none.ô A nd now  there
isnôt any m aybe about it. She w onôt sell, and youôd best be m aking up your m ind to
it.ò

ñShe didnôt say that she w ouldnôt sell,ò said Lucy A dam s in a vacillating tone.
Perryôs long nose tw itched in a sniff.
ñShe didnôt say that pigs w ouldnôt fly neither. Thereôs things that donôt need

saying. She didnôt say she w ouldnôt sell. óN eed w e talk about it, C ousin Lucy?ôð
thatôs w hat she said, as I couldnôt help hearing, seeing youôd left the door on the jar
ð and I donôt know  w hat m ore you w ant than that. Them  thatôs w illing to sell is
w illing to talk.ò

ñO h, I donôt know .ò
ñYou can put w onôt for donôt, M iss Lucy. Thereôs none so deaf as those that

w onôt hear. W eôd best m ake up our m inds to it, and be ready to turn out w hen M iss
Laura gives the w ord.ò She stalked out of the room  w ithout w aiting for an answ er.

A bout ten m inutes later M iss A dam s, w ho had returned to her ow n bedroom ,
heard a very perfunctory knock w hich w as im m ediately follow ed by the entrance of
Perry, in a state of repressed trium ph.

ñIf I could trouble you, M iss Lucyð ò
Lucy A dam s w as startled and annoyed. She had been caught w ith her front off,

and Perry had eyes like gim lets. From  now  on every tim e Perry looked at her she
w ould be seeing, not the decorous auburn w aves, but the sadly w idened parting
w hich they concealed.

ñW hat is it, Perry?ò
ñW ell m ay you ask! Seeingôs believing, and w hen youôve seen w ith your ow n

eyes w hat Iôve seen, perhaps youôll believe m e. W hen M iss A gnes told m e she w as
asking M iss Laura to com e dow n here, I said to her then, óM iss A gnes,ô I said,



ów ho brought the trouble into this houseð M iss Lilian Ferrers. A nd if you ask M iss
Lilianôs daughter here, itôs m y belief youôll be asking trouble again.ôò

M iss A dam s fixed her front w ith a couple of hasty pins, and said in a fluttered
voice w hich she tried to m ake repressive,

ñW hat is it? Really, Perry, you startled m e very m uch.ò
Perry stood aside from  the door.
ñYou com e w ith m e, M iss Lucy, and youôll see for yourself. N obodyôs ever

called m e a tell-tale yet, but seeingôs believing. If youôll just step into the octagon
room ð ò

They cam e into it together, Perry a step behind. Like the room  dow nstairs it w as
em pty of furniture, w ith a bare floor and the lift on the inner side, but instead of the
oak door and the lancet w indow s of the ground floor there w as one large recessed
w indow  w ith a deep w indow -seat cushioned in red dam ask to m atch the curtains.

ñLook for yourself, M iss Lucy!ò
Lucy A dam s cam e up to the w indow  and looked out. W hat she saw  had been

fam iliar to her all her life. The w hole length of the ruined church lay before her, but
about a third of the w ay up the nave C arey D esborough w as standing w ith Laura
Fane. They stood by a broken pillar w ith the grass under their feet and the grey sky
overhead. They w ere not speaking. They w ere not standing very near together. They
w ere looking at one another. A nd if they had been strained heart to heart, lips
m eeting in som e ardent kiss, their love could not have been m ore plainly show n. It
w as there as a presence, as a fact. It flow ed from  them  and surrounded them . It w as
in the look that each had for the other. It w as tenderness, confidence, passionate
gladness, a w ellspring of hope. There w as no need of w ord, or touch, or kiss.

Perry said w ith that note of austere trium ph,
ñYou can see for yourself, M iss Lucy. M iss Lilian all over againð thatôs w hat

she isð ò
A faint fam iliar sound checked the w ords upon her lips. She turned, stepped

back a pace. Lucy A dam s turned too, w ith the hurried m ovem ent of a child caught
doing som e forbidden thing.

The sound w as the sound of the lift gate opening. A gnes Faneôs chair cam e out.
She drove it straight to the w indow, passing betw een her cousin and her m aid
w ithout a look at either of them . Sitting there, controlled and upright w ith a crim son
leather cushion at her back, she could see w hat they had seen. C arey and Laura had
not m oved. The tranced m om ent held them .

A gnes Fane looked for as long as you m ight draw  a breath. Lucy A dam s held
hers. H er face tw itched and she put up her hand to it. But A gnes Fane show ed



nothing at all. She looked, and then she put her chair into reverse and, turning, w ent
through the open door, across the passage, and into her ow n room .
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In the late afternoon as the dusk began to fall, Laura escaped to the garden and
w alked there. She had a longing to be in the cold air and to be alone, and she had a
fancy to w alk just once, just by herself, in this place w hich had belonged to so m any
Fanes and now  w as hers. She could not feelð she w ondered if she w ould ever feel
ð that the house belonged to her. It w as full of alien thoughts, alien livesð thoughts
w hich rejected her, and lives in w hich she had no part. But a garden w as different. It
slept its January sleep, but its thoughts and dream s w ere its ow n. They belonged to
som ething older than A gnes Faneð older than any of the Fanes w ho had w alked
here, touched its surface w ith their w him s, and passed aw ay. She thought there m ight
be som ething for her in the garden if she looked for it.

She found grass that w as green in a sheltered spot about a sundial scarred w ith
lichen. She could not read w hat w as w ritten on the dial. The w ords had lapsed into
the dum b stone again. She found snow drops in a drift under a leafless tree. It w as
cold. She w ent bare-headed w ith a coat over her green dress. She found a holly
clipped to the shape of a peacock. She found great trees, and thought w hat they
m ust look like in their sum m er green.

She w as on a path w hich tw isted through the heart of a shrubbery set w ith
rhododendron, holly, and all m anner of trees and bushes that w ould be sheeted w ith
bloom  in the springð syringa, lilac, thorn, laburnum , currant, forsythiað w hen at a
turn of the path she cam e suddenly upon the sound of voices. There w as a m anôs
racking sob, and then Petra speaking in a tone m uted to utter tenderness.

ñO h, m y darlingð do you love her so m uch?ò
For the m om ent Laura w as too startled to m ove. She could not see w here Petra

w as. She could only guess that she and A listair m ust be som ew here in the shrubbery,
and it w as certain that they thought they w ere alone. She cam e back from  her
shocked m om ent and turned to go. A listairôs voice follow ed her, suddenly loud.

ñSom etim es I think I hate her!ò
She put her fingers to her ears and ran breathlessly back along the path until it

cleared the trees.
It w as w hen she had gone up to dress for dinner that Petra knocked at the door

and cam e in.
ñW as it you?ò she said w ithout any prelim inaries. ñIn the shrubberyð just before

tea?ò
She had been gay and vivacious dow nstairs. N ow  she looked pale and



determ ined.
Laura said, ñY es.ò
Petraôs face relaxed.
ñI thought it w as, but I couldnôt be sure. I didnôt think anyone else w ould have

run aw ay. H ow  m uch did you hear?ò
Laura answ ered quite sim ply.
ñI heard you ask him  if he loved her so m uch, and I heard him  say som etim es he

hated her. Then I put m y fingers in m y ears and ran. Iôm  terribly sorry, Petrað I
didnôt m ean to listen.ò

Petra sm iled. It w as just a flash, there and gone again.
ñI donôt m ind you. Itôs better w hen som eone know s.ò
Laura hesitated. Then she said,
ñD o you w ant to talk about it?ò
Petra nodded.
ñY esð it helpsð if itôs the right person.ò
Laura opened her lips to speak, and then shut them  again.
Petra laughed at her.
ñG o onð say it!ò
Laura said it.
ñA listair said heð hated her som etim es. But he is alw ays saying how  m arvellous

she is.ò
The red sprang vividly into Petraôs cheeksð red flam es, and her eyes very bright

above them .
ñD onôt you see, heôs got to think her m arvellous, or heôs sunk. H e m inds about

m eð about hurting m eð about our engagem ent, and the w ay heôs behaving. H e
canôt just do it and not care. H e m inds dreadfully. So heôs got to think how
w onderful and m arvellous and beautiful she is, or else thereôs nothing left. A nd
som etim es he canôt hold on to it, and then Iôve got to be thereð Iôve got to. It isnôt
because I canôt take it, or because Iôm  trying to keep him ð itôs for him . She does
som ething to m enð they go crazyð som ething gets w renched, tw isted.ò She w as
very pale again, her voice low  and rapid, her eyes on Lauraôs face. ñLaura,
som etim es Iôm  frightened of w hat he m ight doð ò The last w ord failed as if her
breath had failed. Then w ith a sudden flashing change she flung her arm s round
Lauraôs neck and gave her a light, laughing kiss. ñY ouôre nice!ò she said, and ran out
of the room .
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Petra cam e in in her scarlet frock, and the tw o girls w ent dow n together.
ñIôm  glad youôre w earing the sam e dress again too. But it w ouldnôt really m atter

w hat either of us w ore, because Tanis w ould m ake it look like som ething off a
bargain counter anyhow .ò

Laura considered the gay little figure and laughed.
ñIt w ould be a m arvellous bargain counter.ò
ñSoothing syrup! Itôs all very w ell for you, w ith that lovely C hinese shaw l. But

you w aitð Tanis w ill go all out tonight. The M adisons are com ing.ò
ñY es, she told m e about them .ò
Petraôs voice sharpened.
ñD id she tell you she w as sm ashing up their m arriage, and that Sylvia is pretty

w ell off her head w ith jealousy, poor kid?ò
ñN o.ò
The M adisons arrived early. They cam e into a room  w hich contained neither

Tanis nor A gnes Fane. They seem ed to know  the M axw ells and C arey D esborough
very w ell. Laura w as the only stranger. By the tim e Petra had explained her M iss
Fane w as m aking her entrance, very fine indeed in ruby velvet w ith the tw inkling
earrings, and a great ruby and diam ond jew el at her breast.

Laura had tim e to consider the M adisons. She saw  a stocky m an w ith a sailorôs
w alk, a hot blue eye, and a perfect conflagration of red hair. H e hadnôt a tenth of
A listair M axw ellôs good looks, but w hen he cam e into the room  som ething cam e in
w ith him ð som ething daring, resourceful, stick-at-nothing. The nearest Laura got to
it w as, ñH e looks like a pirate.ò The little Sylvia w as quite eclipsed. She w as young,
and she had no m anner to cover her obvious unhappiness. She had been pretty in a
blond, fragile w ay, and she w ould be pretty again w hen she w as happy again. H er
looks w ere not of the kind to stand a strain. She w ore a pale blue dress w hich w as
neither sm art nor very w ell cut. The colour, w hich had once been flattering, now
em phasized a pallor w hich she had done nothing to m itigate.

Lauraôs eye, travelling from  her to Petra N orth, approved her defiant scarlet and
the m ake-up w hich accom panied it. If you m ust w ear the w illow, it is better to carry
it gallantly.

Tanis Lyle cam e in. She w ore a w hite chiffon frock. It w as of a breath-taking
sim plicity, and, as Petra m urm ured, it had probably cost the earth. It w as a young
girlôs dress. Tanis, w earing it, w as a young girl again, her hair in sim pler w aves, a



string of pearls her only ornam ent. They w ere all to rem em ber her like that.
She cam e sm iling to the M adisons, laid a caressing touch on Sylviaôs shoulder,

and bent to kiss a pale averted cheek. Laura had never seen her kiss anyone before.
It w ent through her m ind as sharply as a knife that the kiss w as a w eapon, as surely
as the knife w ould itself have been. The hand, w ith its em erald and diam ond ring,
stayed for a m om ent w here it had rested. In that m om ent Tanis raised her eyes to
m eet Tim  M adisonôs.

Laura felt rather than saw  the spark w hich leapt betw een them . She w anted to
do som ething, say som ething. But it w as the entry of Lucy A dam s w hich broke the
tension. Flushed w ith hurry, on the edge of being late, clanking w ith chains, bangles
and assorted brooches, she plunged into the m idst of the situation w ithout the
slightest idea that it existed.

ñH ow  do you do, Sylvia? A re you quite w ell? Youôre looking dreadfully pale.
You should drink m ore m ilk and go to bed early. You really look quite run dow n.
Sheôs quite lost her colourð hasnôt she, Tanis? M r. M adison, you should m ake her
go to bed quite early, and she should have a cup of m ilk at eleven, and another the
last thing. You m ustnôt let her lose her colour, you know. I rem em ber it w as the first
thing I noticed about her w hen she cam e here.ò

The gong sounded in the hall as M iss Silver m ade a com posed and unhurried
entrance, knitting-bag in hand.

A fter dinner they rolled up the rugs and danced in the draw ing-room . Tanis had
all the latest records, and the floor w as good. Laura danced w ith C arey. Tom orrow
she w ould be gone. A ll day long she had been counting the hours, but now  for a little
w hile in C areyôs arm s she could have w ished them  to stand still. She said in an
alm ost soundless voice,

ñIôm  going back to C ousin Sophy tom orrow .ò
ñIôll drive you up.ò
ñBetter not.ò
ñIôll drive you and Petra then.ò
Laura nodded.
ñThat m ight do.ò
Tanis danced w ith Tim  M adison. Three dancesð then one w ith C arey. A nd then

Tim  M adison again. C arey, w ith Sylvia M adison, saw  M iss Fane look up and frow n,
then back to her gam e of chess again. M iss Silver had finished her babyôs vest and
w as starting another. A listair and Petra had disappeared. Laura w as dancing w ith
Robin, w hom  she liked very m uch. They w ere laughing.

Sylvia said in a sm all, tired voice,



ñI didnôt w ant to com e. H e m ade m e.ò
ñW ould you rather not dance? W e can go and sit out som ew here if you like.ò
She shook her head.
ñIt w ouldnôt be any goodð I should go on seeing them . I do, nearly all the tim e,

you know. I think itôs w orse w hen it isnôt real, because then I feel as if Iôm  going
queer in the head. D o you think I am ?ò

ñN oð of course not.ò
ñSom etim es I think I m ust be. I hear them  talkingð w hen Iôm  quite alone. Thatôs

w hy I cam e tonight. Itôs better than being alone.ò
C arey w as desperately sorry for her. H e said very kindly,
ñIt w onôt last, you know ð itôs just a flare-up. Stick it out. She doesnôt really

w ant him .ò
They w ere m oving to the rhythm  of the dance. H er next w ords cam e on a faint

fluttered breath.
ñH e com es up hereð to see herð at nightð ò
ñN onsense!ò
ñN oð itôs true. N ot last night, because I w ouldnôt go to bed. H e w anted m e to,

and I w ouldnôt. W e had a dreadful row. Thatôs w hy Iôm  so tired. It kills m e to have
row s w ith Tim . I shall go to bed tonight, and heôll com e up here to her.ò H er thread
of a voice had taken on a kind of dream y finality. She m ight have been talking in her
sleep.

ñM y dear girl, youôre all in. G et him  to take you hom e early, and go off to bed
w ith the cup of hot m ilk M iss A dam s w as prescribing.ò

Sylvia said faintly,
ñW e w onôt talk about it any m ore. C an you think of som ething to say? Tim ôs

looking at us. I donôt w ant him  to be angry. I get frightened.ò
C arey began to tell her about Laura.
ñThe place belongs to her, but I donôt suppose sheôll ever live here. Itôs too big.

This sort of house w as out of date after the last w ar, and w hen this w arôs over w eôll
all be doing quite different things and living quite different lives. The old-country-
house tradition has been dead for a generation. Thereôs nothing left of it except a
ghost or tw o. Laurað ò

H is voice changed on her nam e, and Sylvia caught him  up.
ñLaurað are you in love w ith her?ò
H is face changed too, softening, breaking into a sm ile as he nodded.
ñD ead secret. D onôt tell anyone.ò
She looked up at him , her blue eyes suddenly w et.



ñYouôve got aw ay. Iôm  glad.ò
It w as a little after this that A listair cam e back into the room  alone. H e had the

look of a m an under a heavy strain. Even to Lauraôs inexperience it w as obvious that
he had been drinking, but instead of being flushed he w as exceedingly pale. H e
w alked straight up to w here Tanis w as standing w ith Tim  M adison and said in a
voice w hich anyone could hear,

ñW hen are you going to dance w ith m e?ò
She gave him  a fleeting glance, green and bright betw een black lashes.
ñY ou havenôt asked m e.ò
H e said, ñThatôs a lie!ò A nd then, ñIôm  asking you now .ò
H er fingers closed about Tim  M adisonôs w rist. She said ñN o!ò to him  in an

em phatic undertone. A nd then, w ith her sw eetest sm ile, she said it to A listair,
ñN o, thank you, darling.ò
Just for the m om ent the thing hung in the balanceð it m ight blow  up, or it m ight

not.
The m om ent passed. A listair turned and w ent out of the room , w alking as if he

w ere drunk. Betw een the opening and the shutting of the door Laura, at an angle to
it, caught a glim pse of Petraôs scarlet in the hall beyond. The door shut heavily.

A s Robin M axw ell put on another record, M iss Fane caught C arey
D esboroughôs eye and beckoned im periously. H e cam e round to the far side of her
chair betw een her and the fire, because M iss Silver w as on the nearer side. She
turned, and as he bent tow ards her she said, not w hispering but low  and deep,

ñH ave you and Tanis quarrelled?ò
C arey sm iled.
ñW hat m akes you think so? I w as dancing w ith her just now .ò
ñO nce,ò said A gnes Fane. Then, w ith a further drop of the voice, ñYou should

be dancing w ith her now. M r. M adison never leaves her alone. H eôs m aking her
conspicuous. G o and get her aw ay from  him ! W ho are you dancing w ith?ò

H e thought, ñShe know s perfectly w ell.ò
H is hand had been at Lauraôs w aist and the m usic starting w hen she beckoned

him .
H e said, ñLaura,ò and felt the dark eyes searching him .
ñY ouôre very friendly w ith her all of a sudden.ò
H e said, ñY es.ò
The dark eyes held his. They w ere stern. H e felt a fixity of purpose, an

inescapable w ill.
H e w as dism issed.



H e danced w ith Laura, and w as solaced. They m oved to m usic w hich w as in
their hearts. The m om ent w as a brief, enchanted one.

H e danced w ith Tanis, and w as at once aw are of a change w hich took him  a
long w ay back in tim e, and a longer still in m ood. That hers w as heightened,
quickened, w as plainly to be seen. She had an air of victorious expectancy. It w as
not for him ð he knew  that w ith reliefð but it brought a return of her old sm iles and
glances, a softening of the voice. If he had not been in love w ith Laura he m ight have
been in danger. H er hand pressed his. She said,

ñY ouôre not angry w ith m e? W eôre friends?ò
C arey laughed.
ñExcellent friends. Thatôs w hat youôve got to tell your A unt A gnes.ò
She nodded.
ñYes, of course. W e m ustnôt quarrel, m ust w e? W eôve had good tim esð letôs

rem em ber them . But, darlingð you w onôt let Laura stick m e w ith this place, w ill
you? Sheôll listen to you. Iôd die if I w as tied up here, or else Iôd bust the w hole
place w ide open w ith som e frightful scandal.ò

ñY ouôre doing that now .ò
She looked up, vividly am used.
ñI know. Itôs m arvellous, isnôt it? But thatôs just w hat I m eanð you dance three

tim es w ith a m an and youôre dam ned, in a place like this.ò
ñThree tim esð ò H e sm iled agreeably.
That pleased her too. H e thought to him self, ñG ood lordð has she gone off the

deep end about the fellow ?ò
She said in a m elting voice, ñPoor Tim ! Thereôs nothing in it, you know ð just

Irish firew orks. Too am usingð w hile it lastsð ò H er voice w ent suddenly dow n and
aw ay.

The m usic stopped. She stood leaning against him , her hand still on his arm , and
shivered.

C arey said, ñC old?ò
H er fingers tightened and clung, then let go. She stepped back, sm iling and

shaking her head.
ñSom ebody w alking over m y grave,ò she said.
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The evening ended. A listair had not returned. Petra cam e back to the draw ing-
room  about tw enty m inutes after Laura had seen her in the hall. She stood for a
m om ent w ith C arey and Laura, and said lightly,

ñA listairôs w alking it off. H eôll com e back like a lam b. H ow  bad w as it? D id he
m ake a scene?ò

C arey said, ñIt m ight have been w orse. H e called Tanis a liar, and m arched out
of the room  w hen she w ouldnôt dance w ith him . I donôt think M iss Fane heard w hat
he said.ò

ñSom eoneôs bound to tell her,ò said Petra briefly. ñLetôs look on the bright side.
Theyôve had som e aw ful row, and heôs fit to cut her throat. Perhaps they w onôt
m ake it up.ò She gave a sm all forced laugh and added, ñW hat a hope!ò

The M adisons m ade their farew ells and w ent out into a cold, w indy night.
ñBlow ing up for rain, but it w onôt com e before m orning,ò w as Tim  M adisonôs
com m ent as a sw irling gust cam e in at the open lobby door. H e took Sylvia by the
arm , and they w ent off together to w alk the quarter of a m ile betw een the Priory and
their cottage.

By ones and tw os the others said goodnight and w ent upstairs, Robin M axw ell
last, w ith A listair, w ho w alked in w ithout explanation or apology at a little after one.
The house quieted. There w ere no sounds except the w ind like a rising tide com ing
out of the distance and thundering by, rocking the straining trees, beating against the
ruined church, dying to a m oan, and then hurling itself against the house in som e
trem endous gust of sound.

Laura slept, her last w aking thought relief because the visit w as over. She w ould
look back on it and rem em ber only that C arey and she had found each other. A nd
everything elseð the strain, the old cousins disliking her, Tanisð w ould all be
forgotten. She did not know  that they w ould never be forgotten by her, by C arey, or
by anyone else.

She w oke som e tim e late in the night, com ing suddenly broad aw ake, and
rem em bering that she had left her C hinese shaw l dow nstairs. It seem ed so odd to
w ake up like that and rem em ber it, w hen she had not thought about it at all before
she w ent to sleep. She had com e upstairs w ith Petra, but they had not talked. She
had undressed, and got into bed, and gone to sleep w ithout ever rem em bering the
shaw l. A nd now  it filled her m ind, urgently and to the exclusion of everything else.
She thought, ñH ow  sillyð but I shanôt go to sleep again unless I go dow n for it.ò



She got out of bed w ithout putting on a light, because the curtain w as draw n
back from  a partly opened w indow. It blew  in the w ind, the casem ent creaked. But
the thunderous gusts had ceased. The gale had passed. There w as no m ore now
than a high w ind blow ing. She found her dressing-gow n and slippers, put them  on,
and cam e out into the corridor. A  light burned dim ly at the far end.

Laura w ent the other w ay, tow ards the stairs, holding the banister rail and feeling
before her w ith a slippered foot. O nce round the turn, there w as a glim m er of light
from  the hall.

She considered w here the shaw l m ight be. The draw ing-room  ... no ... she had
had it after they all cam e out of the draw ing-room , because she rem em bered Robin
looking at it and saying som ething about one of the em broidered butterflies. H e w as
keen on butterflies and he knew  this oneôs nam e. W ell, if she had had it in the hall,
w hy hadnôt she taken it upstairs? It cam e to her that she had left Robin standing
beside the new el, turning the em broidery this w ay and that, butterfly hunting, w hilst
she said goodnight to Lucy A dam s and M iss Silver. A nd then Petra had caught her
by the arm  w ith a quick ñC om e along, Laura!ò and she had gone up w ithout giving
another thought to the shaw l, because she w as afraid that Petra had suddenly com e
to the end of w hat she could bearð ghastly under m ake-up, and her hand shaking on
Lauraôs arm . The shaw l just w ent right out of her m ind.

A nd now  she could think of nothing else. She thought how  odd that w as. But
w hen she cam e to the new el w here Robin had stood, the shaw l w asnôt there. It
w asnôt anyw here in the hall. She sw itched on the lights and looked everyw here. It
w asnôt in the hall, and it w asnôt in the draw ing-room . Robin m ust have put it
som ew here. H e m ight have taken it upstairs. She began to feel rather silly, hunting
for a shaw l in the dead end of the night, and quite sure that it w ouldnôt go dow n at all
w ell w ith C ousin A gnes and C ousin Lucy.

She sw itched off the lights and began to clim b the stairs. The big hall clock
struck three. She regained her ow n room  w ith relief.

There is som ething strange about being the only person aw ake in a sleeping
house. It is all right if you are in your ow n room , but to go out and w ander in
untenanted places w hilst those to w hom  they belong are w ithdraw n in sleep is the
loneliest thing in the w orld.

She stood inside her door and closed it softly. Standing there in the dark for a
m om ent before she turned aw ay, there cam e to her, faint but unm istakable, the
sound of another closing door.
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A t tw enty m inutes past eight next m orning D ean, the butler, cam e out of the
north w ing and entered first the dining-room  and then M iss Faneôs study in order to
draw  the curtains and adm it the slow, cold beginning of the day. It w as still so dark
that he sw itched on the dining-room  light and left it burning. The actual m om ent w hen
the black-out regulations allow ed of an uncurtained light w as 8.24. H e considered
that sum m er tim e extended to the w inter w as doubtless of use to people in tow ns
w ho hoped to get hom e before the nightly air-raids began, but that it w as very
inconvenient not to be able to open up the house before pretty near half past eight.

C ontinuing on his w ay, he cam e to the hall. H e crossed it and opened the door
of M iss Lyleôs sitting-room , sw itching on the light as he did so. The room  sprang into
view, the w ide w indow  facing him  and the tw o other w indow s w hich looked
tow ards the front of the house all curtained in pale silvery green. The heavy folds
hung straight still. But from  som ew here there w as a cold w ind blow ing, and it didnôt
take him  m ore than a m om ent to tell w here it w as com ing from . The door to the
octagon room  stood in at an angle, and through the half open doorw ay the w ind w as
blow ing.

It w as at this m om ent that D ean becam e alarm ed. Because there oughtnôt to
have been anything open in the octagon room . The w indow s had been closed all
day, and the door had been locked w hen he m ade his round after M r. and M rs.
M adison had gone and M r. A listair had com e in. W ith the idea of burglars in his
m ind, he cast an anxious glance about the room , and noticed that the top draw er of
M iss Lyleôs bureau had been pulled out. H e w ent over to look at it and saw,
tum bled into the corner upon a pile of letters, a sm all autom atic pistol. H e considered
it to be the pistol w hich M r. H azelton had so carelessly fired off in the hall the other
night, breaking a sconce w hich w as going to be very difficult to replace. D runk, of
course, but that w asnôt any excuse for frightening ladies and destroying property. A s
he had told M rs. D ean at the tim e, ñIf a gentlem an canôt behave like a gentlem an
w hen heôs drunk, w ell, to m y w ay of thinking heôs no real gentlem an at all.ò

H e frow ned at the pistol and thought M iss Tanis w as a bit too casual, leaving
firearm s about like that. Suppose thereôd been a burglar, or one of those G erm an
parachutistsð w ell, she w as m aking them  a present of it, as you m ight say.

H e left the curtains and w ent through into the octagon room . The w ind m et him .
The door to the church stood w ide. The grey daylight cam e in, and that cold w ind
blow ing. H e stood at the top of the steps and looked dow n. Som ething w as lying



there. The steps ran dow n to the angle betw een the house and the w est w all. The
shadow  m ade it difficult to seeð it w as still nearly half an hour before sunriseð but
som ething w as lying there. N o, som eone. A w om an. H e began to feel cold and a
little sick.

H e w ent dow n the steps, going slow ly because he w as afraidð only going at all
because it w as his duty, and he had alw ays tried to do his duty.

H e cam e to the floor of the church.... Yes, it w as a w om an. It w as M iss Tanis,
and he thought she w as dead. She w as w earing those black pyjam as w hich had
alw ays rather shocked his sense of w hat w as right and befitting in a young lady, and
her black dressing-gow n over them , and she w as lying on her face w ith her right arm
flung out as if she had pitched forw ard off the steps.

H is m ind felt stupid and stiff. It w ent through it to w onder w hether she had
w alked in her sleep, and so fallen. H e w ondered w hether she had broken her neck.

A nd then he saw  the hole. A sm all round hole in the silk of her coat a little below
the left shoulder-blade. Everything inside him  seem ed to turn over. H e w ent dow n on
his knees because they w ere giving w ay, but after a m om ent he reached for the out-
flung hand and lifted it and felt the w rist for the pulse w hich he knew  very w ell w ould
not be there. A s soon as he touched her he knew  that it w ould not be there.

H e laid the hand back on the grass and got stiffly to his feet. H is duty sustained
him . It w as his duty to notify the police that M iss Tanis Lyle had been m urdered, and
w hen he had done that, to break the new s to the household.

H e w ent back up the steps into Tanis Lyleôs sitting-room  and rang up the
Ledlington police.
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The first stunning shock w as over. The dreadful routine w hich w aits on m urder
ran its accustom ed course. Police surgeon, fingerprint expert, official photographer
played their parts and w ent aw ay. Finally, all that w as left of Tanis Lyle w ent aw ay
too, in an am bulance.

The Superintendent from  Ledlington, Randal M arch, sat in M iss Faneôs study
checking over the statem ents w hich he and Sergeant Stebbins had been taking. H e
w as a tall, good-looking m an in his m iddle thirties, w ith a pleasant cultivated voice
and a m anner in w hich authority w as agreeably veiled. The eyes, the line of the jaw,
the set of the head, asserted its presence, but the pleasant veil w as thereð for as
long as he desired it to rem ain.

M iss M aud Silver, entering the room , w as very w arm ly received. She addressed
the Superintendent, to Sergeant Stebbinsôs edification, as ñM y D ear Randal,ò and
enquired affectionately after his m other and his sisters. In fact com plim ents w ere
exchanged. Sergeant Stebbins w as sent to interview  evacuees w ho m ight possibly
have heard the shot, and M iss Silver took a chair.

In the days w hen she w as a governess she had been governess to Randal M arch
and his sisters. H er friendship w ith the fam ily had been m aintained. Som e three years
previously Randal M arch had had to confess that he ow ed his life to her skill and
acum en in the rather horrible case of the poisoned caterpillars. A nd they had been
very closely associated in the autum n of ô39 over the m ysterious Jerningham  affair.
But in spite of these up-to-date contacts his first sight of M iss M aud Silver invariably
carried him  back to the days w hen she w as the unquestioned dispenser of law  and
know ledge to an inky little boy w ith a m arked distaste for acquiring inform ation or
for doing w hat he w as told. In spite of this distaste he had learned and he had
obeyed. Respect for M iss Silver had entered into his soul. H e found it there still.

A s she took her seat and extracted som e pink knitting from  a brightly flow ered
w ork-bag, he reflected that the years w hich had m ade him  a superintendent of police
in a country tow n had apparently left her quite unchanged. She m ust have been m uch
younger in those old schoolroom  days, but she had not seem ed any younger to him
then than she did now. She had alw ays been terrifyingly intelligent, conscientious,
sincere, religious, dow dy, and prim . She retained a pristine passion for knitting, and
for the poetry of A lfred, Lord Tennyson, and his contem poraries. She w as a
perfectly kind and just hum an being and a rem arkably good detective.

W ith a m ind hovering betw een old and w ell-m erited respect and an am usem ent



w hich in no w ay detracted from  it, he sat back in his chair and responded to
enquiries about his fam ily.

ñM argaret is in Palestine w ith her husband. She m anaged to get out there at the
tail end of ô39. The little girl is w ith m y m other.ò

M iss Silver nodded.
ñShe is very like M argaret. M rs. M arch kindly sent m e som e snapshots.ò
ñA nd Isobel has joined the A .T.S. In fact you m ay say that I am  the only

m em ber of the fam ily w ho is not in the A rm y.ò
M iss Silver coughed in slight reproof.
ñThe enforcem ent of law  at hom e m ay, I think, be considered quite as im portant

to our w ar effort as anything that Isobel or M argaret m ay be able to do,ò she
rem arked. Then, changing the subject briskly, ñThis is a terrible affair. I am  very glad
to have an opportunity of talking to you.ò

ñA nd I to you. I have m ost of the statem ents now, and I should be glad to know
how  they strike you.ò

M iss Silver knitted in silence for a m inute. Then she said,
ñI w as sorry to m iss you the other m orning w hen I w as in Ledlington. The note I

left for you inform ed you that I w as staying at the Priory. I think I m ust now  tell you
that I am  here professionally.ò

ñW hat?ò
In that faraw ay schoolroom  M iss Silver w ould have reproved this unadorned

ejaculation. She let it pass.
ñThis is of course in confidence. M iss Fane w ould not w ish it to be know n.ò
Randal M arch looked concerned.
ñBut Iôm  afraid I m ust ask youð ò
ñO h, yesð I w as about to explain. Lucy A dam s is an old schoolfellow  of m ine. I

used to visit here w hen I w as a young girl, but after I had entered the scholastic
profession m y tim e w as so m uch occupied, and m y interests so very different from
Lucyôs, that the acquaintanceð it w as hardly a friendshipð faded aw ay. W e had m et
no m ore than a dozen tim es, I suppose, in the last thirty years w hen I cam e dow n to
stay w ith dear Lisle Jerningham  and she very kindly asked Lucy to tea. Lucy
appeared to be m uch interested in m y change of profession, and later that evening I
w as rung up by M iss Fane. She asked m e to com e over and see her, w hich I did
next dayð there is quite a convenient bus. She told m e that sm all thefts of m oney
had been taking place in the house, and that suspicion w as being cast upon the
evacuee fam ilies she had taken in. She w as extrem ely anxious that the m atter should
be cleared up. She asked m e w hether I w ould undertake it professionally. I did so.ò



Randal M arch sm iled.
ñA nd solved the problem ?ò
M iss Silver said, ñY es,ò in rather a grave tone of voice.
H e looked at her shrew dly.
ñN ot one of the evacuees then?ò
She shook her head.
ñO h dear, no.ò
H e w as conscious of a rising interest.
ñA re you going to tell m e w ho it w as?ò
She laid dow n her knitting for a m om ent and looked at him .
ñI think so, Randalð I think I m ust. But it is for your inform ation only.ò
ñW hat do you m ean by that?ò
ñI m ean that you are not to m ake a police court case of itð it is not to be dealt

w ith in that w ay. If there had not been a m urder in the house, I should not have
m entioned it, but after w hat has happened I do not feel justified in w ithholding any
inform ation how ever rem ote.ò

H e said, ñYouôre quite right. You had better tell m e. I w onôt use the inform ation
unless it bears upon the m urder. W ho is the thief?ò

M iss Silver got up and w ent to the door. A s she opened it, M iss Faneôs m aid,
Perry, w ent past, carrying a sm all tray. The sm ell of coffee floated in. Randal M arch
saw  the tall, stiff figure in grey go by.

M iss Silver closed the door and cam e back to her seat. In a very m uch low ered
tone she said,

ñPerry.ò
ñY ou m ean that that w as Perry w ho w ent by? M iss Faneôs m aid, isnôt she?ò
ñN o, I donôt m ean that at all, Randal. I m ean that Perry is the thief.ò
ñW hat! I thought sheôd been here for donkeyôs years.ò
M iss Silver took up her knitting again.
ñO h, yesð forty-one years of devoted service. She w orships A gnes Fane.ò
ñA nd pilfers from  her!ò H e looked and sounded incredulous.
M iss Silver coughed.
ñIt is not quite so sim ple as that. She does not like having the evacuees here. The

thefts w ere planned to lay them  under suspicion and to bring about their rem oval.ò
ñW hat a m ind! A re you sure?ò
ñO h, yes. But I have not told M iss Fane. I should have done so today, because,

having accepted the engagem ent, I should have felt it to be m y duty. But I had no
expectation that she w ould believe m e. She has an extrem ely rigid type of m ind.ò



Randal frow ned.
ñI havenôt seen her yet, or M iss A dam s. I suppose you have. H ow  are they

taking it? They w ere devoted to the poor girl, w erenôt they?ò
The term  struck M iss Silver as incongruous. W ith tim e at her disposal she could

have m oralized upon the them eð Tanis Lyle w ith the ball at her foot com e dow n to
that pitying ñpoor girl.ò

She gave a faint dry cough. ñI have not seen Lucyð I believe that she is quite
prostratedð but I have just com e from  A gnes Fane. Shall I tell you how  I found
her?ò

H e said, ñY es,ò in a voice w hich show ed a trace of astonishm ent.
She paused briefly to take up a stitch, and then continued.
ñShe w as w riting a letter to her solicitor.ò
ñTo her solicitor?ò
M iss Silver nodded.
ñH e is a M r. M etcalfe, an old friend of the fam ily. But she w as not w riting to him

as a friend. H er letter pressed him  to push forw ard w ithout delay the negotiations
w hich he is carrying on w ith M iss Laura Fane for the purchase of this property.ò

Randal M arch w as really startled. H e said, ñM y dear M iss Silver!ò and there for
the m om ent w ords forsook him . She nodded, and w ent on knitting.

A fter a short pause he said, ñW ell, youôve answ ered m y question. D evoted!ò H e
gave a short laugh. ñIt hardly seem s to be the right w ordð does it? I suppose itôs
about three hours since she heard of her nieceôs death!ò

M iss Silver raised her eyes to his face.
ñYou m ust not m isunderstand m e, Randal. It w ould be perfectly true to say that

A gnes and Lucy w ere devoted to Tanis Lyle. They built their hopes on her. She
m eant everything to them  that they had m issed them selves. Especially to A gnes. To
her, I think, she also represented a w eapon.ò

ñW hat do you m ean?ò
M iss Silver paused for a m om ent. Then she said,
ñH ow  m uch do you know  about A gnes Fane?ò
ñI suppose w hat everyone in the county know sð that she w as jilted by her

cousinð that she rode her horse over Blackneck quarry and has been a cripple ever
since. Itôs too dram atic a story to be forgotten, isnôt it?ò

ñY es. It has never been forgotten. A gnes has never forgotten it.ò
ñIt m ust have been a long tim e ago.ò
ñTw enty-tw o years. I w as staying in the neighbourhood at the tim e. I knew  M r.

O liver Fane and the girl he eloped w ithð a M iss Ferrers. She w as a cousin also.



They w ere very charm ing people. It m ade a terrible split in the fam ily. From  that tim e
I believe that A gnes has had but one ideað to acquire the property w hich w ould
have been hers if she had m arried O liver Fane, and to divert it from  his daughter to
Tanis Lyle.ò

ñThe daughter being Laura Fane, the girl w ho is staying here now ?ò
ñYes. She is just of age, and she has not seem ed very m uch inclined to sell.

A gnes asked her dow n here in the belief that she w ould be able to influence her. She
is a w om an of strong w ill and inflexible purpose.ò

Randal M arch m ade a sudden m ovem ent.
ñN ow , just w hy are you telling m e all this?ò
ñM y dear Randal!ò
M iss Silverôs tone expressed reproof, but he shook his head.
ñY ou have an ulterior m otive. W hat is it?ò
H er needles clicked.
ñIt is a very sim ple one. A violent crim e has been com m itted. A s I am  fam iliar

w ith the background against w hich the m otives and actions of everyone in this house
m ust be view ed, I thought it m y duty to give you som e im pression of it.ò

H e said, ñI seeð ò A nd then, ñM iss Fane is still set on purchasing the property?
W hy?ò

ñTo divert it from  Laura Fane. You know  that Tanis Lyle had been m arried?
There is a child, a little boy of six. If she could buy the Priory, A gnes w ould adopt
him  and bring him  up to succeed her.ò

Randal M arch looked at her m editatively.
ñSurprising thing hum an natureð isnôt it? Yes, I knew  of the m arriage. The

husband is, of course, this H azelton fellow  w ho figures in the shooting affair of the
previous night. Iôve got five statem ents about thatð D esborough, tw o M axw ells,
Laura Fane, and the butler, D ean. N ow  w hat have you got to say about it?ò
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M iss Silver gave him  her account of Jeffrey H azeltonôs brief m eteoric irruption
into their m idst. It w as lucid and rem arkably to the point. Randal M arch, w ith the
sheaf of statem ents in his hand, glanced som etim es at them  and som etim es at her.
W hen she had finished he said,

ñH ôm ð yes. N o difference of opinion as to the facts. W hat did you m ake of the
fellow ? W as he really dangerous? O r show ing off? O r just too drunk to know  w hat
he w as doing?ò

M iss Silver considered. Then she said,
ñA ll three, I should say.ò
ñW ould you like to am plify that?ò
She took a m om ent. ñH e is still very fond of her, and he has a grievance. I gather

that he had been seeing a certain am ount of her lately. H e spoke to her the other
night at the Luxe. I believe he asked her to dance, and that she refused. It w ould
have m ade her rather conspicuous, though I do not know  that she w ould have cared
about that. H e evidently follow ed her dow n here. The M axw ell brothers saw  him
drinking at the A ngel som e tim e before dinner. Then a good deal later he cam e up
here. H e w as drunk, and obsessed w ith his feelings and his grievance. H e w as out of
his ow n control and on the edge of a collapse.ò

ñY ou think that he m ight have shot her then?ò
ñU ndoubtedly. H e had the pistol actually pushed against her chest and his finger

shaking on the trigger. If she had shrunk aw ay from  him , or cried out, or done
anything to stim ulate his nervous excitem ent, he w ould, I am  quite sure, have shot her
then. She behaved w ith great coolness and presence of m ind.ò

ñA nd you donôt adm ire her for doing so. W ill you tell m e w hy?ò
M iss Silver dropped her knitting in her lap and looked at him .
ñI never saw  anyone show  less feeling,ò she said. ñEven a stranger w ould have

experienced som e pity for M r. H azeltonð he broke dow n so com pletely, sobbing,
and saying her nam e over and over. A nd she had not a thought for him . She w as
excited, pleasedð alm ost openly trium phant. I considered it a very painful
exhibition.ò

Randal M arch laid dow n the papers he w as holding.
ñYour sym pathy seem s to be entirely w ith the crim inal,ò he said drily. ñRather

unusual for you, isnôt it?ò
M iss Silver picked up the pink infantôs vest she w as knitting, m easured it



carefully against her hand and w rist, and began to cast off. She said then in a quiet,
serious voice,

ñI should be very m uch surprised to learn that M r. H azelton w as the crim inal.ò
Superintendent M arch did not exactly start, but he cam e very near to doing so.
ñI should have thought it w as sufficiently obvious.ò
M iss Silver coughed and said,
ñM y dear Randal!ò
H e laughed, but he changed colour.
ñW ell, you know  that nine tim es out of ten the obvious person really is the

crim inal.ò
She repeated the cough.
ñI w ould not put it as high as that m yself. But even w ith one chance in ten I

consider it inadvisable to close the m ind to other possibilities by assum ing one
obvious personôs guilt.ò

Incontinently his m ind w ent back som e tw enty-six years. In the dockð in this
case his fatherôs studyð Randal M arch aged nine and a m onth or so, accused of
stealing plum s from  old G regoryôs orchard and very m uch the obvious crim inal. M iss
Silver, then as now , declining to accept the obvious, sticking it out, proving her point,
bringing Isobel, the real culprit, to repentance, getting him  offð all in the prim m est,
driest m anner im aginable, w ithout fear or favouritism .

H e turned an affectionate and respectful look upon her now .
ñYouôll adm it, I suppose, that H azelton is a suspect. Iôll be interested to know

w hy you w onôt consider him  as the m urderer.ò
She cast off a couple of stitches.
ñI think he m ight very easily have shot her on W ednesday evening. But he w as

seen off to London next day by M r. D esborough and M r. Robin M axw ell. I do not
find m yself readily able to believe that he returned that sam e evening, induced M iss
Lyle to adm it him  to the Priory, and then shot her in the backð she w as shot in the
back, w as she not?ò

ñO h, yes. W hy do you think he w ouldnôt do it?ò
The pink stitches w ere dropping evenly and m ethodically from  the needles. M iss

Silver said,
ñH e w as very fond of her, very m uch in love w ith her. It w ould have required

som e strong stim ulus to m ake him  shoot her. She w ould have had to be facing him ð
quarrelling, or arguing, or resisting him . I feel quite sure that he w ould not have shot
her in the back.ò

A s she spoke, the door opened. The m aid Perry stood there. Seeing her full face



for the first tim e, M arch found her one of the least attractive of the fem ale sex. Such
a flat, ironed-out figure. Such a fleshless, bloodless face. A nd those pale eyes.

She kept a hand on the door, long, thin and bony, and said w ith a certain acid
restraint, addressing the Superintendent,

ñM iss Fane w ill see you now .ò
If he expected a ñsirò, he didnôt get one. H e never w ould from  Perry. The police

w ere the police. They had their w ork to do, and it w as better not to get on the
w rong side of them , but they w ere, and rem ained, the dirt beneath the feet of M iss
A gnes Fane. H e said in a pleasant authoritative voice,

ñThank you. I w ill com e up in a m om ent. M iss Silver w ill show  m e the w ay. You
need not w ait.ò

W hen she had gone and the door w as shut, he said,
ñI havenôt been able to find anyone yet w ho heard the shot. I m ust have

everyone asked w hether they heard it. W hen w e go up I w ant you to go in to M iss
A dam s and just ask her that one question. W ill you do that?ò

M iss Silver broke off her w ool, passed the end through the last stitch, and drew
it tight. She put the needles and the com pleted vest into her knitting-bag and rose to
her feet.

ñC ertainly, m y dear Randal.ò
They cam e up the stairs and turned into the corridor.
ñIn the room s on the right,ò said M iss Silver, ñare, first, Laura Fane, then M iss

N orth, w ith a bathroom  betw een. Then M iss Lyle, another bathroom , and the
octagon room , w hich as you see, juts out into the corridor. O n the left there is first a
bathroom . Then Lucy A dam s, another bathroom , a sm all room  occupied by Perry,
and A gnes Faneôs room , w hich is m uch larger than any of the others. O f all the
people in the house she is the m ost likely to have heard the shot, since her room  has
tw o w indow s looking that w ay. It is, in fact, barely possible that she did not hear it,
w hereas Lucy is very unlikely to have done so. There are three room s betw een hers
and the side of the house w here the m urder w as com m itted, and I happen to know
that she w ould not dream  of having a w indow  open at night at this tim e of the year.
But if you w ish m e to ask her w hether she heard anything, I w ill do so.ò

ñIf you donôt m ind.ò
M iss Silver tapped at the door and, receiving no articulate reply, opened it and

w ent in, leaving it ajar behind her. She found herself in a confusing pink dusk, the
curtains being com pletely draw n across both w indow s. A s she advanced tow ards
w here she knew  the bed to be, a voice cam e to her choked w ith sobs.

ñW ho is it? I canôt see anyoneð I canôt!ò



H er eyes adjusting them selves to the sem i-darkness, M iss Silver m ade out the
bed and, prostrate upon it, M iss A dam s, her face half buried in the pillow s. She said
in a kind, firm  voice,

ñI am  not com e to disturb you, m y dear Lucy. I am  sure you know  how  m uch I
feel for you in your grief. The Superintendent has deputed m e to ask you a question.
H e has no w ish to intrude upon you, but it is his duty to find out w hether there is
anybody in the house w ho heard the shot. Perhaps you w ill just tell m e w hether you
did hear anything.ò

M iss A dam s sobbed into the pillow. A hand w as laid gently but firm ly upon her
shoulder.

ñC om e, Lucy, you have only to say yes or no. D id you hear anything?ò
The head turned. The eyes blinked against tears. The w eak voice said,
ñN ot a shotð how  could Ið the w indow s w ere shutð I didnôt hear any shotð ò
Som ething in the faint, w avering em phasis upon the tw ice repeated w ord m ade

M iss Silver say quickly,
ñY ou didnôt hear the shot? D id you hear anything else?ò
A s soon as the w ords w ere said they seem ed absurd, for w hat else w as there to

hear?
Lucy A dam s becam e still and rigid under her hand. Then she pushed the hand

aw ay w ith violence.
ñI canôt talk about itð I canôt! You m ustnôt ask m e! I canôt tell youð I canôt tell

anyone!ò
M iss Silver cam e out of the room  and shut the door behind her.
ñY ou heard w hat she said, Randal?ò
ñYesð no shotð but som ething else. It seem s to have had a very upsetting

effect. I w onder w hat it w as.ò
M iss Silver said w ithout any noticeable expression,
ñShe is greatly upset. It has been a severe shock. But she w ill be better

tom orrow . Y ou can question her then.ò
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Randal M arch found him self a good deal im pressed by M iss A gnes Fane. She
w as sitting in a large arm chair beside her bedroom  fire. The curtains w ere draw n
back and the light cam e in. There w as none of the disorder or dishevelm ent of grief.
She sat upright and com posed, her hair in its accustom ed w aves, a string of pearls
relieving the plain black of her dress.

H e received a slight inclination of the head and a request that he w ould be
seated. She understood that he desired to see her, but she w as afraid that she could
do very little to assist the course of justice. H er voice w as deep and strong. She
spoke w ith authority and condescension. But though she carried it w ith an air she
w as plainly a w om an w ho had received a very great shock. She held her head high,
but the tension of the throat m uscles w as to be discerned. The hand w hich had laid
dow n the pen at his entrance now  rested upon the w ide arm  of her chair. The
fingers, slightly curved, had an appearance of rigidity. O ne of them  w ore a very fine
diam ond solitaire.

H e put his question, and received his answ er.
ñN oð I heard nothing.ò
H is eyes w ent to the tw o south w indow s, one on either side of the bed. They

cam e back to her expressionless face.
ñY ou are a sound sleeper, M iss Fane?ò
There w as a faint flicker of a sm ile.
ñA very poor one, I am  afraid. So poor that I am  som etim es obliged to take a

sleeping-draught. I did so last night. I am  an invalid, you know .ò
She m ight have been claim ing som e prerogative. H e felt a slight unw illing

am usem ent. Pride, yesð but pride in her ow n disability? H e thought A gnes Fane had
been m ade for better things than that.

H e rose to go, but she detained him  w ith a lift of that rigid hand. The diam ond
flashed.

ñH as he been arrested?ò
ñThere has been no arrest as yet. M ay I ask w hose arrest you w ere expecting?ò
A  spark like contem pt cam e into her eyes. H e found it galling.
ñW hose arrest? W hy, the m urdererôs. H as no one told you that Jeffrey H azelton

w ould have shot m y niece on W ednesday night if she had not saved herself by her
ow n courage and presence of m ind? H e is, of course, not responsible for his actions
and should have been placed under restraint. I am  very m uch to blam e for not having



insisted on it.ò
ñYou think M r. H azelton returned here last night, and that it w as he w ho shot

M iss Lyle?ò
A gain the contem pt w hich set him  definitely in the m oron class.
ñI should say it w as obvious.ò
H e said a little stiffly,
ñM r. H azelton has naturally not been overlooked. H e w ill have to give an

account of his m ovem ents after leaving here. I am  expecting a call at any tim e now.
You m ay be quite sure that everything is being done, M iss Fane. But the surgeonôs
report and that of the ballistics expert w ill have to be taken into consideration.ò

She regarded him  for the first tim e w ith interest.
ñIf the bullet had been fired from  the pistol w hich w as taken from  Jeffrey

H azelton on W ednesday night, the expert w ould be able to prove it. That is w hat
you m ean?ò

ñYes. A bullet is m arked by the rifling. N o tw o firearm s w ould m ark a bullet in
quite the sam e w ay.ò

H er face changed.
ñThat proves nothing in this case. H e m ay have shot her w ith that pistol, or w ith

another one. It proves nothing. H e had another.ò
ñYes, I rem em berð D esborough m entioned that in his statem ent. M iss Lyle said

soð didnôt she?ò
ñYes.ò H er hand clenched on the arm  of the chair. Before he could speak she

said in an insistent voice, ñM r. D esborough w as engaged to m y niece. D id he
m ention that in his statem ent?ò

If Randal M arch w as surprised he contrived not to show  it. It had certainly not
occurred to him  to regard C arey D esborough in the light of a bereaved lover. In their
short interview  he had displayed the gravity and concern of a friend, but nothing
m ore.

H e said, after w hat he hoped w as not a noticeable pause,
ñN o, he didnôt m ention that. W as there an engagem ent?ò
ñYes. They had had an understanding for som e tim e. The engagem ent w ould

have been announced shortly.ò
A fter a m om ent he said,
ñW hy do you tell m e this, M iss Fane? A re you suggesting jealousy as a m otive

for the crim e? W as M r. H azelton know n to be jealous?ò
She said, ñI donôt know.ò A nd then, ñM y niece obtained her divorce for

infidelity. M r. H azelton had no rights w here she w as concerned.ò



W ell, he had obviously had feelings. There w as no m ore to be said. H e took his
leave.

A s he passed the m aid Perryôs door it opened and she cam e out. H er pale eyes
dw elt on him  w ith a flicker of som ething w hich he thought w as dislike. She said in
her acid voice,

ñIôd like to have a w ord w ith you if itôs convenient.ò
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C arey and Laura w alked across the fields w hen the day had slipped into
afternoon. A s far as the light w ent, it m ight have been any tim e betw een daw n and
duskð low  cloud, no visible sun; no colour in sky, or grass, or hedgerow ; a desolate
greyness everyw here. It w as cold. N ot w ith the stinging cold of w ind or frost w hich
w hips the blood to the cheeks. The w ind w as all gone, there w as no frost. The path
w as soft and m iry. A chilly dam p w hich m ight be fog by nightfall oozed from  the
ground and clung about them . But it w as better than being indoors. H ere at least they
could be alone together and could speak freely.

ñItôs frightful in the houseð like being shut up in the dark, you donôt quite know
w hatôs there.ò Lauraôs voice w as still hushed, as if it hardly realized its freedom . ñI
w ouldnôt m ind if one could be any use to anyone, but one canôt. Theyôd be thankful
to be rid of us. H ow  long do you think w e shall have to stay?ò

ñFor the inquestð and the funeral. The M axw ellsô leave is up on Sunday night. If
the inquest isnôt tom orrow, I suppose theyôll have to com e back for it. I donôt know
how  long these things take.ò

ñN or do I. It w ill be a good thing for the M axw ells to get aw ay. A listair looks
aw ful, doesnôt he?ò

ñA dozen m urders and heôs done them  all. Itôs just as w ell everyoneôs so sure
itôs H azelton. Petra and Robin have dragged A listair out. I donôt envy them  their
w alk. But itôs no use his m ooning round, setting everyone talking.ò

ñN oð they had to get him  out. But I donôt know  about usð Iôve got a feeling
that w e oughtnôt to have com e.ò

ñW hat harm  is it doing anyone?ò
She m anaged rather a piteous laugh.
ñD arlingð there are such heaps of things that donôt do any harm  and you canôt

do them , because it sim ply isnôt w orth upsetting people like C ousin A gnes and
C ousin Lucy. I donôt think w eôre really supposed to go out before the funeral. A unt
Theresaôs like that, so I know .ò

C arey said som ething sharp and short. H e added that they w ould have to go to
the inquest anyw ay, so as w ell be hanged for a sheep as a lam b.

ñA nyhow  thereôs no sense in our all being boxed up there together till w e go off
our heads.ò

Laura nodded.
ñC arey, itôs frightfulð isnôt it? I donôt m ean just about Tanis, but w hat it does to



everyone else. If you speak, you feel as if som eone w ere listening at the door. Perry
does, you know ð Petra says sheôs practically caught her at it. A nd C ousin A gnes
frightens m e.ò

C arey slipped an arm  through hers and held it close. C om forting to feel that
strong arm  and the rough thickness of his coat.

H e said, ñH ave you seen her?ò
A  little shiver ran over her as she said, ñY es.ò
ñW hen?ò
ñJust now , w hen I w ent up to get m y coat. Perry cam e and knocked on m y door

and said C ousin A gnes w anted to see m e. A nd there she w as, w ith boxes of things
she had had sent out from  Ledlingtonð m ourning, you know. A nd she gave m e a
black dressð Iôve got it onð and said she w ould be glad if I w ould w ear it. She said
she didnôt expect m e to go into m ourning for a cousin w hom  I scarcely knew, but
she thought it w ould be better for m e to be in black as long as I w as at the Priory.
She thought I should have to stay for the inquest, and that she w ould appreciate m y
presence at the funeral. It w as all frightfully grand and condescending. A nd right at
the end she said that this w asnôt of course the tim e to talk about business, but she
w ould like m e to realize that her plans w ith regard to the Priory w ere unchanged.ò

ñShe didnôt!ò
ñShe did.ò
ñShe still w ants to buy it? N ow ð after this?ò
H e felt her shiver again.
ñItôs frightful, isnôt it?ò
ñItôs a bit inhum an. W hat w ill you doð let her have it?ò
ñO h, yesð anything she w ants! A nd Iôm  thankful she w ants it. W e couldnôt live

there, could w eð not now ð not ever?ò
H e said in a m editative voice, ñI suppose notð ò A nd then, w ith a lively change

of m anner, ñIt doesnôt m atter w here w e live, does it? But letôs plan it. There isnôt any
H itler and there isnôt any w ar and w eôre getting m arried next w eekð w hat sort of
house shall w e have?ò

The cold, dark current w hich w as carrying them  sank aw ay out of sight. Their
raft of m ake-believe hid it for one of those short enchanted hours w hich m akes
am ends for all. That it w as still there, that its tide rocked the very fabric of their
happiness, that its spray w ould presently chill them  to the bone again, they knew, but
for the m om ent they did not greatly care. There w as so m uch to give, to learn, to
shareð all those inner treasures of the heart w hich are increased by such a giving.

They m ade a w ide circuit and w ere com ing hom e, w hen a solitary w alker passed



them  at no m ore than a tw enty-foot distance. It w as Tim  M adison, w alking fast and
furiously, hands deep in the pockets of a Burberry. H e w as bare-headed. The red
hair flam ed. H is chin w as thrust out and his face lifted. H is eyes, blank and blue,
stared at the sky. H e looked like a blind m an, or a m an w alking in his sleep. H e w ent
past them  w ithout a sign and on dow n the reaches of the field.

C arey said, ñPoor devilð heôs taking it hard.ò
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ñY es, Randal?ò
M iss Silver advanced into the singularly bleak room  w hich w as so m uch m ore

like an office than a ladyôs study. The floor, doubtless for the convenience of M iss
Faneôs invalid chair, w as quite uncarpeted, and the furniture, for the sam e reason,
restricted to such stark necessities as a w ide, plain table and som e bookcases and a
num ber of filing cabinets standing flat against the w alls. A t ordinary tim es it also
contained a couple of straight-backed chairs. To these a w riting-chair had now  been
added for the Superintendentôs use.

H e looked up at the sound of his nam e and said abruptly,
ñY ou w ere quite rightð he didnôt do it.ò
M iss Silver altered the angle of one of the upright chairs and sat dow n.
ñIf you are alluding to M r. H azelton, Randal, I believe w hat I said w as that it

w ould surprise m e to learn that he had returned here last night. H e did not seem  to
m e to be in a condition to pursue any course of action w hich w ould require
prem editation. I suppose from  w hat you say that he has an alibi.ò

ñA n alibi!ò H e lifted a hand and let it drop again upon the table. ñIt is m ore than
that. It is a cast-iron physical im possibility. H e w as taken off to a nursing hom e
raving w ith D .T. at about eight oôclock yesterday evening, and heôs been there,
strapped dow n to his bed and under a strong narcotic, ever since. Short of a crim inal
conspiracy on the part of a highly respectable doctor, the m atron, a sister, and at
least tw o nurses, it sim ply couldnôt have been done. H olroyd saw  them  all. Saw
H azeltonð took som eone along to identify him . A nd there w e are. You w ere quite
rightð it w as too easy, too obvious. N ow  perhaps you w ill oblige by being right
again and telling m e w ho did m urder Tanis Lyle.ò

She said soberly, ñI donôt know , Randal.ò
H e had a quick sardonic sm ile for that.
ñY ou surprise m e. W ho had a m otive then? Perhaps you can tell m e that.ò
She said, ñN oð ò in rather an absent voice.
ñW hat! Y ou canôt tell m e anything?ò
ñI did not say that. I think a good m any people m ight have had a m otive.ò
ñY ou m ean she had enem iesð a beautiful young w om an like that?ò
ñO h, m y dear Randal!ò She looked at him  very m uch as she had been used to

look w hen he broke dow n in the m ultiplication table. ñI m ean that she m ade enem ies.
I w ould not go out of m y w ay to disparage the dead, but you should, I think, know



som ething of Tanis Lyleôs character. She w as brought up to consider nobody but
herself. A gnes and Lucy denied her nothing. She w as extrem ely attractive to m en,
but they only attracted her in so far as they m inistered to her vanity and self-esteem .
H er aunts w ere very anxious that she should m arry again, but she did not w ish to do
so. She had just com pleted a film  over here, and she w as am bitious of a career in
H ollyw ood. She w as one of those people w ho have a violently disturbing effect on
other peopleôs lives and relationships. The French, I believe, call a w om an like that
une allum euse. It is not difficult to im agine that this m ight have provided a m otive for
her m urder.ò

H e said, ñLoveð jealousyð w ell, it is possible. D o you know  of anyone w ho
w as in love w ith her, or jealous on her account besides H azelton, w ith his opportune
D .T.?ò

M iss Silver paused.
ñIf I answ er that question, Randal, you m ust not think that I am  accusing anyone.

I am  not. I am  not even suspecting anyone. I am  only inform ing you of the
relationships existing betw een Tanis Lyle and som e other people in this house and in
the neighbourhood.ò

H e sm iled.
ñYou are alw ays scrupulously just. I w onôt read anything betw een the lines of

w hat you tell m eð if I can help it. I m ay not be able to help it, you know .ò
ñI do not ask for im possibilities. I can give you som e facts, or w hat I believe to

be facts, based partly on m y ow n observation and partly on w hat I have been told.
A listair M axw ell has som e understanding w ith Petra N orth. It is, I gather, of long
standing, and until recently they w ere exceedingly happy. For this Lucy is m y
authority. They are now  terribly unhappy.ò

ñO n account of Tanis Lyle?ò
ñJust so. M iss N orth rem ained devotedð M r. A listair w as quite obviously

infatuated w ith Tanis. That is one case. There are also the M adisonsð Lieutenant
C om m ander M adison and his w ife, living at G range C ottage about a quarter of a
m ile aw ay. You probably have their nam es already, as they dined and spent the
evening here last night. M r. M adison appeared to m e to be head over ears in love
w ith Tanis. She danced w ith him  nearly the w hole evening, and his w ife and M r.
A listair w ere both in a state of jealous m isery.ò

ñYes, M axw ell left the house, didnôt heð w ent for a solitary w alk? Itôs in his
statem ent. I thought it odd at the tim e. But he had returned, I think, before the
m urder w as com m itted.ò

ñIf you know  w hen the m urder w as com m itted.ò



ñH e is said to have returned at a little after one oôclock.ò
She nodded.
ñThat is correct. I heard him  com e upstairs w ith his brother. M y room  is just

across the passage.ò
ñA nd Tanis Lyle w as last seen alive during the general goodnights at tw elve

oôclock. The tim eôs not long enough. She had undressed and got into those fancy
black pyjam as. Theyôd never have risked an assignation so soon. Practically
everyone w ould have been still aw ake at half past tw elve, and youôd have to put the
m eeting som e tim e before thatð tim e for them  to m eet, for them  to quarrel, for him
to shoot her, to w ipe the pistol, the door handlesð there w ere no finger m arks on
eitherð and then find his w ay over her dead body and out through the ruins, and
com e in, as he did, by the front door. I say the tim eôs too short. It couldnôt have
been done then. Besides som ebody w ould have been bound to hear the shot.ò

She said, ñThe w ind w as very high. But I agree about the tim eð it m ust have
been later than that. A nd I have no suspicion of M r. A listair. I am  m erely telling you
that he w as infatuated w ith Tanis Lyle.ò

H e said quickly, ñM iss Fane told m e she w as engaged to C arey D esborough.ò
M iss Silver shook her head.
ñI donôt think so.ò
ñShe w as quite positive about it.ò
ñA gnes is alw ays positive.ò M iss Silverôs tone w as dry. ñShe is unable to believe

that circum stances m ay be too strong for her. If she sets her heart on anything, in her
opinion the m atter is settled. It is, I believe, w hat is term ed w ishful thinking.ò

Randal M arch surveyed her w ith a faintly quizzical sm ile.
ñH aving been at som e pains to describe M iss Lyle as such a dangerously

attractive w om an, w hy are you so sure that D esborough w asnôt in love w ith her?ò
ñBecause he is in love w ith Laura Fane.ò
ñO hð and w hat m akes you think that?ò
M iss Silver coughed.
ñLove and a cold cannot be hid. It is, I believe, a Spanish proverb.ò
ñY ou are sure?ò
ñO h, yes. They really do not trouble to hide it. A  m ost attractive couple.ò
H is sm ile becam e a little m ore pronounced.
ñYour w ell-know n partiality for lovers! W ould it surprise you to learn that

D esborough had a serious quarrel w ith M iss Lyle on W ednesday night, and that the
quarrel w as about Laura Fane?ò

ñIt w ould not surprise m e in the least,ò said M iss Silver. ñI saw  them  leave the



room  together, and they w ere aw ay for som e tim e. But I w ould like to know  w ho
told you that they had quarrelled.ò

H e m ade a face.
ñPerryð the com plete eavesdropper. W ell, I shall see D esborough w hen he

com es in.ò
M iss Silver got up.
ñI should believe very little that Perry says,ò she observed.
M arch laughed.
ñI am  not biased in her favour. W hat about D esborough? Is he to be believed

im plicitly?ò
M iss Silver sm iled too, w ith rather a charm ing effect.
ñA ccording to D avid all m en are liars. I am  afraid that our profession does not

incline us to disagree w ith him . But I m ay at least say of M r. D esborough that I do
not think he has had m uch practice in lying, or that he w ould be able to do it at all
convincingly.ò

M aking her exit on that, M iss Silver proceeded upstairs to M iss Faneôs room .
She found A gnes Fane in the arm chair by the fire w ith a book on her knee, but

she did not think she had been reading it, for she had the im pression that the eyes
w hich w ere turned upon her entrance had been dw elling upon a still vividly
rem em bered past. It seem ed to her that A gnes cam e back from  it w ith a reluctant
effort.

She took the opposite chair and proceeded at once to her errand.
ñI hope you w ill not consider m e inopportune, but I think you ought to know,

w ithout any further delay on m y part, that the w ork for w hich you engaged m e has
been done.ò

M iss Fane regarded her w ith som e surprise.
ñO h, that?ò she said. ñIt w as not im portant.ò
M iss Silver coughed.
ñIt is not alw ays easy to say w hat is im portant and w hat is not. In this case the

reliability of a w itness m ay be in question.ò
A gnes Fane said, ñI see. So you have found out w ho has been pilfering. W ho is

it?ò
ñY our m aid, Perry,ò said M iss Silver.
If she had expected denial or opposition she w as to be surprised. M iss Faneôs

hand rose slightly and fell again upon the arm  of her chair.
ñH ow  exceedingly tiresom e,ò she said.
ñY ou are not surprised?ò



The pale lips m oved into a sm ile.
ñI have know n Perry for forty-one years. I donôt think you could tell m e anything

w hich w ould surprise m e. She dislikes m y having evacuees here. I suppose she
hoped I should blam e them  for the thefts and take steps to get rid of them . That
w ould be quite in character.ò

ñY es. M ay I ask w hat you intend to do?ò
M iss Fane raised her finely arched eyebrow s.
ñI shall let her see that I know. She w ill not do it again. By the w ay, I suppose

you are quite sure?ò
ñO h, yes. I talked to her about the thefts. She said you w ere distressed about

them , and allow ed a good deal of anim us against the evacuee fam ilies to appear. She
asserted that they cam e prow ling into the bedroom s w hen the fam ily w as in the
draw ing-room  and the staff at supper in the servantsô hall. I told her that I intended
to m ark som e m oney and leave it on m y dressing-table. I let her see m e do it. You
w ill perhaps rem em ber that on Tuesday night I left the draw ing-room  as soon as
D ean had rem oved the coffee service. I w ent up to m y room . The m oney w as still on
the dressing-table. I stood behind the curtains and w aited. Presently Perry cam e in.
She stood listening for a m om ent. Then she picked up the m oney and w ent out
again. She w ill, I am  sure, have found an opportunity of hiding it in one of the room s
occupied by the evacuees.ò

M iss Fane said, ñI see.ò A nd then, rather abruptly, ñThis is Friday. W hy didnôt
you tell m e before?ò

ñI did not w ish to upset you just as you w ere expecting a party of Tanisôs
friends. A s they w ere only com ing dow n for a couple of nights, I thought it w ould be
better to w ait until they had gone.ò

ñThat w as very considerate.ò The deep voice had a note of irony.
M iss Silver drew  herself up as she replied.
ñI did w hat I thought best. But now  that m y professional engagem ent is at an end

ð ò
M iss Fane interrupted her w ith energy.
ñW ho said it w as at an end? I m ost certainly did not.ò
M iss Silver coughed.
ñI do not quiteð ò
She w as again interrupted.
ñO h, yes, you doð you understand m e perfectly. W hat? D o you think I take

steps to discover a petty theft, and stand aside and do nothing w hen m y niece has
been m urdered?ò



M iss Silver contem plated her w ith calm .
ñThe policeð ò she began, and heard an angry echo of the w ords.
ñThe police! G rinding their ow n axe and keeping their m ouths shut! K eeping m e

in the darkð m e! H ave you seen the Superintendent? D o you know  w hat he cam e
up here to tell m e not half an hour ago?ò

ñI think so.ò
M iss Fane stared at her.
ñH e cam e up to tell m e that Jeffery H azelton is out of it. H e w as fool enough to

suppose that it w ould be a relief to m y m ind.ò
M iss Silver said quietly, ñIf you think of the child, A gnes, it should be a relief.ò
The w hite face w ent rigid for a m om ent. There w as som e strong control. She

said m ore quietly,
ñIt leaves us in a terrible uncertainty. I w ish you to w ork upon the case as m y

representative.ò
M iss Silver said very seriously indeed,
ñA gnes, this is a m urder case. I cannot be anyoneôs representative. I can only

w ork to discover the truth.ò
ñThat is all I am  asking you to do. I am  asking you to find out w ho shot Tanis.

A nd w hy. You m ay w ork w ith the police, or you m ay w ork separately. I lay no
obligations on you. I ask neither fear nor favour. I ask that the m urderer should be
discoveredð and punished.ò

M iss Silver looked at her.
ñH ave you considered that the m urderer m ay be som eone w hom  you know,

w ith w hom  you are on term s of friendship, relationship evenð a fam ily connection, a
m em ber of your household? A ll these are included am ong the possible suspects.ò

ñI am  not a fool. I m ake no reservations. The m urderer is to be discovered. D o
you accept?ò

M iss Silver inclined her head.
ñO n those term sð yes.ò
A gnes Fane relaxed slightly. That sam e ironic sm ile just touched her lips.
ñIf it is Perry, I shall have to find a new  m aid. It w ould be incredibly tiresom e.ò
ñA gnes!ò M iss Silver perm itted herself a shade of reproof.
ñA nd if it is I,ò said A gnes Fane, still sm iling, ñthen Perry w ill have to find herself

a new  m istress, w hich w ill be alm ost equally tiresom e for her.ò
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The curtains w ere draw n in M iss Faneôs study. They w ere of a handsom e
golden brow n dam ask, a shade lighter than the w oodw ork. In com bination w ith the
glow ing fireð the police are alw ays handy w ith a fireð they m ade the room  a good
m any degrees less bleak. Light cam e from  a bow l in the ceiling. It show ed
Superintendent M arch, pleasant but official, at the w riting-table, and C arey
D esborough facing him  across it in as easy an attitude as a hard and upright chair
allow ed. M arch had just said,

ñI believe you and M iss Lyle w ere engaged.ò
The statem ent w as a little disingenuous. O r perhaps that is putting it too politely,

since he believed no such thing. H e m erely w ished to observe M r. D esboroughôs
reactions. They w ere displayed in a lifted eyebrow  and a faint stiffening of m anner as
he replied to w hat he chose to regard as a question.

ñO h, noð thatôs a m istake. There w as no engagem ent.ò
The Superintendent w ondered w hether this w as a quibble. H e said,
ñY ou w ould prefer to call it an understanding?ò
This tim e M r. D esborough frow ned. The expression suited him  very w ell. A fine

looking young fellow, if you liked them  on the dark and gloom y side. This w as of
course not the m om ent to be w reathed in sm iles.

C arey said, ñI donôt know  w here you got your inform ation. W e w ere not
engaged, and w e had no understanding. W e w ere m erely friends.ò

M arch m oved som e papers w hich lay at his right hand, bringing one of them  to
the top and leaving it there.

ñM y inform ation com es from  M iss Fane. She tells m e that there w as an
understanding, and that the engagem ent w ould have been announced very shortly.ò

C arey nodded.
ñI thought so. Itôs w hat she w anted, and w hen she w ants anything she m akes up

her m ind sheôs going to get it. But in this case she w as all out. W e w ere just friends.ò
ñY ou knew  that she had this idea?ò
ñO h, yes.ò
ñD id you do anything to disabuse her of it?ò
ñN o.ò
ñW hy not?ò
The eyebrow  w ent up again.
ñN ot a very easy thing to do. A s a m atter of fact I told Tanis she ought to do it.ò



ñA nd w hat did M iss Lyle say to that?ò
ñShe didnôt w ant to at first, but afterw ards she said she w ould.ò
ñW hy didnôt she w ant to?ò
C arey frow ned. H e w as aw are of delicate ground under his feet. H e w anted to

tell the truth. But how  do you convey the truth about a very com plicated situation to
som eone w ho know s nothing about it, w ithout em barking on a three-volum e novel?
You have to elim inate, but w hat you elim inate is part of the truth. W hat he w anted to
do w as to elim inate Laura. Yet as far as he w as concerned the w hole situation
pivoted on Laura. H e did the best he could, saying after no m ore than a m om entary
pause,

ñM iss Fane w as very keen on our m arrying. She hated the idea of a film  career.
She w anted her to settle dow n here and have a fam ily. Tanis w as dependent on her.
She didnôt w ant to offend her, but she definitely didnôt w ant to m arry m e or anyone
else. If she had told M iss Fane, it w ould have upset her very m uch.ò

M arch put out his hand to the paper he had extracted. This tim e he put it dow n
in front of him  on the blotting-pad. H e said,

ñI donôt think you are telling m e very m uch. You havenôt, for instance, said
anything about a quarrel w ith M iss Lyle on W ednesday evening.ò

ñA  quarrel?ò
ñO n W ednesday evening at about a quarter to six you left the draw ing-room

together and w ent to M iss Lyleôs sitting-room , w here, I am  inform ed, you had a
violent quarrel.ò

C arey sat back and put his hands in his pockets. The attitude w as an easy one,
but the unseen hands w ere clenched. Fatal to lose the tem per. U nder the pressure of
a very considerable self-restraint his dark skin flushed a little. H e said w ith quite a
good effect of nonchalance,

ñViolent is a bit strong. I w anted her to tell M iss Fane, and she didnôt w ant toð
for the reasons I have just given. W e both lost our tem pers a bit, but I shouldnôt
have called it a violent quarrel.ò

ñN o?ò M arch touched the paper before him . ñThis statem ent does.ò
The flush deepened.
ñSom eone listening in? W ho w as it?ò
ñM iss Faneôs m aid, Perry. She cam e dow n in the lift, m eaning to go out through

M iss Lyleôs sitting-room  to the hall on her w ay to fetch som ething or other from  the
kitchen w ing. She says she alw ays com es dow n that w ay to avoid the stairs because
sheôs got a stiff knee. A nyhow  she w as there in the octagon room  w hen you w ere
talking, and she seem s to have heard a good deal of w hat you said. She says the



door w as ajar, and she doesnôt deny that she listened. W ould you like to add
anything to your account of your relations w ith M iss Lyle?ò The Superintendentôs
tone robbed the w ords of as m uch offence as w as possible.

C arey pushed back his chair and stood up. H e w alked a few  paces, stopped,
turned, and cam e and sat dow n again. There is a tim e to speak and a tim e to be
silent. The voice of com m on sense becam e insistent that this w as a tim e to speak. It
is, in fact, better to go than to be dragged. H e said,

ñA ll right, Iôll tell you the w hole thing. Thereôs nothing in it, but w hen it com es to
eavesdroppers you never know  how  things are going to be tw isted. You can have
the facts. M y people and the Fanes w ere old friends. M y m other used to bring m e
here w hen I w as eight or nine. Tanis and I w ere about the sam e age. M y m other
died, and I didnôt com e here any m ore. I didnôt see Tanis again till last sum m er, then
I saw  a lot of her. I cam e dow n here once or tw ice w hen I had leave. M iss Fane
w as very kind to m e. It ended in m y asking Tanis to m arry m e.ò

ñA nd she accepted you?ò
This w as the difficult bit, because he had believed him self to be accepted. It w as

Tanis w ho had, a good deal later on, dealt sum m arily w ith that belief. H e said,
ñI thoughtð I w asð encouraged. A fterw ards she told m e I had been m istakenð

she only w anted to be friends w ith m e.ò
ñH ow  long afterw ards?ò
ñI crashed in O ctoberð I w as in hospital for a couple of m onths. It w as after I

cam e out.ò
ñA nd w hile you w ere in hospital?ò
C arey w as silent. The bitterness of that tim e cam e back.
ñShe cam e to see you?ò
ñN o.ò
ñW rote?ò
ñN o.ò
ñI see.... A nd after you cam e out of hospital you asked for an explanation, and

you w ere given to understand that you w ere just a friend? W as there any quarrel?ò
ñN o. W e w ent on seeing each other. I had a lot of tim e on m y hands.ò
ñI see. Perry says she heard M iss Lyle claim  that there w as an engagem ent

betw een you. She says that you w anted it broken off, but that M iss Lyle w as not
w illing to release you.ò

O h, w ell, it had got to com eð he had know n that all along. H e said,
ñThatôs w hat I m eant w hen I said things got tw isted. If I w as Perry Iôd sw ear to

every w ord w e said. A s it is, Iôve only got a sort of general im pression. I took Tanis



out of the draw ing-room  because I w anted to talk to her. She had show n m e as
plainly as anyone can that she didnôt care for m e, but it suited her to let her aunts
think that there w as som e understanding betw een us. It didnôt suit m e, because I had
fallen in love w ith som eone elseð w ith her cousin, Laura Fane. Thatôs w hat she w as
angry about. She didnôt w ant m e herself, but she didnôt w ant to let m e go.ò

Randal M arch turned a leaf in Perryôs statem ent, glanced dow n the page, and
turned back again.

ñI think I had better read you som e of this,ò he said.

ñ óM iss Tanis w as talking to him  very loving. She called him  darling
and said they w ere engaged, w erenôt they, and didnôt he w ant to m ake
love to her. A nd he spoke very hard, and said she w as to tell M iss A gnes
that the engagem ent w as broken off. A nd she said that w ould be all on
account of M iss Laurað and a bad day she cam e into this house, the
sam e as her m other, breaking off other peopleôs engagem ents.ôò

M arch glanced up.
ñThe last bit is, I gather, Perryôs ow n com m ent. I donôt know  w hether you

w ould care to add yours?ò
C arey D esborough sm iled. The sm ile changed his face quite a lot. H e appeared

for the m om ent to be genuinely am used.
ñA m ost ingenious liar, you know. Because nearly all of thatôs trueð w ith a tw ist.

Tanis used pretty w ell those w ords, but she w asnôt being loving, she w as being
sarcastic. A nd I certainly didnôt ask her to tell M iss Fane w e had broken off an
engagem entð because there w asnôt any engagem ent, and I asked her to tell M iss
Fane that there w asnôt.ò

M arch returned to the statem ent.

ñ óThey began to quarrel very hot about M iss Laura. M iss Tanis said
she w asnôt any better than she ought to be, and M r. C arey he fired right
up, and he said, Y ouôll go too far one of these fine days.ôò

ñD id you say that?ò
C arey nodded.
ñSom ething like that. I told you w e lost our tem pers.ò
ñBut it w asnôt a quarrel?ò The Superintendentôs tone w as pleasantly ironical. H e

w ent back to the statem ent.



ñ óA nd M iss Tanis said, I suppose youôd like to m urder m e? A nd he
said there w as nothing heôd like better.ôò

H e looked up.
ñA ny com m ent on that?ò
In a split second of astounded realization C arey saw  w hat those idiotic

quarrelling phrases could be m ade to suggest. H e kept his voice cool as he said,
ñPerryôs got her knife into m eð you can see that.ò
ñD id you use those w ords?ò
ñN ot those w ords. A s far as I can rem em ber, she said w ouldnôt I like to m urder

her, and I said it w ould be a pleasure. W e w ere both being sarcasticð not quite
Perryôs line of country. I suppose she doesnôt m ention that after I started to go
aw ay, and cam e back to try to m ake it up?ò

ñN o, she doesnôt.ò
C arey squared his shoulders.
ñW ell, I did. W eôd been pretty good friends, and w eôd had som e good tim esð I

said som ething like that. I didnôt w ant to quarrel w ith her.ò
ñA nd w hat did she say?ò
The dark colour cam e to C areyôs face. H e took a longish breath before he

spoke.
ñShe said som ething pretty foul. I expect Perryôs got it dow n.ò
M arch read from  the statem ent.

ñ óM iss Tanis, she up and told him  he m ight have lost his nerve for
flying but heôd got plenty w hen it cam e to treating her the w ay he w as.ôò

ñIs that correct?ò
C arey m et his look.
ñN ear enough. It got m e on the raw. I havenôt lost m y nerve, but I canôt fly yet

because I canôt judge distances properly. Itôs com ing right, but Iôve been feeling
pretty badly about it, and w hen she said that, I told her that w as about enough, and I
w ent.ò

Randal M arch put dow n the statem ent, observing drily, ñSo Perry says.ò
H e w as thinking that a w om an w ith a tongue like Tanis Lyleôs m ight very easily

get herself m urdered, and that it w as a good thing for C arey D esborough that his
quarrel w ith her had taken place in the early evening of W ednesday and not on the
night of the m urder. It w ould require a very revengeful disposition to brood for from



eighteen to tw enty hours over a bitter w ord and then shoot a w om an in the back.
U nless there had been som e fresh provocation. H e looked across the table in a
m editative m anner and said,

ñIôm  afraid I really canôt accept your view  of this scene as a m ere exchange of
sarcasm s. O n your ow n show ing it seem s to m e to have been a quarrel, and a pretty
serious one at that.ò

C arey sm iled again w ith disarm ing frankness.
ñW ell, I suppose it w as. But it didnôt m ean a lot, becauseð ò H e hesitated and

looked appealingly at the Superintendent. ñYou know, I donôt like saying things
about Tanis, but I think theyôve got to be said. A s far as she w as concerned she
could flick that quarrel aw ay, because there w erenôt any feelings involved. She really
didnôt care a scrap, but she saw  her w ay to getting som ething she did care about,
and she set out to m ake the best bargain she could.ò

M arch began to w onder w hat w as com ing next. W hen it cam e, it surprised him
considerably.

ñShe w ent to Lauraôs room  that night and offered to do a deal w ith her. She
w ould square things up w ith M iss Fane and get her blessing on our engagem ent if
Laura w ould undertake not to sell the Priory.ò

ñN ot to sell it!ò
ñYes. She didnôt w ant to be tied up hereð she w anted to go to H ollyw ood. But

she couldnôt afford to offend M iss Fane.ò
M arch found him self a good deal interested.
ñA nd w hat did M iss Laura say?ò
ñShe didnôt like it. She hadnôt m ade up her m ind to sell, but she didnôt like the

idea of a bargain behind M iss Faneôs back. Sheôs about the m ost honest person Iôve
ever m et.ò

Randal M arch had a m om entary picture of M iss Laura Faneôs steady eyes.
C arey w ent on speaking.
ñShe said she m ust talk it overð w ith m e. W ell, w e talked about it, but w e

hadnôt com e to any conclusion. But I w ant you to understand that w e w ere both on
perfectly friendly term s w ith Tanis that last dayð anyone w ill tell you that. I danced
w ith her in the evening, and she told m e that she w anted to be friends, and that she
w ould tell M iss Fane there w asnôt anything in the engagem ent idea.ò

M arch looked at him .
ñThat w as last nightð a few  hours before the m urder.ò
C arey said, ñY es.ò
ñY ou w ere on friendly term s w hen you partedð w hen you said goodnight?ò



C arey m et the look w ith com posure.
ñY esð anyone w ill tell you that.ò
ñY ou said goodnight to M iss Lyle in the presence of the others?ò
ñY es.ò
ñD id you m eet her again after that?ò
ñN o.ò There w as the faintest half hesitation before the w ord cam e out.
ñD id you see her again that night?ò
There w as no half hesitation this tim e, but quite a long pause. Then C arey

D esborough said,
ñY es.ò
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It w as som e tim e later that C arey w as called to the telephone. A w om anôs voice
said his nam e, but it w as so strained and choked that it took him  a m om ent to
recognize Sylvia M adison.

ñO h, C areyð is that you?ò
ñY es. G ood lord, Sylviað w hatôs the m atter?ò
The voice shook, and choked again.
ñC areyð Iôm ð so frightened.ò
ñW hatôs the m atter, m y dear?ò
She gave a helpless little sob.
ñItôs Tim ð he w ent out hours ago and he hasnôt com e back. Iôm  so frightened.ò
H e got a vivid flash-back to Tim  M adison going past them  in the field above the

G range. H ow  long ago? Three hoursð three and a half? N o great m atter anyhow  if it
hadnôt been for his face. H e said,

ñYesð I m et him  w hen I w as out w ith Laura. A ll set for a good long tram p, I
should say. I shouldnôt w orry, Sylvia.ò

There w as a breathless ñO h!ò A nd then, ñD id he speak to you?ò
C arey m ade his voice as casual as he could.
ñO h, no. H e w as a good w ay off. W e w ere com ing back. H e didnôt speak.ò
Sylviaôs voice becam e a w ail.
ñH e doesnôt. Itð it frightens m e. H e sits and stares and doesnôt say anything.

A nd heôs been gone for hours.ò
C arey becam e uneasily conscious of the fact that a telephone conversation is not

alw ays private. If the girl at the exchange w as at a loose end she m ight at this
m om ent be hanging on Sylviaôs every trem bling syllable. H e said,

ñLook here, m y dear, youôve just got the w ind up. W hatever it is, heôll w alk it
off and com e hom e like a lam b. I tell you w hat, Iôll give you a ring about half past
eight, and if everything isnôt O .K . by then, Iôll com e over. Like m e to bring Laura?ò

ñO h, noð I m ean, I liked her aw fully, butð w ell, perhaps youôd better. Tim
m ight thinkð oh, I donôt know, C areyð perhaps you w onôt have to com eð but do
just w hat you think.ò She sounded helpless and distracted.

C arey, a little tickled at the idea that Tim  M adison m ight regard an
unchaperoned visit w ith suspicion, found him self thinking, ñH eôd raise C ain if he w as
jealous. A  scene about Sylvia w ould put the lid on. Iôll take Laura.ò

W hen he called up again, it w as to hear that Tim  had just com e in. In a hardly



audible w hisper Sylvia said,
ñItôs all right. Bring Laura som e other tim e. G oodnight.ò
It w as a relief, though he had been looking forw ard to the w alk in the dark w ith

Laura. They had now  a perfectly ghastly evening before them ð A listair staring
m oodily at nothing at all; Robin w ith a volum e of the Encyclopedia Britannica in
w hich he read w ith adm irable pertinacity; Petra talking too m uch, too brightly, and
then falling into a distressed silence; M iss Silver knitting placidly and conversing w ith
steady cheerfulness; w hilst he and Laura got w hat com fort they could from  the fact
that they w ere in the sam e room , and that occasionally their eyes could m eet.
Everyone w as glad w hen ten slow  strokes from  the clock in the hall m ade it decently
possible to go to bed. It seem ed incredible that it w as not yet tw enty-four hours
since those other goodnights had been said in w hich Tanis Lyle had had her part. It
m ust have been in everybodyôs thoughts, but no one spoke of itð in fact they hardly
spoke at all.

C areyôs hand rested for a m om ent upon Lauraôs shoulder. The hard pressure
said m ore than w ords could have done. They w ent up slow ly and in silence to their
room s.

M iss Fane and M iss A dam s did not appear at breakfast next day, but by the
m iddle of the m orning both w ere dow nstairs again, taking up their accustom ed
routine. M iss Faneôs chair m ade its w ay to the north w ing, w here she held her usual
interview  w ith M rs. D ean in the housekeeperôs room . Tearful sym pathy w as
graciously accepted and then set aside. A fter the first few  m inutes there w as nothing
to distinguish the conversation from  that of any other Saturday m orning. M iss Fane
w ished a couple of econom y dishes recom m ended by the M inistry of Food to be
substituted for those suggested by M rs. D ean.

ñC arrots are extrem ely rich in vitam ins, and this potato and onion curry should
be palatable as w ell as nourishing. W eôre really m ost fortunate in having such a good
stock of onions....ò

M rs. D ean agreed as to the onions, but m aintained a considerable reserve on the
subject of the M inistryôs recipes. The dishes, having been ordered, w ould duly
appear, butð ñIôm  sure I donôt know  how  theyôll turn out, m aôam .ò

M iss Fane passed to another subject.
ñH ow  is Florrie M um ford doing? D o you find her satisfactory?ò
M rs. D ean bridled a little, em phasizing a double chin. H er large fair face lost the

look of passive resistance w hich it had acquired at the m ention of an entr®e m ade
chiefly of carrots, and becam e hum an again.

ñW ell, m aôam , satisfactory is a lot to say about any girl these days. Iôve no fault



to find w ith her w ork.ò
ñW ith w hat then, M rs. D ean?ò
ñW ell, m aôam , itôs the w ay she carries on outside. Sheôs quick at her w ork, and

she donôt have to be told anything tw iceð Iôll say that for her. But sheôs taking up a
kind of a giggling friendship w ith that girl upstairsð G ladys H opkins, M rs. Sladeôs
sister.ò

M iss Fane said, ñO h, w ellð ò w ith dignified indulgence. ñTheyôre only girls after
all.ò

M rs. D ean tossed a head w hose abundant sandy hair w as tightly and neatly
coiled after a fashion long extinct.

ñIf it stopped at thatð ò she said darkly.
N either of the girls w as seventeen. M iss Fane considered it her duty to probe

farther.
ñI donôt like hints, M rs. D ean. I think you had better tell m e w hat you m ean.ò
M rs. D ean responded w ith alacrity.
ñThat G ladys, sheôs off dow n to the village every evening and doesnôt care w ho

she picks up w ith. Iôve told M rs. Slade she ought to keep a tighter hold on her, but
itôs no goodð sheôs a poor thing and the girlôs beyond her. Florrieôs afternoon out
they go off together dressed up to the nines, rouge and lipstick and all. A nd Florrieôs
got into a w ay of being late back. Ten sharp is the rule, and sheôs been anything five
to tw enty m inutes over it regular. A nd that boy of hers that brings her hom e, young
Shepherd, he com es right up the drive w ith her and round to the back door, and the
tw o of them  there in the yard, giggling and w hispering. If girls w asnôt so hard to get,
Iôd have asked you to give her her notice. But there it is, w e m ight go farther and
fare w orse. A nd sheôs good at her w ork.ò

M iss Fane observed that the Shepherds w ere respectable people, and that she
disliked unnecessary changes in her household.

ñI asked you about the girl because I passed her in the passage just now. There
w as som ething about her expressionð I hope you donôt find her im pertinent?ò

M rs. D eanôs buxom  form  appeared to expand. In a few  w ell-chosen w ords she
gave M iss Fane to understand that im pertinence from  girls w as w hat she never had
put up w ith and never m eant to.

This concluded the audience. M iss Fane departed as she had com e, in her self-
propelling chair. She betook herself to a room  not as a rule in use. The study having
been allotted to Superintendent M arch, she had given orders that this sm all m orning-
room , w hich w as next to the dining-room , should be prepared.

She found M iss Silver there reading the Tim es, and enquired,



ñW here is Lucy? I hope she has com e dow n. The longer she shuts herself aw ay,
the harder she w ill find it to com e back to ordinary life again.ò

M iss Silver assented.
ñThat is quite true. But it is not so long, A gnes. Y ou m ust rem em ber that.ò
ñA m  I likely to forget it?ò said A gnes Fane. ñBut if I can appear as usual, Lucy

can too.ò
ñYou have great strength of character,ò said M iss Silver. ñBut as a m atter of fact

Lucy cam e dow n just after you did. She is w ith the Superintendent in the study. H e
w ished to see her.ò

A s she spoke she folded and proffered the Tim es, w hich w as graciously
accepted. It w as M iss Faneôs invariable practice after glancing at the headlines to
read first the correspondence, and then the three leading articles.

She w as half w ay through a letter from  a gentlem an w ith w hom  she cordially
disagreed, w hen the door opened and Lucy A dam s cam e in. Like her cousin, she
w as in black, but in her case the garm ent had obviously done service before.
Shapeless and unbecom ing, it had the rusty, battered look peculiar to old m ourning.
H er auburn front sat slightly aw ry. H er brooch of W hitby jet w as crooked. But her
face, though still puffed w ith yesterdayôs w eeping, w as com posed, and the reddened
eyes w ere dry. She w as straightening her gold-rim m ed pince-nez as she entered. It
occurred to M iss Silver that there w as a faint tinge of trium ph in her m anner.

ñM y dear M aud, w hat a charm ing m an your friend isð the Superintendent. A n
extraordinary profession to choose, but he really is a very charm ing m an. D onôt you
agree w ith m e, A gnes?ò

M iss Fane raised her eyes from  the paper for as brief a space as possible.
ñI have no doubt that he is an efficient officer,ò she rem arked, and returned to

the Tim es.
It w as observable that M iss M aud Silver sat up very straight. There w as an

unw onted tinge of colour in her cheeks. A fter pressing her lips together and saying
nothing for a m om ent, she got up and w ent out of the room .

A cross the passage at the half open study door stood the charm ing m an and
efficient officer w ho had just been dam ned w ith faint praise by A gnes Fane. H e
beckoned to M iss Silver, and she w ent over to him .

ñI w as just w ondering how  I w as going to get hold of you. C om e along and
listen. Iôve got plenty to tell you.ò
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M iss Silver did not hurry herself. She took a seat, but her carriage rem ained
extrem ely upright. H er first rem ark appeared irrelevant.

ñReally, A gnes Fane can be extrem ely rude.ò
Randal M arch m ade a good enough guess. H e could not help laughing as he

exclaim ed,
ñW hatð has she been calling m e a policem an?ò
M iss Silver took no notice of this. She w as opening her knitting-bag, from  w hich

she produced an em bryo bootee. The w ool w as of the pale blue dedicated to m ale
infancy, and the pattern intricate. She busied herself w ith it for a m om ent before she
said,

ñLucy considers you a m ost charm ing person, m y dear Randal.ò
H e m ade a w ry face.
ñThere are people w hom  I w ould rather charm . But Iôm  sorry for her, poor

thing. N ow  listen. The ballistics m an says thereôs no doubt at all that the bullet taken
from  Tanis Lyleôs body w as fired from  the pistol found in the open draw er of her
bureau. The m edical evidence is that it w as fired on the level from  not less than a
yard aw ay, and that death m ust have been instantaneous. You see w hat that m eans
ð she w as shot w hilst she w as standing at the top of that flight of steps leading to the
church. If she had been on one of the low er steps, the bullet w ould have entered at
an angle. She had opened the door, and she w as standing there looking out. She
could have been shot from  the lift, or from  the draw ing-room , or from  the doorw ay
to her sitting-room . A variation in her ow n position w ould m ake any of them
possible.ò

M iss Silver knitted. Then she said,
ñW hy should the door have been open?ò
ñI think she opened it herself.ò
ñProbably. But w hy?ò
ñThe obvious answ er is that she w as expecting som eone.ò
She nodded.
ñA nd then?ò
ñI donôt know. Som eone cam e up behind her and shot her dead. I donôt know

w ho it w as.ò
M iss Silver frow ned.
ñShe cam e dow nstairs to adm it som eone to her sitting-room ð that is w hat you



suggest?ò
ñW ell, it seem s obvious.ò
ñA nd som eone elseð I think you did m ean som eone elseð cam e in through her

sitting-room  and shot her from  behind?ò
M arch nodded.
ñThrough the sitting-room  or the draw ing-room , or from  the lift. I donôt think the

draw ing-room  at all likelyð the door w as shut and the handle had not been w iped.
But there are those three possibilities.ò

She shook her head.
ñShe w ould have heard the lift com ing dow n. A nd w hat about the handle there?ò
ñPerryôs prints all over it. She cam e dow n that w ay as soon as the alarm  w as

given.ò
ñA nd the sitting-room  door?ò
ñD eanôs prints on the outside handle of the door from  the hall. H e cam e in that

w ay. Fortunately he didnôt touch the inner handle or any part of the door betw een
M iss Lyleôs sitting-room  and the octagon room , or of the oak door to the church.
The inner handle had been w iped clean. The other tw o doors had not been w iped.
They both show  M iss Lyleôs ow n fingerprints. The sam e w ith the bureau draw er.
She opened it and those tw o doors herself, but the m urderer had w iped the pistol
and the inner handle of the sitting-room  door. You see the picture that givesð she
com es dow nstairs in her pyjam as and dressing-gow nð ò

M iss Silver coughed. ñYou say the stairs, Randal, but she m ight have used the
lift. U nlikely, I grant you, as even the best kept m achinery w ill m ake som e sound.ò

ñShe used the stairs,ò said Randal M arch. ñD esborough saw  her.ò
M iss Silver narrow ly escaped dropping a stitch. She said,
ñD ear m e!ò
ñA h! That interests you. It interests m e quite a lot. I told you Iôd got things to tell

you. H e says the w ind kept him  aw ake and he read till he had finished his book.
Then he thought heôd go dow n and get another. W hen he cam e out on the gallery
overlooking the hall he saw  Tanis Lyle on the bottom  step of the stairs. There is a
low -pow ered bulb burning in the hall all nightð he could see her quite w ell. She w as
in her black dressing-gow n, and she w as just stepping dow n into the hall. She w ent
across it, opened her sitting-room  door, and w ent in. A ll this I am  prepared to
believeð he could have no possible m otive for m aking it up. But here w e com e to
debatable ground. H e says he w ent no farther. H e didnôt w ant to m eet her, so he
gave up any idea of getting him self a book and w ent back to bed. H e looked at his
w atch, and, he says, the tim e w as five m inutes to tw o.ò



M iss Silver said, ñVery interesting indeed. But I find no difficulty in believing that
he did in fact go back to his room . If he had anything to conceal he had only to hold
his tongue about the w hole episode. It seem s to m e that he had every possible
reason for w ishing to avoid an interview  w ith Tanis at such a com prom ising hour.ò

M arch looked at her.
ñSom e reasons,ò he agreed. ñW e know  w hat they w ere. But there m ay have

been others w hich forced him  to an interview. W e have only his ow n w ord for it that
there had been a reconciliation. I donôt know  if I told you about that. H e says they
danced together on the Thursday evening, and that she gave in all along the lineð
prom ised to tell M iss Fane there w as no engagem ent and all that. But, as I said,
w eôve only got his w ord for it. A w om an like Tanis Lyle w ould not allow  an open
quarrel to spoil her house party. She m ight dance w ith him , play the perfect hostess,
and yet be threatening him ð or Laura Fane. Perry heard her say som ething on the
lines of óYour Lauraôs nam e w ill be m ud.ô By the w ay hereôs her statem ent. You had
better read it.ò

She took it from  him , read it through, and laid it dow n w ith an expression of
distaste.

ñThe type of w itness w ho w ould tw ist the m ost innocent rem ark into som ething
sinister,ò w as her com m ent. ñIt is curious and salutary that hatred should invariably
betray itself.ò

ñW hy should she hate C arey D esborough?ò
M iss Silver shook her head.
ñN ot C arey D esborough, Randalð Laura Fane.ò
ñBut w hy?ò
ñShe has been w ith A gnes for forty-one years. She w as w ith her w hen Lauraôs

father broke their engagem ent to m arry Lilian Ferrers. The present situation bears a
m isleading resem blance to that unhappy affairð she sees Laura as another Lilian.
She hates her, and her hatred puts a tw ist on everything. A s Lord Tennyson so truly
says, óA lie that is half a truth is ever the hardest to fight.ô I do not think that Perry
can be considered at all a reliable w itness.ò

H e had a quizzical, affectionate look for her quotation.
ñN o,ò he said. ñBut D esborough adm its to a good deal of w hatôs in that

statem ent of hers. They did quarrel, and he w as pressing her to tell M iss Fane that
there w as no engagem ent betw een them . She did call him  darling and invite him  to
m ake love to her. H e says that this w as sarcasm  and over Perryôs head.ò

ñThat is very likely. Tanis Lyle had a cynical, sarcastic vein.ò
Randal M arch m ade a kind of sw eeping gesture w ith his right hand.



ñW ell, there you are. Itôs like that all through. H e adm its the bit about saying
heôd like to m urder her too, only he says it w asnôt a threat, just sarcasm .ò

ñI expect he felt like w ringing her neck,ò said M iss Silver placidly. ñH e had
considerable provocation according to Perry. But since he restrained him self at the
tim e, I am  unable to believe that he w ent dow nstairs m ore than tw enty-four hours
later in the m iddle of the night and shot her in the back. That w ould im ply an
assignation, andð ò

H e interrupted her.
ñN ot necessarilyð in fact not at all. H e adm its to having seen her go dow nstairs.

Suppose he follow ed her dow n, pressed her again about this engagem ent businessð
the quarrel flared up. She had a very offensive tongue, you know. That bit in Perryôs
statem ent about Laura Fane and the piece at the end w here she tw itted him  w ith
having lost his nerveð they got him  on the raw  all right.ò

ñI am  not surprised.ò
ñN or am  I,ò he said. ñW ell, it m ight have happened that w ay.ò
ñM y dear Randal!ò H er tone w as one of m ild reproof.
ñA nd w hy not?ò
ñThe door,ò said M iss Silver m ore in sorrow  than in anger ñð the door into the

church. If she w as quarrelling w ith M r. D esborough, can you think of any reason
w hy she should have opened that door and stood there on the top step w ith her
back to him  looking out?ò

H e frow ned m editatively.
ñI canôt think of oneð ò
H er needles clicked.
ñN or can I.ò
ñBut neither you nor I are om niscient. W e canôt think of everything.ò
M iss Silver pressed her lips together. It w as not her place to reprove a m an of

thirty-six, but she considered this use of the w ord om niscient slightly profane. She
allow ed the silence to speak for her.

Randal M arch broke it.
ñThereôs som ething else,ò he said. ñA nd thatôs w hy I called you in. You know  I

have just seen M iss A dam s. W ell, she has m ade a statem ent w hich brings Laura
Fane into the picture.ò

M iss Silver said nothing. H er lips rem ained pressed together.
H e said in good-hum oured exasperation,
ñO h, I knew  you w ouldnôt like itð but there it is. Iôve got to see the girl, and Iôd

like you to be here, if she doesnôt object. She can of course. Is she likely to?ò



M iss Silver said, ñN o,ò and said no m ore.
They sat in silence after he had rung the bell. A m aid cam eð a dark-eyed girl

w ith a sidelong look, Florrie M um ford the under-housem aid, the girl A gnes didnôt
very m uch care about. She w as sent to ask M iss Laura Fane if she w ould com e to
the study, and presently Laura cam e, in the black dress w hich A gnes Fane had given
her.

M arch said, ñC om e in.ò A nd then, ñI w ant to ask you som e questions, M iss
Fane, and if you have no objection, I should like M iss Silver to be here. You are not
obliged to answ er m e, and you are not obliged to have M iss Silver hereð you can
do just as you please about that.ò

Laura stood just inside the door, w hich she had shut behind her. She looked
very w hite, and there w ere sm udges under her eyes. She said in a young,
defenceless w ay,

ñO h, I should like her to stay. A nd Iôll tell youð anything I can.ò
H e pulled up a chair for her, and she cam e round the table and sat dow n there

w ith her hands in her lap. H e took up one of the papers w hich lay before him  and
said,

ñM iss Fane, did you leave your room  at any tim e during the night on w hich the
m urder took place?ò

She lifted those beautiful candid eyes to his and said,
ñY es.ò
ñW ill you tell m e w hy?ò
ñYes. I w oke up and rem em bered that I hadnôt brought m y C hinese shaw l

upstairs. I w ent dow n to get it.ò
ñIn the m iddle of the night?ò
Som ething in his tone brought a little colour to her cheeks.
ñI know ð it sounds silly. But I couldnôt get to sleep again. I kept w ondering

w here I had left it, and then I rem em bered, so I w ent dow n.ò
M iss Silver knitted steadily, but she w as w atching them  both.
ñA nd w here had you left it?ò said Randal M arch.
ñH anging on the new el-post at the foot of the stairs.ò
H e cam e in very quick w ith ñRight, or left?ò But there w as no hesitation in her

reply.
ñThe right-hand side going dow n.ò
H e glanced at the statem ent in his hand.
ñA nd you w ent dow n, and fetched it, and cam e back again?ò
She shook her head.



ñN o, I didnôt fetch it. It w asnôt there.ò
In a w ay he w as relieved. There had been a m om ent w hen he thought she w as

going to lie, looking him  straight in the face w ith those w ide, truthful eyes. Because
Lucy A dam s had said that Laura Fane cam e back to her room  at three oôclock in
the m orning, and that she cam e em pty-handed. H e said gravely,

ñThe shaw l w asnôt thereð ò
ñN o, it w asnôt there.ò
ñBut you w ent on looking for itð ò
ñY esð in the hall, and in the draw ing-room .ò
ñN ot anyw here else?ò
ñN o.ò
ñN ot in M iss Lyleôs sitting-room ?ò
A ll her colour w ent, but the eyes did not w aver. She thought, ñIf I had, I should

have found that open doorð and Tanis deadð ò
H e saw  a shudder go over her. She said,
ñN o, I didnôt go in there. I w as thinkingð how  dreadful if I hadð because I

supposeð I should have found herð ò
It w as disarm ing, but he m ust not be disarm ed. H e said quickly,
ñH ow  do you know  that you w ould have found her then? W hat tim e w as it?ò
She w asnôt frightened. She w as puzzled.
ñThe clock struck as I w as going upstairs. I think it struck three.ò
ñThen how  do you know  that the m urder had taken place? H ow  do you know

that M iss Lyle w as already dead?ò
ñI suppose I donôt. I didnôt think about that, butð w ell, I suppose w e all thought

ð it m ust have beenð earlier than thatð ò H er voice trailed aw ay, like a voice that is
being faded out. W hen it w as quite gone M arch said,

ñI see. Y ou are sure you didnôt go into M iss Lyleôs sitting-room ?ò
ñY es, Iôm  quite sure.ò
ñY ou didnôt open the door from  the hall?ò
ñO h, no.ò
ñO r the door betw een the draw ing-room  and the octagon room ? You w ere in

the draw ing-room , w erenôt you?ò
ñY es, I w as in the draw ing-room . But I didnôt open the door.ò
ñW hy didnôt you?ò
The question leapt at her, but she only looked puzzled.
ñW hy should I? I w as looking for m y shaw l. I thought I had left it in the hall, but

it m ight have got back into the draw ing-room . I never thought of looking anyw here



else.ò
H e leaned back in his chair.
ñYou say you thought you left this shaw l hanging on the new el-post. A ctually,

w here did you leave it? W here w as it found?ò
Laura leaned forw ard. C olour cam e into her face and into her voice. She said,
ñI did leave it on the new el-postð Iôm  sure I did. A nd it hasnôt been found at

all.ò
ñW hat?ò
M iss Silverôs eyes becam e intent.
Laura repeated her w ords.
ñIt hasnôt been found at all.ò
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W hen they w ere alone again M arch turned in his chair w ith an abrupt,
ñW ell?ò
D uring the w hole of the tim e that Laura had been in the room  M iss Silver had

knitted peacefully. The blue bootee had m ade considerable progress. The needles
had clicked w ithout interm ission, but M iss Silverôs lips had not uttered a single w ord.
She unclosed them  now .

ñW hat do you expect m e to say, m y dear Randal?ò
H e sm iled.
ñW hat you think. Y ou alw ays do.ò
She gave her little dry cough.
ñI hope so. But in this case I w ould rather hear w hat you think yourself.ò
The sm ile becam e a thoughtful one.
ñA disarm ing creature. O ne w ould say candour itselfð or one w ould have said

so if one hadnôt taken up this horrid trade. D o you rem em ber M illy M orrison?ò
ñM y dear Randal, any w om an w ould have seen through M illy at a glance.ò
ñShe w as a very pretty girl.ò H is tone w as drily regretful.
ñA nd a sadly deceitful one,ò said M iss Silver. She picked up her ball of w ool,

w hich had rolled under the w riting-table, and added, ñG entlem en are quite unable to
believe any harm  of a young w om an w ho has large blue eyes. If Laura Faneôs eyes
w ere blue, you w ould not be suspecting her now .ò

H e laughed.
ñO h, sheôs got lovely eyesð I grant you that. Easy to look at, and easy to trust.

But here w e are w ith a set of aw kw ard facts on our hands. D esborough and his
quarrel w ith Tanis Lyleð a quarrel w hich drove him  into som ething uncom m only like
a threat to m urder her. H is adm ission that he saw  her go dow nstairs just before tw o
oôclock on the night of the m urder. If he w asnôt the m urderer he w as the last other
person to see her alive. But suppose he is the m urderer. W e donôt really know  w hat
their relations m ay have been. W e do know  that he w as breaking w ith her to m arry
Laura Fane. Just now  w hen you asked m e if I could think of any reason w hy she
should have opened the door to the church, I said I couldnôt. It w as stupid of m e,
because thereôs a perfectly obvious reason. H e w as threatening her w ith the pistol,
and she had lost her head and w as trying to m ake a bolt for it.ò

M iss Silver shook her head.
ñIf you had seen Tanis Lyle w hen she w as really being threatened w ith a pistol



you w ould not entertain that idea for an instant. It is quite absurd. She w ould have
faced him  w ithout a trem or.ò

H e said, ñY ou canôt tellð people lose their nerve suddenlyð Iôve seen it happen.
But thatôs just speculation. Thisð ò he took out an envelope from  a draw er and
handed it to herð ñthis is evidence.ò

She had laid dow n her knitting. She now  opened the envelope and took out a
folded piece of paper. It contained a couple of black silk threads about eight inches
long. They appeared to be m uch discoloured. She looked at them  gravely and
intently. Then, w ithout speaking, she raised her eyes to the Superintendentôs face.

H e said, ñThose threads w ere found clutched betw een the fingers of Tanis Lyleôs
left hand. The stain is blood. D o they suggest anything to you?ò

M iss Silver took her tim e. Then she said,
ñW hat do they suggest to you?ò
The quizzical look just show ed, and w as gone again.
ñQ uite a lot,ò he said. ñThe silk threads.... M y m other had one of those C hinese

shaw lsð she has it still.ò
M iss Silver nodded.
ñO h, yes, I rem em ber it. But hers w as all w hiteð a very beautiful piece of

w ork.ò
ñYes. It had a deep fringe all around it, about eight or nine inches longð in fact

about the length of those silk threads. But, as you say, m y m otherôs shaw l is w hite.
Laura Faneôs, I suppose, is not, and I suppose you can describe it to m e.ò

H er needles clicked.
ñO h, yes. It is black, very beautifully em broidered w ith coloured flow ers and

butterflies.ò
ñA nd it has a black fringe about eight inches deep?ò
ñY es, Randal.ò
H e threw  up a hand in an exasperated gesture.
ñYou canôt refuse to look facts in the face just because you have taken a fancy

to D esborough and Laura Fane! D esborough w as out of his room , and the girl out of
hers and dow nstairs, round about the tim e w hen the m urder m ust have taken place.
Threads from  the fringe of her shaw l w ere betw een the dead w om anôs fingers. They
are stained w ith blood. A nd the shaw l itself has disappeared. W hy? The obvious
answ er to that is that it too w as stained and had to be disposed of.ò

M iss Silver looked up calm ly.
ñA nd how  do you im agine that it becam e stained?ò
ñYou m ustnôt think that I am  convinced of D esboroughôs guilt, or of Laura



Faneôs. I only say they could be guilty. They had m otive, they had opportunity, and
those threads from  the m issing shaw l and the fact that the shaw l is m issing are nasty
bits of evidence to explain aw ay. A s to how  the shaw l m ay have got stained, I think
that is quite easy. There is a quarrel betw een the three of them . Laura Fane m ay
have interposed. There m ay have been a struggle in w hich these threads w ere
broken off. They w ere caught in the setting of a ring w hich M iss Lyle w as w earing.
W ell, she gets frightened and m akes for the door into the church. D esborough
shoots her, and she falls, as w e know  she did fall, from  that top step. Laura Fane is
horrifiedð Iôll grant you that. She runs dow n the steps, kneels beside the bodyð
som eone did kneel thereð the grass w as all pressed dow n. W hen she realizes that
M iss Lyle is dead she com es back. She is concerned to save D esborough. They
w ipe the pistol and put it back in the draw er. They w ipe the inner handle of the
sitting-room  doorð probably the outer one too, because there are only D eanôs
fingerprints on it. Then one of them  notices that the shaw l is stained. W hat are they
going to do about it? W hat did they do? Burned it in the furnace m ost probably, in
w hich case w e m ay w histle for our evidence, though the disappearance of the shaw l
is in itself a dam ning piece of evidence. Laura Fane m ay have gone back to her room
and left D esborough to clear up the m ess, or they m ay have done it together. The
only thing w e know  for certain is that she w as neither w earing nor carrying the shaw l
w hen she returned to her room . She said so herself, and M iss A dam sð ò

M iss Silver interrupted, a thing quite against her code of m anners. She did it
quietly and deliberately.

ñO h, yesð m ay I hear w hat Lucy has to say about it? I should be interested.ò
H e said, ñO f course. Itôs quite short.... Y es, here it is. Iôll read it to you.ò
ñThank you. I am  just turning the heel of m y bootee.ò
H e read from  Lucy A dam sôs statem ent:

ñ óIt w as such a terribly w indy night that m y sleep w as very m uch
disturbed. I kept on w aking up. I have a constitutional dislike for the
sound of w ind.ôò

H e looked up w ith half a laugh. ñThere w as a good deal m ore on those lines, but
Iôm  afraid I cut it out.ò

ñLucy has alw ays been inclined to think too m uch about her feelings,ò said M iss
Silver.

Randal M arch resum ed.



ñ óM y rest becam e m ore and m ore broken. I could only sleep in
snatches. N o, no, noð I did not hear any shot, I only heard that terrible
w ind. I becam e too nervous to stay in bed, so I got up and w alked about
m y room .ôò

H e looked up again. ñShe explained at considerable length that m ovem ent and a
drink of cold w ater had a soothing effect upon her nerves and usually enabled her to
go to sleep again, but not on this occasion. A fter w alking about her room  for a tim e,
she says, she opened the door. The idea w as to w alk up and dow n the passage for a
change.ò

ñLucy has very little self-control,ò said M iss Silver.
M arch w ent back to the statem ent.
ñH ere w e are. She says,

ñ óI opened m y door and heard a footstep com ing from  the direction
of the stairs. I drew  the door to, but left a crack because I w anted to see
w ho it w as. A t the sam e tim e I sw itched out m y ow n light because I did
not w ish to be seen.ôò

ñLucy is a prying old m aid,ò said M iss Silver.
H e very nearly laughed. It m ight not have been forgiven him  if he had. H e w ent

on reading rather hastily.

ñ óI saw  Laura Fane com ing along the passage from  the stairs. There
is a light at the other end outside m y cousinôs room , and I could see her
quite plainly.ôò

M iss Silver coughed.
ñThe bulb is a fifteen-w att, and the passage is forty-five feet long. The distance

betw een the light and Lucyôs door w ould be about thirty feet, I should think.ò
H e m urm ured, ñY ou are alw ays accurate,ò and w ent on reading,

ñ óLauraôs door is very nearly opposite m ine. She cam e along the
passage and w ent into her room . She w as w earing her night-gow n, and a
dressing-gow n over it. She had slippers on her feet. She w asnôt carrying a
candle, or a book, or anything. I couldnôt im agine w hy she should be out
of her room  like that, unless she had been m eeting M r. D esborough. I
w as very m uch shocked at the idea. She w ent into her room  and shut the



door. I w as so m uch upset that I w as quite unable to sleep.ôò

M iss Silverôs lips w ere firm ly pressed together. H e looked at her w ith som e
am usem ent.

ñW ell, thatôs all.ò
ñLucy ought to be asham ed of herself. That is, I am  sure, a m ost unfounded

im putation.ò
H e laughed.
ñIôll take your w ord for it. I donôt think Laura Fane and C arey D esborough

w ere indulging in a loversô m eeting. I w ish I hadnôt to suspect them  of anything
w orse than that.ò

M iss Silver put dow n her knitting and looked at him  earnestly.
ñD o you really suspect them , Randal?ò
H e said very seriously indeed,
ñI donôt know, but Iôm  going to m ake it m y business to know. A nd the first thing

Iôm  going to do is to find out w hat has becom e of that C hinese shaw l.ò
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Randal M arch had done his best to be as good as his w ord, but he had failed.
The house had been gone through w ith the proverbial finetooth-com b, but there w as
no discoverable trace of Laura Faneôs C hinese shaw l. W ith its gaily em broidered
bloom s, its butterflies, and its torn fringe, it had vanished as com pletely as if it had
possessed only the fantastic substance of a dream . Police superintendents do not
readily believe in the fantastic. M arch set Sergeant Stebbins and Police C onstable
Pollock to the loathly task of sorting through the dustbins and the furnace ashes.

ñThey m ust have burned it,ò he said, encountering M iss Silver in the hall.
ñThereôs about a m illionth chance of finding a shred or tw o.ò

H e put a hand on her arm  and w alked w ith her to the study. W hen they w ere
inside w ith the door shut he said,

ñW e didnôt find the shaw l, but w e did find som ething else. Look at this.ò
H e gave her a shred of crum pled paper. She sm oothed it out, looked at it, and

read aloud, her cool, prim  voice m aking a strange contrast w ith the scribbled w ords.

ñ óA ll right darling com e dow n to m y sitting-room  as soon as the
coast is clear. N ot before oneð A unt A . reads late.ôò

H e said, ñThereôs no signature. C an you identify the w riting?ò
ñO h, yesð Tanis Lyleôs.ò
ñItôs obvious of course from  the context, butð you are quite sure about the

w riting?ò
ñO h, quite sure.ò She gave him  back the note. ñW here did you find it?ò
ñIn the breast pocket of A listair M axw ellôs dinner-jacket.ò
ñD ear m e!ò
ñItôs undated of course. I am  going to show  it to him  and ask him  if heôs got

anything to say about it. You can stay, if he doesnôt object. I w ill explain that you are
representing the fam ily.ò

A listair M axw ell objected to nothing. H e had the dazed, half-stupefied
appearance of a m an w ho is exhausted from  shock and lack of sleep. H is usually
fresh com plexion w as dull and patchy. H is fair hair w as rough and his eyes set in his
head. They stared at the bit of paper w hich the Superintendent offered him .

ñYes, itôs m ine. W here did you find it? I thought I had put it in the fire.ò H e
spoke in a dry, toneless voice, standing by the table. H is eyes never left the paper.



ñThis note,ò said M archð ñit w as from  M iss Lyle?ò
H e did not look up.
ñY es. It doesnôt m atter now ð does it?ò
ñI think it does. W e w ant to know  w ho killed her. This note m akes an

appointm ent w ith you for one oôclock. The tim e referred to is undoubtedly the
m iddle of the night, because she speaks of her aunt reading late. H ave you got
anything to say about this appointm ent? D id you keep it?ò

ñY es, I kept it.ò The w ords w ere drained of expression.
ñW ould you care to tell m e w hat happened?ò
ñO h, yesð it doesnôt m atter now . W e quarrelled.ò
ñO hð you quarrelled. Seriously?ò
ñYes. She w as tearing everything to bitsð Petrað m eð everyone. It couldnôt go

on.ò
M arch w as looking very grave.
ñM r. M axw ell, is this a confession? I m ust w arn you that anything you say m ay

be taken dow n and used in evidence against you.ò
H e looked up then in a slow , bew ildered m anner.
ñW hat do you m ean?ò
ñI think you know  w hat I m ean. You can m ake a statem ent, or a confession, but

it is m y duty to m ake sure that you understand w hat you are doing.ò
ñButð ò
M arch said quickly,
ñThis note has very grave im plicationsð you m ust realize that. W hen you adm it

that you kept the appointm ent, and that you had a very serious quarrel w ith M iss
Lyle, you com e very near to incrim inating yourself.ò

A listairôs look of bew ilderm ent deepened. H e said,
ñI donôt know  w hat you m ean.ò
ñM r. M axw ell, I am  not trying to trap you. I am  here to discover w ho shot M iss

Lyle. You have adm itted to being w ith her, and to having a very serious quarrel.
M iss Lyle w as shot at som e tim e betw een tw o oôclock, w hen she w as last seen
alive, and the early hours of the m orning. The m edical evidence suggests that her
death took place not m uch later than three oôclock. You m ust realize that you are in
a serious position.ò

The study door w as jerked open. Petra N orth ran in. She banged it behind her
and stood against it, eyes and cheeks blazing. She said in a clear, angry voice,

ñH e isnôt! H e didnôt touch herð he w ouldnôt!ò
M arch turned.



ñY ou w ere listening at the door, M iss N orth?ò
She left it and ran to A listair, linking an arm  through his.
ñO f course I listened! C anôt you see heôs ill? H ow  dare you try and bully him ?

H eôs ill, I tell youð he doesnôt know  w hat heôs saying. You m ight just as w ell say
that I did it. I w anted to, and I said so dozens of tim esð I expect you could get any
num ber of people to say theyôve heard m e. Because I hated her like poison. But
A listair didnôt hate her. A listair loved her. H eôs breaking his heart for her this m inute.
H e w orshipped her.ò

She w as quite outside herself, passionate in defence.
A listair pulled roughly aw ay.
ñThatôs not true!ò H is voice w as thick and unsteady. ñI think I hated her. Sheôd

got m e, and I couldnôt get aw ay. Thatôs not rightð youôve got to be able to get aw ay
if you w ant to. She w onôt let you get aw ay. I expect thatôs w hy she w as killed.ò

M archôs voice broke in.
ñM r. M axw ell, do you w ish to m ake a statem ent, orð a confession?ò
Petra called out in a high, shrill voice,
ñN o, no, noð he didnôtð he didnôt do it! I did itð I shot her!ò
The w hole thing had passed at great speed. They w ere all standing. M iss Silver

had one hand on the edge of the table, leaning on it. A t Petraôs w ords A listair
M axw ell took a lurching step forw ard and slum ped dow n in the w riting-chair, his
arm s flung out across the table, his head sunk upon them . The m ovem ent w as so
abrupt, it had alm ost the effect of a fall. M arch looked dow n at him  before he turned
to Petra.

ñYou had better sit dow n, M iss N orth. W e seem  to be a chair short. Iôll bring
one in from  the dining-room . You m ust consider w hat you have just said, and
w hether you w ould be w illing to m ake a statem ent. I have to tell you that w hat you
say m ay be used in evidence against you.ò

A listair M axw ellôs hands clenched one upon the other. A strong shudder w ent
over him .

Petra said nothing. She rem ained standing till M arch returned w ith the chair.
Then she sat dow n.

W hen they w ere all seated, M arch said gravely,
ñN ow , M iss N orthð have you considered your position?ò
She had lost a little of her look of a kitten at bay, but she w as still very m uch

flushed, very tense. She said in a defiant voice,
ñI shot her. It w asnôt anyone elseð it w as m e.ò
ñA nd your m otive?ò



ñShe w as tearing A listair to bits. I couldnôt bear it any longer.ò
ñI see. W ill you tell m e just w hat you did? You w ent up to your room  w ith the

others on Thursday night?ò
ñY es, I w ent up w ith Laura Fane. W e didnôt talk. W e w ent to our room s.ò
ñThen w ill you go on from  there? W hat did you do?ò
She sat up very straight and stiff w ith her hands clasped in her lap and said like a

child repeating a lesson,
ñI got into a dressing-gow n, but I didnôt undress. I knew  it w as no good going to

bed or trying to sleepð I w as too unhappy. I thought about all the things that had
been happening, and I couldnôt see any w ay out of them  as long as Tanis w as alive. I
hated her, and I w ished she w as dead. Presently I couldnôt bear it any longer in m y
room , so I w ent dow nstairs. There w as a light in Tanisôs sitting-room . I rem em bered
about the pistol being in the bureau there. I w ent in. She w asnôt there. I got the pistol
and w ent into the octagon room  to look for her. I could hear her opening the door
there. She had just opened it w hen I cam e in. I shot her. She fell dow n the steps.
Thatôs all.ò

M arch said, ñN ot quite, M iss N orth. I should like to ask you a few  questions.
W hen you cam e dow n the stairs you w ere in your dressing-gow n. W as it very
cold?ò

The clasp of her hands had relaxed. She looked at him  w ith som e astonishm ent.
ñN oð I donôt think soð I didnôt notice.ò
M iss Silver had been w atching her intently. A very faint sm ile now  changed the

line of her lips.
M arch said, ñY ou didnôt feel the need of an extra w rap or anything like that?ò
ñN o.ò H er tone w as a puzzled one.
ñY ou are quite sure of that?ò
ñO h, yes, quite.ò
ñW ell then, you cam e dow n the stairs into the hall. W hat tim e w as it?ò
She hesitated.
ñI donôt know ð I didnôt notice.ò
ñY ou didnôt m eet anyone?ò
ñN o.ò
ñO r notice anything at all unusual?ò
ñN oð I w asnôt noticing things.ò
ñYou didnôt notice w hether there w as anything hanging on the new el-post at the

foot of the stairs?ò
H er flush deepened.



ñI tell you I w asnôt noticing things.ò
ñYouôre quite sure you didnôt see M iss Laura Faneôs C hinese shaw l, or handle

it?ò
ñO f course Iôm  sure. W hatôs the good of all these questions? Iôve told you I shot

Tanis. Isnôt that enough?ò
The severity of his look had relaxed a little.
ñN ot quite, Iôm  afraid. You say that you cam e into the sitting-room  and got the

pistol. W here w as it?ò
There w as hardly a pause before she said,
ñIn the bureau.ò
ñYesð M iss Lyle had told everyone that, hadnôt she? But the bureau has a flap,

and three draw ers. From  w hich of these places did you take the pistol?ò
She turned w ide, startled eyes on him .
ñC om e, M iss N orth!ò
She said in a w hispering voice, ñI donôt rem em ber.ò A nd then, ñIt w asð it w as

under the flapð I think.ò The last tw o w ords w ere so faint as to be alm ost inaudible.
M arch regarded her.
ñW ell, you shot M iss Lyle. W hat did you do after that?ò
She said w ith obvious relief,
ñI cam e back to m y room .ò
H is quizzical look show ed for a m om ent.
ñA s quickly as all that? You didnôt go dow n the steps to m ake sure that M iss

Lyle w as really dead?ò
H er eyes w ere w ary now .
ñI donôt know ð I m ight have doneð ò
ñC om e, M iss N orth, you m ust rem em ber w hether you w ent dow n the steps or

not.ò
ñI donôt know .ò
ñW ell, w hat did you do w ith the pistol? D o you know  that?ò
ñIð I put it dow n.ò
ñJust like that?ò
ñI donôt know  w hat you m ean.ò
H e w as sm iling a little.
ñYou shot M iss Lyle, and you donôt know  w hether you w ent dow n the steps or

not. A nd you put the pistol dow n, but you donôt know  w here you put it. Let m e see
if I can help you to rem em ber. D o you think you put it back under the flap of the
bureau?ò



ñI donôt know  w here I put it.ò
She w as frightened now , and afraid of com m itting herself.
ñD o you think you m ight have dropped it after you fired?ò
ñI donôt know .ò
ñBut you rem em ber opening the flap of the bureau to take the pistol out?ò
ñY es.ò
ñD o you rem em ber opening or shutting either of the doors in the room ð the

door from  the hall for instance? Y ou cam e in that w ay?ò
ñY es, I cam e in that w ay.ò
ñThen you had to open that door.ò
ñY es.ò
ñD id you shut it behind you?ò
ñI donôt know .ò H er voice had begun to shake.
ñW ell then, after you had shot M iss Lyle and dropped the pistolð can you

rem em ber w hether you had to open the sitting-room  door to get back into the hall?ò
ñI donôt know. Iôve told you that I donôt know. W hat does it m atter? Iôve told

you I shot her.ò
Randal M arch leaned back in his chair. H e said in his agreeable voice,
ñM iss N orth, youôve told m e a num ber of things, and m ost of them  are untrue.

To start w ith, you say you saw  a light in M iss Lyleôs sitting-room . That w ould m ean
that the door into the hall w as open. Later on you say you had to open this door.
Both these statem ents canôt be true. If w e are to believe the first of them , w e have to
sw allow  the im probability that M iss Lyle had gone into the octagon room  to adm it a
m idnight visitor, leaving her sitting-room  door open to advertise the fact. I canôt
m anage to believe that m yself. If, on the other hand, you opened the door, how  do
you account for its not having your fingerprints on it? You say you took the pistol
from  under the bureau flap. You left no fingerprints there either. You donôt know
w hat you did w ith the pistol afterw ards, but the person w ho used it had taken good
care to w ipe it and put it back in the place from  w hich it w as taken, w hich w asnôt
under the bureau flap at all. Your trouble is that youôre trying to confess to a crim e
w ithout having the least idea of how  it w as com m itted. The person w ho shot M iss
Lyle kept a clear head. Telltale fingerprints w ere all m ost carefully rem oved. If you
had rem oved them  you w ouldnôt have forgotten the fact, or w here they had beenð
w here the pistol w as, or w here the m urderer finally left it. You did your best, but you
couldnôt tell m e these things because you didnôt know  them . Fortunately for you it is
extrem ely difficult for an innocent person to prove him self guilty. You see, he doesnôt
really know  enough about the job.ò



A listair M axw ellôs head had lifted. H e w as looking at Petra. She w as pale now,
her expression one of m isery. A listair said in a sudden loud voice,

ñPetrað you fool!ò
The tears w hich had been gathering w elled up and began to roll dow n her

cheeks. She sat quite still and let them  fall.
A listair got up and cam e to her. W ith an arm  about her shoulders, he addressed

him self to M arch.
ñIôm  sorry, sirð sheôs a dam ned little fool. But I suppose she thought I did it. I

didnôt, you know. Iôm  afraid I m ade an exhibition of m yself just now. Itôs been a
shock, and I havenôt been sleeping. Iôm  all right now. A nd I can explain about that
note. It w asnôt for Thursday night at all, it w as for W ednesday. If you look at it again
youôll see that it couldnôt have been for Thursday, because it said one oôclock. W ell,
the M adisons w ere com ing in on Thursday night. W e alw ays dance w hen they com e
in, and they never go aw ay until w ell after m idnightð anyone in the house w ill tell you
that. She w ould never have said one oôclock if it had been for Thursday night.ò

Petra turned in her chair w ith a quick m ovem ent and hid her face against his arm .
Randal M arch got to his feet and opened the door.
ñO h, take her aw ay and pick up the bits, M axw ell!ò he said.
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A s the door shut behind them , M arch turned a half laughing, half vexed face
upon M iss Silver and saw  that she w as sm iling.

ñW ell?ò he said.
ñA s far as they are concerned, it is the best thing that could have happened. I

im agine that he has been under a very severe strain for som e tim e, and the shock of
Tanisôs death cam e very near to sending him  off his balance. The counter-shock of
hearing M iss N orth confess to the m urder seem s to have had a m ost salutary effect.
I am  convinced that his attachm ent to her is of a deep and lasting character. H e has
been torn in tw o directions, and has blam ed him self bitterly. M iss N orth is devoted
to him . H er confession w as of course m ade on the spur of the m om ent and is quite
ridiculous. Y ou handled her very w ell indeed, Randal.ò

H e m ade her a m ock serious bow , and then cam e back to gravity.
ñY ou think M axw ell cleared him self.ò
ñD o not you?ò
H e shrugged.
ñI suppose I doð as a m an. A s a policem an, Iôm  not so sure. H is rendering of

the note is possible, even probable. You know  as w ell as I do that it isnôt conclusive.
She m ight have said one oôclock and yet m eant Thursday night, if she intended to get
rid of the M adisons early. I know  they didnôt leave till half past tw elve, but then
M axw ell him self had flung out of the house and hadnôt com e back. She m ay have
m eant to tantalize him  by allow ing the party to run on until after his return. It w as
M rs. M adison w ho definitely broke it up, w asnôt it?ò

ñYes. She had been looking ill all the evening. She w as evidently very unhappy
indeed about her husbandôs attentions to Tanis.ò

H e looked at her sharply.
ñN ow  do you m ean anything by that, or donôt you?ò
H er faint colourless eyebrow s rose a little.
ñM y dear Randal, I w as m erely answ ering your question.ò
H e sm iled.
ñSo you w ere. M adisonôs attentions w ere m arked?ò
M iss Silver gave her little cough.
ñExtrem ely m arked. They danced together nearly the w hole evening. I could see

that A gnes w as uneasy.ò
ñShe didnôt interfere in any w ay?ò



M iss Silver coughed again.
ñIt depends on w hat you w ould call interference. She beckoned to M r.

D esborough. I w as so placed that I unavoidably caught som e of their conversation.
She asked him  if he had quarrelled w ith Tanis, and w hen he said no she said M r.
M adison w as m aking her conspicuous and urged him  to put a stop to it. It w as after
that that he did dance w ith her.ò

ñI see. W as M axw ell in the room  at this tim e?ò
ñN o. H e had already left the house according to M iss N orth. They w ere aw ay

from  the draw ing-room  for som e tim e together, and then she cam e back and said
that he had gone out.ò

M arch looked up w ith a glint of hum our in his eyes.
ñYou seem  to have had a delightful eveningð M adison and M axw ell about as

pleasant as thunder, M iss N orth and M rs. M adison acutely jealous and w retchedð ò
H e broke off and cam e at her w ith a sudden, ñW hat about D esborough and Laura
Faneð how  w ere they?ò

M iss Silver sm iled.
ñThey w ere happy, and very obviously in love. Laura w as radiant, and after he

had danced w ith Tanis M r. D esborough looked radiant too.ò
ñThat is capable of m ore than one interpretation. It m ight substantiate his

statem ent that she had prom ised to set things right for him  w ith her aunt, or it m ight
be taken to m ean that a reconciliation of a different kind had taken place, and that
she had given him  an assignation.ò

M iss Silver corrected him  w ith decision.
ñO h, dear m e noð it w asnôt that. It w ould be im possible for anyone w ho saw

them  together to believe such a thing. I cannot repeat too em phatically that M r.
D esborough w as m ost evidently and com pletely in love w ith Laura and that if he
ever had been in love w ith Tanis it w as entirely a thing of the past. I rem em ber
assuring A gnes on W ednesday evening that she w as quite m istaken in im agining that
there w as any w arm er feeling betw een them  than friendship.ò

M arch began to put his papers together.
ñW ell, I accept your judgm ent on that point. W hat rem ains to be disproved is

m y original theory that D esborough did have an interview  w ith her on Thursdayð at
the tim e w hen he adm its to seeing her go dow nstairs, and w hen Laura Fane also
adm its to having been out of her room . I am  afraid that they still head m y list of
suspects, w ith M axw ell as second string.ò

M iss Silver folded her hands and pursed her lips for a m om ent. Then she said,
ñA nd w here does M r. M adison com e on this list of yours, Randal?ò



H e paused, then turned to face her.
ñM adison?ò
M iss Silver inclined her head.
M arch frow ned.
ñW ell, the evidence is quite clear as to his having left the house.ò
M iss Silver coughed.
ñTanis Lyleôs appointm ent w as not w ith anyone in this house, Randalð I have

been convinced of that all along. The fact that the door leading to the ruined church
w as open is not subsidiary but integral. The door w as open because she herself had
opened itð and she had opened it because she w as going to adm it som eone w ith
w hom  she had an assignation. There is to m y m ind no other explanation of the fact
that this door w as open, and that she herself w as standing there on the top step
w hen she w as shot. N ow  w ho w as she expecting? N ot her form er husband, because
he w as in a London nursing hom e, strapped dow n in bed and under constant
observation. N ot M r. D esborough or M r. M axw ell, because they w ere both inside
the house, and if she had had an appointm ent w ith either of them  he w ould have
com e dow n the stairs and entered her sitting-room  by w ay of the hall. Then w ho w as
it? I do not see how  w e can avoid the conclusion that it w as M r. M adison. I
certainly do not assert that he shot her, but I think it is m ore than probable that he
w as the visitor she w as expecting.ò

M arch regarded her w ith interest.
ñYou donôt exonerate either D esborough or M axw ell that w ay,ò he said. ñI

suppose you know  that. In fact you are providing them  w ith a m otiveð especially
M axw ell. A jealous young m an w ho has follow ed the w om an w ith w hom  he is
infatuated, only to find that she is opening her door to som eone else, m ight easily
lose his self-control.ò

M iss Silver shook her head.
ñYou forget that according to the fingerprints it w as Tanis herself w ho opened

the draw er in w hich the pistol w as. The pistol had been w iped, but not the draw er.
Tanisôs prints w ere plain upon it. D ean says the draw er w as shut w hen he w ent his
rounds before going to bed. H e found it open next m orning, and the pistol lying in full
view. If anyone except Tanis handled that draw er, it m ust have been done very
cleverly and carefully by a gloved hand or one w ith a handkerchief w rapped round
it, and great care m ust have been taken not to disturb the existing fingerprints. This
w ould m ean both an intention to m urder and a know ledge of the exact w hereabouts
of the pistol. I cannot m yself see either M r. D esborough or M r. M axw ell com bining
the sudden frenzy w hich prom pts a m an to m urder w ith this skilful precaution against



discovery.ò
M arch m ade an im patient gesture.
ñThe fact is w e donôt know  w hat happened, and probably w e never shall. A s for

w hat a m urderer w ill do and w onôt do, you know  very w ell that a m an w ho is off his
balanceð and I suppose no one m urders unless he is off his balanceð is incalculable.
You can guess at the actions and reactions of a reasonable hum an being because
reason is a com m on denom inator, but the m adm an is outside reasonð there isnôt a
com m on denom inator any m ore, and thereôs sim ply no saying w hat he m ay or m ay
not do. H e sw ings on to his balance, and he does a sane thing. You say, óYes, thatôs
in characterð thatôs all rightð I m ight have done that m yself.ô H e sw ings off it, and
you say, óI canôt fit that bit inð itôs all w rongð he w ouldnôt do that.ô A nd yet it m ay
be quite true. The sane, controlled self w ouldnôt have done it, but the crim inal,
unbalanced self has done it. Thereôs your explanation.ò

M iss Silver sm iled indulgently.
ñA ble but fallacious, m y dear Randal,ò she said. ñW hat I w as pointing out to you

w as that w e have here the evidence of a controlled intention to m urder and, having
m urdered, to avoid the consequences. I find this incom patible w ith either M r.
D esboroughôs or M r. M axw ellôs fram e of m ind, or even w ith w hat you suppose to
have been their fram e of m ind, on Thursday night. A nd you do not account for the
disappearance of the C hinese shaw l.ò

M arch half frow ned, half laughed.
ñYou w ant to hoist m e w ith m y ow n petard. H ow  like a w om an! Because, as

you very w ell know, I did account for it on the supposition that Laura Fane w as an
accessory either during or after the fact, and that the shaw l becam e stained and had
to be destroyed. That is, of course, presum ing that D esborough w as the m urderer. If
it w as M axw ell, you m ay have your pointð the shaw l eludes m e. But I am  very
nearly sure that it w asnôt M axw ell, and that the shaw l has been destroyed because
ð ò

It w as at this m om ent that a hesitating tap upon the door w as follow ed by its
partial opening. Florrie M um ford w as disclosed. A t M iss Silverôs crisp, ñC om e in!ò
she advanced into the room  w ith an odd sidelong m ovem ent. H er cap w as over one
eye, she w as sm udged w ith coal dust, and she held a dirty crum pled-up new spaper
in her hand.

ñW hat is it, Florrie?ò said M iss Silver in her m ost governessy tone. Really the girl
w as scandalously untidy. M rs. D ean ought to pull her up.

Florrie sent a bright, uneasy glance in the direction of the Superintendent. H e
repeated M iss Silverôs enquiry.



ñW hat is it? W hat do you w ant?ò
She cam e edging up to the w riting-table and plum ped the new spaper dow n in

front of him .
ñIf you please, sir, the sergeant and the constable have been going through the

ashbins and thingsð ò She paused, her eyes going to and fro, looking at him
sidew ays, looking aw ay again.

H e said, ñY es?ò in an encouraging voice.
ñThey said as how  it w as M iss Lauraôs shaw l they w as looking for. A nd I didnôt

say nothing to them ð Iôve nothing against M iss Laurað but it kepô on com ing into
m y m ind and I thought as how  Iôd better bring it along.ò

M archôs hands w ere on the paper, unfolding it, spreading it out. It w as grim ed
w ith coal dust. It contained a little ash and som e charred fragm ents of stuff. The stuff
w as a thick, lustreless black silk w ith a rem nant of ruined em broidery clinging to it
here and there. O ne bright butterfly survived the flam es. By som e erratic chance his
jew elled w ings had kept their turquoise sheen.

Florrie pointed w ith a sm udged finger.
ñI thought it w ould be ever so pretty cut out and sew ed on again on a ribbon or

som ething, and seeing Iôd raked it out of the fire, I didnôt think thereôd be any harm .ò
M archôs question cam e sharply.
ñW hat fire did you rake it out of?ò
ñThe draw ing-room .ò She gave her head a toss. ñIôve all the fires to do before

breakfastð draw ing-room , dining-room , M iss Lyleôs room , and this.ò
A fter a good deal of questioning the story em erged, such as it w as. Florrie w ent

round doing fires before the black-out w as taken dow n. She w as supposed to start
at seven, but on the m orning after the m urder she had been late, very late indeedð
so late in fact that she had only done the draw ing-room  and dining-room  w hen the
bell w ent for breakfast in the servantsô hall. Shaking in her shoes, she had slipped
into the study at a quarter past eight after D ean had adm itted the daylight, and w as
doing the grate there w hen the alarm  w as given and the house raised. Because of her
hurry in the draw ing-room  she hadnôt taken very m uch notice of w hat she bundled
into her pan, but it did cross her m ind to think there w as som ething odd about the
ash, and w hen she cam e to turn it out, there w ere these bits of stuff, and she
w ondered w hatever M iss Laura had been and burned that lovely shaw l for, and she
thought it w ouldnôt hurt no one if she w as to keep the butterfly, seeing it w as put in
the fire to be burned and no m anner of use to no one.

W hen she w as gone M arch got up. Face and voice w ere grave as he said,
ñThe analyst m ust have these at once. Theyôre stainedð som ething besides the



burning. If, as I expect, that stain is blood, w e have the reason w hy they survived the
fire. The w et patch w ouldnôt burn, and som ehow  it m ust have screened the butterfly.
Q ueer how  the little things survive, isnôt it?ò

M iss Silver w as as grave as he. She said,
ñY es.ò
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C arey took Laura to the G range cottage to see Sylvia M adison after lunch. Tim ,
it appeared, had been out ever since breakfastð ñand then he only drank som e
coffee and w ent off.ò Sylvia, on the telephone, w as very, very w orried.

ñItôs all a dam ned nightm are,ò C arey said soberly as they w alked dow n the drive
ð ñand nightm ares are a bit outside Sylviaôs form . Sheôs rather sw eet, you know,
and they used to be m ost aw fully happy, but she w ants propping, and Tim  has let her
dow n flat.ò

Laura gave a shaky laugh.
ñD arling, am  I a chaperon?ò
H e nodded.
ñTim ôs as jealous as theyôre m ade. If he found m e propping Sylvia, there m ight

be the hell of a row .ò
There w as a sound of tapping footsteps behind them . Turning, they beheld M iss

Silver hurrying dow n the drive in an antique black cloth jacket shaped to the w aist
and a grey and black checked scarf w hich only partially covered the coatôs ow n
collar of nibbled, yellow ish fur. A felt hat, from  w hich she had rem oved a bunch of
purple pansies, w as secured by a jetted hatpin of portentous size. She cam e up w ith
them , holding the scarf.

ñA gnes very kindly lent m e this, but the ends fly out so. I am  not really
accustom ed to w earing a scarf. M y fur collar keeps m e very snug, but the colour is
perhaps a little bright for present circum stances. M ay I join you as far as our w ays
lie together? I thought of paying a call upon M rs. M adison. I fear that she m ay be
feeling very m uch upset by w hat has occurred.ò

There w as a slight dism ayed pause. C areyôs frow n cam e dow n. H e said bluntly,
ñLaura and I w ere going there. If she is upsetð ò
M iss Silver broke in brightly.
ñO h, but I should not dream  of staying. D o you know, I guessed that you m ight

be going there, and I rather w elcom ed the opportunity of accom panying you. But I
have no intention of staying. I have som ething of M rs. M adisonôs w hich I should like
to return to herð that is all.ò

Stepping out briskly betw een tw o silent young people, she discoursed upon the
w eather, the beauties of a w inter landscape, the difficulties of providing sufficient
w orkers for the land in w artim e, the duty of grow ing as m any carrots and potatoes
as possible, and, w ithout any appearance of being inconsequent, the loneliness of life



in the depths of the country for those w ho have not been brought up to it.
ñM rs. M adison now ð she hardly seem s to be a country type, if you know  w hat

I m ean, M r. D esborough.ò
M r. D esborough knew  very w ell. U ntil things had gone w rong for her Sylvia had

played at living in the country as charm ingly as she had played at being Tim
M adisonôs petted bride. N ow  the play w as done.

H e replied briefly, ñN o.ò
M iss Silver continued her bright conversation.
ñN o? I thought not. She has too sheltered a look, if I m ay say so. O f course it is

all right w hen her husband is here, but how  does she m anage w hen he is aw ay? The
lane betw een the cottage and the village is a lonely one, and I think she only has daily
help, does she not?ò

This tim e it w as im possible to be quite m onosyllabic. C arey said, ñYes,ò and
then added, ñH er sister com es w hen M adison is aw ay.ò

M iss Silver beam ed.
ñVery nice of her. A n older sister, I presum e. M rs. M adison looks so very

young, and so tim idð I really could not im agine her w alking about these lanes by
herself after dark.ò

C arey couldnôt either. H e said so bluntly.
ñSheôs alw ays lived in a tow n. They w ere bom bed out of their flat, and she

hasnôt really got over it. Things frighten herð loud noises, the dark, being alone, all
that sort of thing.ò

M iss Silverôs sm ile becam e sym pathetic.
ñW ell, that is just w hat I thought.ò
She w ent on talking about life in the country until they arrived w ithin a stoneôs

throw  of the C ottage. Behind her flow  of talk she w as reflecting that M r.
D esborough w as a very good-looking young m an in spite of a deepening air of
gloom ð just a little like M anfred, though of course one didnôt really read Lord
Byronôs poem s; so apt to be coarse, though undeniably w ittyð w hen he turned and
addressed her.

ñO ne m om ent, M iss Silver. I donôt w ant you to think m e rude, butð ò
H e paused, and she said ñYes?ò in an encouraging voice. That this increased his

difficulty in proceeding w as plain. The dark colour rose. H e plunged in a determ ined
m anner.

ñThe M adisons are m y friendsð Iôve know n them  a long tim e. Sylvia is a
nervous, delicate sort of girlð she canôt stand up for herself. Sheôs very m uch upset
about this business. I canôt help know ing that youôve got som e connection w ith the



policeð ò
M iss Silver coughed.
ñN ot w ith the police, M r. D esboroughð I am  a private detective.

Superintendent M arch is kind enough to allow  m e certain facilities. H e is an old
friend, and he is aw are that I should not abuse his indulgence. But m y position in this
affair is that m y professional services have been engaged by M iss Fane.ò

ñA nd you w ere going to see Sylvia M adison in your professional capacity?ò
M iss Silver paused for a m om ent before she replied.
ñTo som e extent, yes.ò Then, seeing that C arey w as about to speak, she

stopped him . ñM r. D esborough, I appreciate your point. You are going to see M rs.
M adison as a friend. I am  paying her a visit of a different character, though I hope
not an unfriendly one. You are naturally unw illing to appear to sponsor m e in any
w ay by arriving in m y com pany. I propose, therefore, that you and M iss Laura
should precede m e. Y ou can tell M rs. M adison w hatever you please. If she does not
w ish to see m e she has only to shut her door. I shall not force m yself upon her. It is,
how ever, m y belief that it w ould be to her ow n interest to see m e. I do not press the
point, and I m ay be w rong, but that is m y present belief. If she decides to see m e, I
should like it to be in your presence and M iss Lauraôs.ò

A s she spoke, C areyôs m ood cleared. H e w as experiencing w hat so m any of
M iss Silverôs clients had experienced before, a transition from  irritation and criticism
to a sense that here w as som ething extraordinarily solid and reliable. H e said in quite
a different tone,

ñV ery w ell, Iôll tell her. But she m ay say no.ò
ñD ear m e, I hope she w onôt,ò said M iss Silver placidly. ñIt w ould really be a

great pity.ò
Ten m inutes later she w as entering Sylvia M adisonôs draw ing-room , the old

living-room  of the cottage w ith a bay throw n out and a good deal m ore light
adm itted. The low  black beam s and the deep hearts rem ained, contrasting w ith
Sylviaôs pretty frilly curtains and pale flow ery chintzes. Everything except the cottage
itself w as pathetically new. Lam ps, a chrom ium  clock, a shagreen cigarette-box, the
ash trays freshly inscribed, w ere obviously w edding-presents and of no long
standing. Sylviaôs grey-blue tw eed skirt and hand-knitted pullover w ere certainly
part of her trousseau. She stood, holding tightly to Laura, and gazed at M iss Silver
out of terrified blue eyes.

M iss Silver cam e forw ard w ith a sm all tissue-paper packet in her hand. Look
and tone w ere kind but grave as she said,

ñIôm  so glad that you have felt able to see m e. I think this belongs to you.ò



H arm less w ords and few  enough, but they drained the rem aining colour from
Sylviaôs m ilky skin. She took the packet, let go of Laura, and sat dow n suddenly
upon the couch from  w hich she had risen at M iss Silverôs entrance. In a nervous,
indeterm inate m anner her fingers plucked at the paper. A sharper m ovem ent tilted
the contents into her lapð a stained and crum pled handkerchief w ith an elaborately
em broidered ñSylviaò across a corner.

She looked at it. They all looked at it. The stains w ere of a pale brow nish red
like w ashed-out blood. The sheer linen w as a m ass of crum ples and sm ears.

M iss Silver sat dow n upon the couch beside her and said in a crisp but friendly
tone,

ñThat is your handkerchief, is it not? I expect you knew  that you had dropped it,
even if you w ere not quite sure of the exact spot. The w ind had carried it to w here I
found it, w edged into a hole in one of the ruined arches.ò

Laura said, ñO hð ò It w as m ore a sighing breath than a w ord. She felt behind
her for a chair and sat dow n.

C arey said quickly, ñD onôt say anything, Sylviað donôt say anything at allð
donôt speak!ò

M iss Silver sm iled faintly. H er eyes w ere shrew d and kind.
ñI am  not trying to trap M rs. M adison,ò she said. ñIf I w ere I should not have

allow ed you to prepare her for m y visit.ò She turned to Sylvia. ñThere are questions
that I should naturally like to ask you, but I w ill refrain. Instead I w ill tell you how  I
think you cam e to lose your handkerchief.ò

Sylvia lifted desperately frightened eyes.
ñM y dear,ò said M iss Silver, ñw ill you not try and be brave? I m ight have gone

to the police w ith this handkerchiefð strictly speaking it w as m y duty to do soð but
I have brought it to you, and instead of trying to find you alone I have been careful to
secure the presence of tw o of your friends. W hat I have to say w ill be painful, but it
w ill be better for you, and I think for everyone, if you w ill control yourself and listen
to m e.ò

Sylviaôs lips m oved, but no sound cam e. She continued to gaze at M iss Silver
w ith the look of a creature that is caught in a trap. She w as m ost desperately afraid,
and the thing she w as afraid of w as com ing nearer and nearer. She could neither help
nor hinder it. She had just to sit there and see the knife com e nearer, nearer,
nearer....

M iss Silver rem oved the crum pled handkerchief, w rapped it in its tissue-paper,
and began to speak.

ñO n Thursday night, the night on w hich M iss Lyle w as shot, you left the Priory



w ith your husband at half past tw elve and w alked hom e. You had been very
unhappy all the evening because of M r. M adisonôs attentions to M iss Lyle.
G entlem en are liable to these sudden infatuations. They seldom  m ean very m uch and
are usually of short duration, especially w hen their object is a changeable and
unprincipled young w om an. But they can be, of course, very distressing. It is very
natural indeed that you should be distressed. I have no m eans of know ing w hether
you shared this distress w ith your husband.ò

Sylvia shook her head m utely.
ñW ell, you reached hom e, and you separated for the night. But neither of you

w ent to bedð M r. M adison because he intended to return to the Priory, and you
because you suspected this intention. Shortly before tw o oôclock M r. M adison left
the house and you follow ed him .ò

Sylvia gave a faint gasp.
M iss Silver continued.
ñW hat I should very m uch like to know  is just how  m uch tim e elapsed before

you follow ed him . I thinkð indeed I m ay sayð that I m yself am  sure that the tim e
w as very short. I think you w ould have kept as close to your husband as possible.
You are not, I should say, accustom ed to being out alone in the m iddle of the night. I
do not ask you to confirm  this, I only state m y ow n opinion. W hen you reached the
Priory you had to grope your w ay into the ruined church. Y ou m ay have had a torch,
but you w ould have been afraid to use it except in an em ergency. I think you m ost
probably had one, and that M r. M adison certainly had. You reached a place from
w hich you w ere able to see a faint light proceeding from  the open door of the
octagon room . There w as no light in that room , but there w as a shaded light in M iss
Lyleôs sitting-room , and the door betw een the tw o room s w as open. From  an
experim ent w hich I m ade yesterday I should say that the light w as sufficient to enable
you to distinguish the figure of your husband. H e w as either bending over the body
of M iss Lyle or kneeling beside it. H e m ay or m ay not have had his torch sw itched
on. I am  unable to say w hat happened next, or how  long you both rem ained in this
situation, but eventually M r. M adison w ent aw ay. H e m ay have gone into the house
first, or he m ay not, but I think you rem ained w here you w ere until he had left the
precincts. Then you too approached M iss Lyleôs body. You m ay have knelt dow n
beside itð som eone did. You m ay have sw itched on your torch. A ll I know  for a
fact is that you used your handkerchief either to w ipe your ow n fingers w hich had
becom e stained, or m ore directly in an attem pt to stanch the w ound. W hen you
realized that there w as nothing you could do you found your w ay hom e. It m ust have
been a m ost terrible and unnerving experience. M r. M adison had som e considerable



start of you, and you w ere to all intents and purposes alone. W hilst you w ere
groping your w ay out of the ruins the stained handkerchief, w hich w as still in your
hand, dropped and w as carried aw ay by the w ind. A dow npour of rain occurred
tow ards m orning and w ashed som e of the stain aw ayð som e, but not all. You
reached hom e exhausted and prostrated. N ow, M rs. M adison, I w ant to give you a
piece of inform ation and a piece of advice. I should also like to ask you a question,
but there is no need for you to answ er it unless you w ish to do so. H ere is the
inform ation. You cannot be m ade to give evidence against your husband. M ost
people know  that. W hat is not so generally know n is that there is nothing to prevent
your giving evidence in his favour. I can see you are afraid that your husband shot
M iss Lyle. It seem s to m e that your testim ony m ight exonerate him . N ow  for m y
question. H ave you had any explanation w ith M r. M adison?ò She looked shrew dly
at the shrinking Sylvia and continued. ñI can see that you have not. Secrets betw een
m arried people are very disadvantageous. M y advice to you is that you resum e a
confidence w hich should never have been interrupted. Tell him  exactly w hat you did
on Thursday night, and invite him  to do the sam e. That is all, m y dear. I w ill now
leave you w ith your friends.ò
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Sylvia rem ained gazing at the door w hich had just closed behind M iss Silver.
She had the look of som eone w ho has seen or heard som ething w hich they are quite
unable to believe. A s Laura cam e to sit beside her, she turned a little and said in a
w hispering voice,

ñW ho is sheð how  does she know ð w as she there?ò
Laura shook her head.
ñShe doesnôt have to be there. She know s things. I donôt know  how  she does

it.ò
C arey pulled a chair up close and sat dow n, bringing him self nearer to Sylviaôs

level. H er pale hair glinted like silver gilt betw een him  and the light from  the big new
w indow ð a grey light glancing in under old dark beam s. H e said,

ñW ould you like to talk about it, Sylvia? W as it like that?ò
H er left hand had caught at Lauraôs. She put out the other to him  in a childish

gesture.
ñO h, yes! O h, C arey, how  did she know ? She m ust have been there! H ow  did

she know  about m y follow ing Tim  and being afraid of letting him  get too far aheadð
and afraid of getting too nearð and afraid to use m y torch? O h, you donôt know
how  aw ful it w asð you donôt know !ò H er hands shook, her w hole body shook.

C arey said insistently,
ñLook here, Sylviað did you hear the shot? D onôt answ er unless youôre sure.

Take tim e to think. D id you hear it?ò
The trem bling ceased. She becam e rigid. H er voice w ent strained and thin, like a

fine w ire stretched to breaking-point.
ñI donôt know. I thoughtð it w as som eoneð shooting. They do. I thought it w as

that.ò
C areyôs grasp on her hand tightened.
ñSylvia, listen! W here w ere you w hen you heard this shot?ò
She said ñI donôt know ò again, in a m echanical fashion.
ñN onsense! You m ust know. Youôve got to think. W as it w hile you w ere in the

lane?ò
ñN oð oh, noð it w asnôt.ò
ñN o, you w ouldnôt have heard it w ith all that w ind. You m ust have been nearer

than thatð a good deal nearer. W as it before you cam e to the Priory gate, or after?ò
ñO h, it w as before,ò said Sylvia, com ing to life a little.



ñG ood girl! K eep right on rem em bering! W here do you think you w ere w hen
you heard it?ò

She pulled her hand aw ay.
ñO h, I rem em ber. It w as at the corner, just after the crossroads. W hy do you

m ake m e rem em ber it? I donôt w ant to.ò
C arey and Laura looked at one another. The corner beyond the crossroads....

In a direct line it w as only a hundred yards from  the ruined Priory church. A few
hundred yards as the crow  flies, but nearly double that distance by w ay of footpath
and drive. A nd by footpath and drive Tim  M adison and Sylvia w ould have to take
their w ay, since the Priory grounds w ere enclosed by a high stone w all. W hich m eant
that Tanis Lyle w as dead before Tim  M adison so m uch as set foot inside those
grounds.

C arey turned back to Sylvia. H er face w as w orking and she had begun to cry.
ñJust one m ore question,ò he said. ñD id you hear any other shotð after you w ere

in the groundsð quite near the Prioryð w hen you w ere in the ruins?ò
ñN o, noð I didnôt. H ow  could I? She w as dead. O h, please, please, please

donôt ask m e any m ore!ò
A s she sobbed out the w ords, the door w as flung open, and there strode in upon

them  Tim  M adison, his red hair in a shock and his blue eyes blazing. H is voice as he
enquired w hat w as going on in his house w as forcible enough to have dom inated a
hurricane. That he w as in a tow ering tem per w as evident. H e stood over Sylvia and
shouted at C arey.

ñW hat the hell do you think youôre doing here, frightening her into fits? You and
your tam e detective! I m et her in the lane, and if Iôd know n w hat sheôd been up to
Iôd have broken her neck!ò

C arey grinned suddenly.
ñThat w ould have been a lot of help, w ouldnôt it?ò he said. ñD onôt m ake m ore of

an ass of yourself than you can help, Tim . I didnôt bring M iss Silver hereð she cam e.
A nd I think she cam e to do you a service. A lso if anyoneôs frightening Sylvia into fits,
itôs you. W eôll be going now . See you later. C om e along, Laura!ò

Laura had never been readier to go in her life. She pressed Sylviaôs trem bling
hand and, true to her upbringing, sent a m urm ured goodbye in the direction of an
unw illing host.

W hen the door had shut on her and C arey, Tim  M adison sw ung round upon his
w ife.

ñW hatôve you been saying? D o you hear? W hatôve you said? W hatôve you told
them ?ò The sentences w ere shot at her like bullets.



Sylvia stared at him , the tears running dow n. W ith a sm othered ejaculation he
caught her w rists and jerked her to her feet.

ñStop crying and answ er m e! D id you talk to that w om an? Sheôs a detective, I
tell you. D id you tell her anything? M y G od, Sylvyð w hat did you tell her?ò

Sylvia stopped crying. The aw ful silence w hich had hung betw een them  like a
piece of ice w as broken. She didnôt care how  angry he w as. H e w as thinking of
herð angry w ith herð calling her Sylvy again, instead of m aking her feel like a
ghost, unseen, unfelt, unw anted. H is very anger w arm ed her. Life and loveliness
flow ed back. She looked at him , not afraid any m ore, and said,

ñI didnôt tell her anything. She knew  it all. She told m e.ò
The angry colour w ent out of his face. H e said, ñW hat!ò in a voice that choked

and failed.
Sylvia nodded.
ñShe didð really. You can ask C arey and Laurað they w ere here. A nd they

didnôt bring her, you know. They found out that she w as com ing, and she let them
com e on ahead and tell m e. A nd C arey said I neednôt see her, butð ò H er voice
began to w aver. ñO h, Tim ð I dropped m y handkerchiefð so w hen they told m e
sheôd got som ething she w anted to return to m eð I knew ð w hat it w as.ò

H e said sharply, ñW here did you drop it?ò
ñIn the ruins. She found it there. O h, Tim ð itôs stained.ò
ñW here is it?ò
ñShe took it aw ay.ò
H is grasp tightened until it hurt.
ñYou m ight have dropped it any tim eð anyw here. W ith that w ind, it could have

blow n in from  the road. You m ust say your nose bled on W ednesday w hilst w e
w ere out. Iôll back you up.ò

She shook her head.
ñTim , itôs no use. She know s. She told m e everything just the w ay it happened.ò
ñA nd w hat did you tell her?ò
ñN othing.ò
ñD ôyou m ean that? D ôyou m ean you didnôt say anything at all?ò
ñI couldnôtð I w as too frightened.ò
ñY ou didnôt tell her she w as rightð anything like that?ò
She shook her head.
H e held her harder than ever for a m om ent, and then let go.
ñThank the Lord for that!ò he said, and started for the door.
ñTim ð w here are you going?ò



H e said, ñTo get your handkerchief back,ò and w ent out of the room  and out of
the house, banging the doors behind him . The house shook and quivered.

Everything round Sylvia seem ed to shake and quiver. She sat dow n again in the
corner of the sofa and shut her eyes.
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A fter encountering the tem pestuous M r. M adison, M iss Silver pursued a
hom ew ard w ay. ñSom ething accom plished, som ething done,ò as she herself m ight
have quoted, had earned, if not a nightôs repose, at any rate that inner sense of w ell-
being w hich is the rew ard of effort.

Entering the Priory, she rem oved jacket and hat and descended to the m orning-
room , w here she found M iss Lucy A dam s sitting close to the w indow  to catch the
w aning light. O n this dark January day there really w as little enough to read by after
three oôclock in the afternoon.

M iss A dam s put dow n her book in a som ew hat self-conscious m anner.
ñW here have you been, M aud? N ot out, surely? Such a bitter day. But of

course it does m ake a break, though it w ouldnôt do for m e to leave the house.
People w ould talkð you know  how  it is in the country, and you alw ays m eet
som eone w hen you donôt w ant to. Thereôs a lot of gossip in a village. But you canôt
just sit, can you, so I took up a book to pass the tim e a littleð but of course one
canôt keep oneôs m ind on anything, and itôs a stupid book really.ò

M iss Silverôs very serviceable eyes had already inform ed her that the w ork in
question hailed from  the Ledlington branch of a fam ous library, and that it w as
entitled The C lue that Failed. She rem arked m ildly that she found a good thriller
very enjoyable herself.

ñYou alw ays liked them , I rem em ber, Lucy, and they have really im proved out
of all know ledge since w e w ere girls.ò

M iss A dam s put the book dow n upon an already crow ded table. There w as
som ething pettish about the action, and a tinge of the sam e quality in her voice as she
said,

ñO h, I donôt know  about that. I donôt rem em ber caring for them  specially. I read
them ð everyone doesð there are such a lot of them . But as for caring for them
speciallyð ò she gave a little jerky laughð ñit is Perry w ho does that. You w ouldnôt
think it to look at her, w ould you, but if one of m y library books is m issing, I alw ays
know  w here it has got to. Perry w ill sit up to all hours to finish a thriller.ò

M iss Silver had produced a ball of w ool from  her knitting-bag, and w as casting
on the right num ber of stitches to provide a pink bootee of the sam e size and pattern
as the pale blue pair w hich she had just com pleted. W ithout lifting her eyes she
enquired,

ñA nd A gnesð does she read them  too?ò



Lucy A dam s tossed her head and set her pince-nez straight again.
ñShe w ouldnôt adm it it if she did, though I donôt see that thereôs anything to be

asham ed of m yself. O h, noð A gnes reads all sorts of highbrow  books. D ull as
ditchw ater, I call them . So w e each have our ow n subscription, and if I do find that
one of m y novels has got into A gnesôs room , w ell, of course it is alw ays Perry w ho
has left it there, and I have to look as if I believed that, w hich I donôt. You know
w hat A gnes is.ò

M iss Silver cast on another stitch, and rem arked in a soothing voice that
everyone liked a change now  and then.

ñA gnes leads a sadly restricted life, poor thing.ò
It w as at this point that D ean opened the door and announced that M r. M adison

w ould like to see M iss Silverð ñA nd I donôt know  if it w as right, m adam , but I have
show n him  into the study. H e said he had com e on a m atter of business.ò

M iss Silver said, ñQ uite right, D ean.ò She had a very alert look as she gathered
her knitting-bag and her pink ball and crossed the passage.

She found Tim  M adison pacing the floor and in no m ood to be trifled w ith by an
inquisitive old m aid w ith a taste for am ateur detection. W ithout any prelim inaries he
explained his presence, using a louder voice than is usual in a private house.

ñI have com e for m y w ifeôs handkerchief. She told m e you w ere putting up som e
cock-and-bull story about it. I shall be glad if you w ill exercise your im agination on
som eone elseôs affairs. The facts are these. M y w ife is not strong. W hen w e w ere
out on W ednesday afternoon she had an attack of nose-bleeding. She felt faint, and
I had to help her hom e. A fterw ards she m issed the handkerchief she had used. It
seem s that the w ind carried it into the Priory grounds.ò

M iss Silver had rem ained standing, her knitting in one hand, her knitting-bag in
the other. She now  perm itted a very faint sm ile to touch her lips as she said,

ñD oes it, M r. M adison?ò A nd then, ñW ill you not sit dow n?ò
H e w as about to refuse, and in no m easured tone, w hen som ething checked him .

H e didnôt know  quite how  he had expected her to behave, but not like this. H e had
m ade a furious onslaught, and it w as m et w ith the com plete calm , the poise, the hint
of sm iling superiority w hich sw ept him  back to the schoolroom , alm ost to the
nursery. Som ehow ð by w hat m eans, he had no ideað this little dow dy w om an put
him  in his place, the place of a raging little boy confronted by authority. A nd the
authority checked him . A s she seated herself after a gentle, leisurely fashion, he
jerked one of the upright chairs tow ards him  and straddled it, folding his arm s on the
back and facing her.

She said, ñThank you. I do not care to carry on a conversation for long in a



standing position. N ow, I think, w e had better talk. M r. M adisonð w hat m akes you
so sure that your w ife shot Tanis Lyle?ò

O nly once before in his life had Tim  M adison received so great a shock. For a
m om ent his face w ent grey. The next the blood rushed violently to his head. H is ears
sang, and the room  w ent round. Through this confusion cam e M iss Silverôs voice,
quiet and perfectly kind.

ñY ou are quite w rong, you know . She did not do it.ò
H is head cleared. The drum m ing in his ears ceased. H e said in a voice from

w hich all the angry ring had gone,
ñW hat did you say? W ill you say it again?ò
M iss Silver said it againð the sam e w ords, the sam e voice. She had begun to

knit. H er m anner w as as com posed as anything he had ever seen in his life. H e gazed
at her and said w ith the sim plicity w hich com es after shock,

ñH ow  do you know ?ò
She sm iled a little.
ñH as she ever handled a pistol in her life? W ould she know  how  to fire one?

W ould she in any conceivable circum stance have left her hom e in the m iddle of the
night and com e dow n that dark lane and through these grounds alone? Really, M r.
M adison, you should know  her better than that. N oð w hat she did w as to follow
you.ò

ñShe follow ed m e?ò
M iss Silver gave him  the bright, pleased nod w hich approves a correct answ er

from  a backw ard pupil.
ñExactly. She had guessed at your appointm ent w ith M iss Lyle. She follow ed

you, keeping as close as she dared. I do not, of course, know  how  near the house
you w ere w hen the shot w as fired, but I think you m ust have heard it. In a country
district a shot in the night is a com m on enough occurrence. You probably thought
nothing of it at the tim e, but w hen you cam e to the foot of the steps leading to the
octagon room  you found M iss Lyle lying there dead. I think you m ust have turned on
your torch. Your w ife probably saw  you there, kneeling over the body, or standing
over it.ò

H e said in a hoarse, changed voice,
ñW hy do you say probably? D idnôt she tell you?ò
M iss Silverôs needles clicked.
ñI asked her no questions, and she has told m e nothing. I am  giving you the result

of m y ow n deductions, but they do not go all the w ay. I do not, for instance, know
w hether you w ent into the house or not. You had had a severe shock. There m ust



have been a m om ent w hen you realized that your position w as one of great danger,
and you m ade your w ay hom e. W hen you w ere gone M rs. M adison nerved herself
to approach the body. It m ust have cost her a very great effort. She did not know
that M iss Lyle had been shot. She w as past reasoning. She thought that she had
been killed by you. I believe that it w as a w om anly instinct w hich m ade her
overcom e her fear in order to see if there w as anything she could do. W hen she
found that M iss Lyle w as really dead she cam e aw ay, in w hat state of helpless terror
you can best im agine. She dropped the handkerchief w hich she had used in an
attem pt to stanch the w ound. Fortunately the w ind carried it to a place w here it w as
overlooked by the police but w here I discovered it. I say fortunately, because as
soon as I found that handkerchief I w as able to deduce from  it the story w hich I
have just given you, and to feel assured not only of your w ifeôs innocence, of w hich I
never had any doubt, but also of your ow nð a very different m atter.ò

H e stared at her, his blue eyes fixed and straining.
ñIôd like to know  how  you m ake that out.ò
She w as knitting steadily. H alf an inch of pink bootee stood out from  the needles

like a little frill.
ñIt is very sim ple, M r. M adison. I have trained m yself to observe character, and

your w ife is not hard to read. She is sim ple, gentle, affectionate, and tim id. W hen I
found her handkerchief I knew  that she had been in the ruins shortly after the
m urder. O nly one thing could possibly have brought her thereð she had follow ed
you. But she w ould never have allow ed you to get far enough ahead to enter M iss
Lyleôs sitting-room , quarrel w ith her, and secure the pistol. You see, there m ust have
been a quarrel, or M iss Lyle w ould not, after having adm itted you, have opened that
outer door again. She could only have done so if she had either becom e alarm ed and
w as trying to escapeð an explanation quite at variance w ith her characterð or if she
had lost her patience w ith you and w as sending you aw ay. In either case som e tim e
m ust have elapsed. A quarrel does not w ork up to the point of m urder in a m om ent.
By all accounts you w ere on the best of term s w ith her during the preceding evening.
N ow, adm itting the necessity for sufficient tim e for such a violent quarrel to develop,
w hat w ould your w ife have been doing m eanw hile? C an you believe for a m om ent
that she w ould have stood outside alone in the dark? The em otion w hich w as strong
enough to induce her to follow  you w ould, I am  convinced, have taken her up those
steps and into the sitting-room  to confront you and M iss Lyle. She w ould not have
stayed out there in the dark alone w hilst you w ere in a lighted room  w ith another
w om anð I am  quite sure of that. Therefore, M r. M adison, you did not shoot Tanis
Lyle. But w hen you reached hom e and discovered that your w ife w as not there and



her bed not slept in, and w hen presently you heard her creep into the houseð heard,
as I am  convinced you m ust have heard, her terrified breathing and her sm othered
sobsð you jum ped to the dreadful conclusion that it w as she w ho had done so. In
your norm al state of m ind you w ould never have entertained such an idea. But under
the influence of shock w e are not norm al.ò

H e said in a hum ble voice, and w ith evident em otion,
ñIôve been the dam ndest fool.ò
M iss Silver sm iled at him  kindly.
ñG o hom e and com fort your w ife. You w ill have to take care of her, I think. She

has a fragile look.ò
H e got to his feet and stood there sham efaced.
ñI w as rude to you w hen you cam e in. Iôm  sorry. C arey said you had com e to

do us a service. H e w as rightð youôve done us a very great one. Thank you very
m uch.ò

H e w as going tow ards the door, w hen she called him  back.
ñTw o questions, M r. M adison. You did hear the shot, didnôt you? W here w ere

you?ò
ñJust past the crossroads. I didnôt think about it until afterw ards.ò
She nodded.
ñJust one thing m ore. D id you enter the house?ò
H e shook his head.
ñN oð I never thought about it. I w as knocked clean out, and then it w as just

like you said. I thought, óIf anyone com es, Iôm  done.ôò
She rose on that and offered him  her hand.
H e said, ñW hat about Sylviaôs handkerchief? A renôt you going to give it to m e?ò
M iss Silver coughed. H er hand felt sm all and firm  in his. She w ithdrew  it.
ñO h, no, M r. M adison. I shall have to show  it to the Superintendent. I could not

be a party to concealing evidence. But I hope that he w ill take the sam e view  of the
m atter as I do. A nd now  pray go hom e to your w ife.ò

A  m uch chastened M r. M adison w ent hom e.
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Randal M arch surveyed M iss Silver w ith a look w hich she found quite easy to
read. It w as, or w ould have been, severe, if severity had not hesitated upon the brink
of expression. She w as w ell aw are that for no one else in the w orld w ould it have so
hesitated. If she had been anyone but M iss M aud Silver, the Superintendent w ould
have been telling her very stiffly indeed exactly w hat he thought of people w ho
concealed bloodstained handkerchiefs discovered on the scene of a m urder, and
then played a lone hand w ith tw o suspects instead of turning the w hole m atter over
to the police. Being not w ithout fem inine tact, she show ed no disposition to argue
this point, presented, as it w as, politely but firm ly. She even nodded her head and
said ñQ uite soò as the official view  w as expounded, and then addressed herself to
turning the heel of the pink bootee. The official rem onstrance w ent past her.
Presently it ceased. Randal M arch allow ed him self to relax.

ñY ou seem  very sure of the M adisonsô innocence.ò
ñM y dear Randal, of course I am  sure.ò
She spoke w ithout lifting her eyes, and he replied w ith vigour.
ñI w onder w hat a jury w ould say about it.ò
She did look up then.
ñI do not im agine that a jury w ill ever have the opportunity.ò
H e allow ed him self an exasperated m ovem ent.
ñW hy are you so sure? You say that M adison w ould not have had tim e to

com m it the m urder because his w ife w ould have been too tim id to let him  get far
enough ahead of her. But you know, there is an answ er to that. H e knew  the pistol
w as in her bureau. Tw o of the statem ents agree that the fact w as m entioned on
Thursday evening w hen the M adisons w ere here. There m ay have been such a scene
betw een him  and his w ife as to m ake him  resolve to put a violent end to the situation.
H e is the type of m an w ho m ight do a violent thing.ò

M iss Silver shook her head.
ñBad psychology, Randal. M r. M adison w ould not shoot a w om an in the back.

H e m ight strangle her if he w as sufficiently provoked. It w ould, I think, require
contact to rouse him  to the point of m urder. Besides he w as m ost firm ly convinced
that his w ife had shot M iss Lyle. It w as this conviction w hich w as alm ost driving him
out of his m ind. N oð you w ill find that m y solution is correct. It springs from  the
characters of the people concerned. They are both sim ple typesð he the vigorous,
rather prim itive m ale, and she his fem inine counterpart, the tim id clinging fem ale.



W hen you interview  them ð I suppose you m ean to interview  them ð you w ill, I am
convinced, find yourself believing in their innocence as firm ly as I do.ò

H e thought it likely enough, but he did not say so. H e m ade instead an im patient
m ovem ent and said,

ñW ell, som eone shot her, and I m ean to find out w ho it w as. If you w onôt have
the M adisons, w ho is left? Letôs get dow n to it. You w onôt be any better pleased if I
head the list w ith D esborough and Laura Fane.ò

H e drew  pen and paper tow ards him  and w rote the nam es upon it in a sm all,
forcible hand:

C A REY  D ESBO RO U G H
LA U RA  FA N E:
M O TIV Eð TO  EX TRIC ATE D ESBO RO U G H  FRO M  A N
EN TA N G LEM EN T TO  W H IC H  H E M AY H AV E BEEN  D EEPLY
C O M M ITTED , A N D  W H IC H  H A D  BEC O M E IN TO LERA BLE.

M iss Silverôs eyebrow s rose.
ñIs that a m otive for m urder?ò
ñIt has been, tim e and again.ò
ñM en break such entanglem ents every day, m y dear Randal.ò
H e nodded.
ñThat is true. But once in a w ay they break them  violentlyð like this.ò
H e turned back to his paper and w rote:

O PPO RTU N ITY. TH EY BO TH  A D M IT TO  BEIN G  U P A N D  O U T
O F TH EIR RO O M S LO N G  A FTER EV ERY O N E ELSE H A D  G O N E
TO  BED . LA U RA FA N E W A S SEEN  RETU RN IN G  TO  H ER
RO O M  AT 3:00 A .M . D ESBO RO U G H  PU TS H IS TIM E AT 1:55,
BU T W E H AV E O N LY H IS W O RD  FO R IT. L.F.ôS SH AW L
D ISA PPEA RED  TH AT N IG H T. TW O  TH REA D S FRO M  TH E
FRIN G E C A U G H T O N  M ISS LY LEôS RIN G . BLO O D STA IN ED
FRA G M EN T FO U N D  A M O N G ST A SH ES O F D RAW IN G -RO O M
FIRE.

Repeating aloud w hat he had w ritten, he added,
ñThe stain w as blood, you know .ò
M iss Silver knitted unperturbed.



ñSo I supposed.ò
ñW ell, it doesnôt look too good for D esborough and M iss Faneð does it?ò
ñA ppearances are often extrem ely deceptive. Pray continue your list, Randal. It

is m ost interesting.ò
H e w rote:

A LISTA IR M A X W ELL:
M O TIV Eð JEA LO U SY .
O PPO RTU N ITY ð U N D ATED  N O TE M A K IN G  A SSIG N ATIO N
1:00 A .M . O R LA TER FO U N D  IN  H IS D RESS C LO TH ES. A D M ITS
H E K EPT A PPO IN TM EN T A N D  Q U A RRELLED  W ITH
D EC EA SED , BU T STA TES IT W A S O N  TH E PREV IO U S N IG H T.

H e looked up again.
ñA case could very easily be m ade out against A listair M axw ell. You saw  the

condition he w as in. A re you going to tell m e he m ightnôt have shot Tanis Lyle if he
had com e in upon her and found her on the point of adm itting another m an?ò

M iss Silver unw ound som e of her pink w ool.
ñN o,ò she said. ñIn those circum stances he m ight have shot her. But I do not see

how  they could have arisen. Tanis w ould not have invited M r. M adison if she
already had an appointm ent w ith M r. M axw ell. The fact that she w as expecting M r.
M adison bears out M r. M axw ellôs statem ent that her note to him  referred to the
previous evening. A dded to this, if M r. M axw ell had been w orked up to the point of
m urdering her he w ould have been quite past undertaking the cool rem oval of
fingerprintsð and, as I said before, the burning of the shaw l is not explained.ò

ñM iss Lyle m ight have been w earing it. Say she felt cold w hen she cam e
dow nstairs, and picked it up.ò

M iss Silverôs pink ball dropped and rolled. H e bent to pick it up. She said
equably,

ñBut w hy should M r. M axw ell burn it? I can see no m otive at all. It w ould not
com prom ise him .ò

ñN o.ò M arch laid a finger on the nam es at the top of the list. ñN o. There it isð
youôve said it. The shaw l could com prom ise no one except Laura Fane. O nly she, or
som eone acting in her interest, had a m otive for destroying it.ò

M iss Silver said, ñI w onder. Pray go on w ith your list, Randal.ò
H e w rote:



PETRA  N O RTH :
M O TIV Eð Q U ITE STRO N G .
O PPO RTU N ITY ð TH E SA M E A S TH AT O F EV ERY O N E ELSE IN
TH E H O U SE. O BV IO U SLY BO G U S C O N FESSIO N ð M A D E O N
SPU R O F M O M EN T TO  D IV ERT SU SPIC IO N  FRO M  M A X W ELL.
TIM  M A D ISO N :
M O TIV Eð N O N E SO  FA R A SC ERTA IN A BLE.
O PPO RTU N ITY ð A D M ITS TO  H AV IN G  A SSIG N ATIO N  W ITH
H ER TH AT N IG H T. SAY S H E FO U N D  H ER A LREA D Y D EA D .
D EN IES EN TERIN G  H O U SE.
M RS. M A D ISO N :
M O TIV Eð JEA LO U SY .
O PPO RTU N ITY ð H ER BLO O D STA IN ED  H A N D K ERC H IEF
FO U N D  IN  RU IN S. A D M ITS TO  BEIN G  TH ERE A N D  TO
H AV IN G  TO U C H ED  TH E BO D Y BU T SAY S SH E FO LLO W ED
H ER H U SBA N D  A N D  FO U N D  M ISS LY LE D EA D .

M iss Silver coughed slightly.
ñThat is not quite correct. M rs. M adison did follow  her husband, did find him

standing or kneeling over the body, and did touch it herself, afterw ards losing her
stained handkerchief. But she has not yet adm itted to any of these things, though she
w ill undoubtedly do so w hen you tax her w ith them .ò

Randal M arch sm iled.
ñIôm  m erely being a little previous? Iôll let it stand for the present. W ell, I

suppose that is about all. M iss Fane and M iss A dam s could have no possible
interest in their nieceôs death. She seem s to have been the m ain object of their
existence. There is no m otive at all, and in M iss Faneôs case at least no opportunity,
since she can only m ove about in her invalid chair.ò

M iss Silver prim m ed her m outh.
ñI agree w ith you that A gnes could not possibly have desired her nieceôs death,

but had she desired it she could, I think, have done everything that w as done by the
m urderer.ò

H e m ade an exclam ation of surprise.
ñFrom  an invalid chair?ò
M iss Silver w as silent for a m om ent. Then she said,
ñShe is extrem ely skilful in her use of it. She can go up and dow n in the lift

w ithout any assistance.ò



ñI didnôt know  that!ò
She nodded.
ñI thought perhaps you did not.ò
ñC ould she have taken the pistol from  the draw er and replaced it?ò
ñI think so.ò
H e frow ned.
ñThereôs som ething w rong here. W ait a m inuteð if M iss Fane cam e dow n in her

chair by w ay of the lift, M iss Lyle m ust have both seen and heard her. The
m achinery is by no m eans silent. Even w ith a high w ind blow ing, I think it m ust have
been heard by anyone w ho w as standing at the door of the octagon room .ò

M iss Silver said, ñThe door w as open, but the w ind w as on the other side of the
house. That point has not been brought out. In m y opinion it is an im portant one. The
octagon room  is screened by the south w all of the Priory. It is in fact so m uch
sheltered that the door to the church had not blow n to, but w as still standing open
w hen D ean discovered the body.ò

M arch nodded.
ñA s you say, it is a pointð and it bears out m y contention that M iss Lyle w ould

have heard the lift. Rem em ber, she m ust have been on the lookout for M adison, and
also for any sound from  the house. I canôt believe that she could have been taken by
surprise from  the lift. A lso M iss Fane w ould have had no need to touch the inside
handle of the sitting-room  door, w hich w as certainly touched and w iped by the
m urderer. Itôs all quite incredible.ò

M iss Silver shook her head.
ñN othing in hum an nature is incredible. Som e things are harder to believe than

others, that is all. But you m ust not think that I have any w ish to direct your
suspicions tow ard A gnes. I m erely feel it m y duty to tell you that her physical
condition does not m ake it im possible for her to have done w hat the m urderer did.ò

H e frow ned again.
ñIf the shot had been fired from  a sitting position, the course of the bullet w ould

have been slightly upw ards. M iss Lyle w as a tall w om an.ò
M iss Silver looked at him  seriously.
ñRandalð w hen A gnes Fane com m issioned m e to discover w ho had m urdered

her niece she used a rem arkable expression. I w arned her that suspicion m ight rest
upon a m em ber of her household or of her fam ily. She replied that she w ished the
m urderer to be discovered, even if it w ere herself. H er m aid Perry had been
m entioned just before, and she said in that sardonic voice of hers, óIf it is Perry, I
shall have to find a new  m aid, w hich w ould be very tiresom e. A nd if it is I, Perry w ill



have to find a new  m istress.ôò
ñPerry?ò M archôs voice had a startled sound.
ñY es.ò
ñA nd w hat m otive w ould Perry have?ò
ñI do not know .ò
ñD o you think M iss Fane m eant that she suspected Perry?ò
M iss Silver shook her head.
ñI do not think so. But A gnes has a strange character. She m ay have been

hinting at som e suspicion of her ow n, or she m ay have m eant nothing at allð she is
very secretive. There is som ething I feel I ought to tell you. I am  in her em ploym ent,
but on term s w hich in no w ay bind m e to silence.ò

M arch w ondered w hat w as com ing. H e w as not at all prepared for her next
w ords.

In a considerably low ered voice she said,
ñYou can leave the invalid chair out of it, Randal. A gnes Fane is not dependent

on it. She can w alk.ò
ñW hat!ò
M iss Silver nodded.
ñI have seen her. She has a pronounced lim p, but she is perfectly active. It is

supposed to be a dead secret. Perry know s of course, and Lucyð and, I suspect,
the D eans. She sleeps badly, and likes to w alk about the house at night w hen there is
no one to see her. The doors to the servantsô w ing are locked by D ean before he
goes to bed, so she feels safe from  observation.ò

ñBut w hy?ò
ñI told you she has a strange character. H er accident left her w ith one leg

considerably shortened. She used to have a fine figure and a very graceful w alk. She
could not bear to be seen lim ping. She preferred the role of com plete disablem ent,
and she has kept it up for m ore than tw enty years.ò

H e still looked startled.
ñD o you m ean that she could w alk dow n the stairs?ò
ñO h, yesð I have seen her do it.ò
ñW hen?ò
ñThe night after I cam e here. She m oves quite freely.ò
ñD oes she know  that you saw  her?ò
ñO h, noð I am  sure she does not.ò
H e w ent on looking at her for a m om ent, and then pushed back his chair.
ñIs this a red herring?ò



She w as putting aw ay her knitting.
ñI have no idea w hat you m ean.ò
H e laughed a little.
ñH avenôt you? Look here, tell m e franklyð do you really suspect M iss A gnes

Fane?ò
M iss Silver rose w ith dignity.
ñI am  quite unable to answ er that question.ò
ñThat m eans you do. But w hy? Tell m e w hy.ò
She shook her head.
ñW ould she have know n how  to use the pistol? C an you tell m e that?ò
She relaxed a little.
ñYes, I w ill tell you that. I have been thinking that you should know. W hen I

visited here as a young girl M r. Fane, A gnesôs father, had us all taught to shoot. H e
set up a target in the ruins, and w e used to practice at it w ith his pistol. It w as
considered rather eccentric of him , but w e found it quite enjoyable.ò

H e said, ñW e?ò on a sharp note of enquiry.
ñA gnes, Lucy, and m yselfð oh, and of course Perry.ò
ñPerry?ò
M iss Silver m oved tow ards the door.
ñO h, yes,ò she said soberly. ñPerry w as a very good shot.ò
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M iss Silver w alked out after tea to post a letter. Being Saturday afternoon, and
the destination of the letter London, it m ight just as w ell have been posted next day,
but M iss Silver w as feeling a necessity for solitude accom panied by gentle
m ovem ent. In fact she desired to take a w alk, and m ade the letter her excuse.

The evening w as dark and still. The tem perature had risen sensibly. The air, soft
against her face, held a prom ise of rain. W ith the reflection that it w as really quite
pleasant out of doors, and that possibly a m ild spell w as about to set in, she turned
out of the drive and m ade her w ay to the pillarbox at the crossroads.

W hen she had posted her letter she w alked back at a pace m uch slow er than
her usual brisk trot. H er m ind w as, in fact, busy w ith the train of thought evoked by
her last conversation w ith Randal M arch. Perryð the nam e stayed in her m indð the
nam e and w hat it stood forð forty-one years of devoted service to A gnes Fane, a
relationship begun w hen both w ere young, and w hich had endured past youth, past
the crash of A gnesôs happiness and health, through m any years of invalidism  to this
last tragedy. Search as she w ould, M iss Silver could find nothing in this relationship
on w hich to base a m otive for the m urder of Tanis Lyle. If m otive there w ere, it m ust
lie elsew here. But in w hat dark and secret places of a w arped, frustrated nature? If
there w as one person in that household less unlikely than another to be capable of
the hatred w hich is the essence of m urder, it w as Perry. N o hot rage or sudden
im pulse w ould prom pt her, but som e cold, fixed, im placable resentm ent m ight do so.
But from  w hat w ould such a resentm ent spring? There seem ed no answ er to that,
unlessð unless. A thought w hich had com e to her earlier in the day now  presented
itself again and clam oured to be heard.

M iss Silver becam e so engrossed that she m issed her w ay in the drive and found
herself w ell aw ay from  it upon a path hedged by shrubs. A holly bush brought her up
short w here the path took a sudden turn. She received a slight scratch on the cheek,
and im m ediately stood still to take her bearings. The shrubbery w as dense, and it
w as extrem ely dark. She thought she m ust have skirted the north w ing, and that she
m ust be som ew here in the neighbourhood of the back prem ises, in w hich case it
m ight be sim pler to keep straight on until she cam e to the house.

She w as regretting that she had not brought her torch, w hen the sound of
footsteps and voices arrested her attention. The steps w ere cautious, the voices
low ered. There w as a sm othered ñO -oh!ò as a tw ig snapped. A m an spoke, low
and gruffð ñLook out,ò and a girl giggled and said, ñC anôt look far in this blinking



dark.ò The w ord she used w as not ñblinking.ò It shocked M iss Silver considerably,
especially from  the lips of a young person of seventeen.

The girl w as Florrie M um ford, and she had no business to be out in the
shrubbery after dark w ith a m an. Really M rs. D ean ought to know  m ore about w hat
w ent on. H ow ever that m ight be, there w as Florrie, on the other side of the holly
bush by the sound of her, and by his voice the young m an w as W illiam  Shepherd,
one of the undergardeners. ñA nd not the first tim e Florrie has slipped out to m eet
him ò w as M iss Silverôs conclusion. The sounds from  the far side of the holly bush
w ere suggestive of practice.

M iss Silver had been m uch too w ell brought up to indulge in eavesdropping. She
had a m om entôs indecision as to w hether it w ould not now  be better to retrace her
footsteps, w hen she heard som ething w hich translated her from  the role of private
gentlew om an to that of private detective. In this latter capacity her scruples about
overhearing a private conversation ceased to be scruples at all.

W hat she heard w as W illiam  Shepherd saying urgently,
ñIf you know  w ho done it, Florrie, you did ought to tell.ò
Florrie giggled.
ñIôm  not saying w hat I know , and Iôm  not telling neither, so there!ò
ñThen you shouldnôt go hinting the w ay you been doing.ò
ñW hoôs been hinting?ò
ñYou have, and w ell you know  it, and if you donôt m ind out, your tongueôll be

getting you into trouble one of these days.ò
Florrie giggled again.
ñO h, w ill it?ò
ñYes, it w ill. A nd youôd better shut your m outh on it and keep it shut, or youôll

be sorry.ò
ñSorry I took up w ith you!ò Florrieôs voice w as pert.
There w as the sound of a kiss, a slapped cheek, a scuffle, another kiss. Then

W illiam  Shepherd, com placent over his sm ack.
ñSillyð arenôt you? Suppose I go off after another girlð how ôud you like that?

You beôave yourself or youôll find out! A nd you drop this ôere hinting or youôll be
getting both of us the sack.ò

Florrie sounded pettish.
ñO h, w ell, youôll be getting called up anyw ay, so w hatôs the odds?ò
ñM other w ouldnôt like it if I got the sack, and no m ore she w onôt like it if you

carry on the w ay you been doing, hinting and suchlike. If you got anything to say,
you say it right out and haô done, or youôll be getting trouble for your pains like I



said.ò
Florrie giggled and w hispered.
ñSuppose I w as to get m oney. Thereôs som e people thatôd pay proper for m e to

keep m y hints to m yself.ò
ñW hat are you talking about?ò
H er voice teased him .
ñW ouldnôt you just like to know ! M oneyð thatôs w hat Iôm  talking about. A

w ord here and a w ord there, and m aybe theyôll bring m e in a nice bit of m oneyð
enough to m ake you sit up and take a bit of notice. W hatôd you say to a hundred
pounds?ò

W hat W illiam  w ould have said can only be guessed at. From  the distance M rs.
D ean could be heard calling Florrie w ith acerbity.

ñFlorrie! Florrie! W here have you got to? It donôt take half an hour to em pty the
potato peelings, does it?ò

Florrie giggled.
ñThere she goes! N o, you canôtð youôve had enough. You lem m e go! Iôll be out

tom orrow  for m y evening. M aybe Iôll m eet you, and m aybe Iôll have som ething in m y
pocketð thereôs no saying.ò

M iss Silver stood w here she w as. M rs. D ean called again. Florrie rustled aw ay.
W illiam  Shepherd pushed through onto the path and w ent dow n it, passing so near
that she could have touched him .

W hen all the sounds had died she m ade her w ay back to the drive, and so to the
front door.
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A fter a tim e spent in thought she proceeded to the study and, finding it em pty,
rang up Randal M arch.

ñI have som e inform ation for you, and I think w e had better speak French.ò
This opening, delivered in the stiff gram m atical French of his schoolroom  days,

roused him  from  the pleasant half hour of relaxation w hich he had intended to take
before allow ing his m ind to dw ell upon the Priory m urder. H e replied readily, but
w ith that indom itable British accent w hich exem plifies the ability of the English to
w ithstand foreign influences.

M iss Silver continued briskly.
ñI do not w ish to incur any further censure for w ithholding evidence, so I think I

had better com m unicate a conversation w hich I have just overheard. Just a m om ent
first, if you please.ò

She laid dow n the receiver and w ent noiselessly to the door and opened it. The
w ide passage w as em pty. From  the m orning-room  alm ost im m ediately opposite
cam e the sound of orchestral m usic on the w ireless. W ith an approving nod she
closed the door and returned to the telephone.

ñYes, that is quite all right. I thought I w ould just m ake sure that w e could speak
privately. N ow  I w ill tell you w hat I overheard.ò

W hen she had repeated Florrieôs conversation w ith W illiam  Shepherd she said
soberly,

ñI do not know  w hat you think about it, but it appears to m e that this girl m ay be
in danger. It is a very risky thing to blackm ail a m urderer, and she is the light, silly
type w ho takes a risk through ignorance and vanity.ò

There w as a pause.
M arch said, ñH ave you spoken to her? D oes she know  that she w as

overheard?ò
ñO h, no. I w ould not take such a step w ithout letting you know .ò
Ten m iles aw ay, the Superintendent sm iled. H is M iss Silver had taken m ore

im portant steps than this w ithout inform ing the police. H er virtue am used him . A t the
sam e tim e he knew  it to be an index of her concern. H e said,

ñW ould you like to see her?ò
M iss Silver coughed.
ñI do not think so. She w ould not tell m e anything. I know  her type. She w ould

not talk to a w om an, though she m ight to a m an. It is the sam e girl w ho brought you



the fragm ents of the shaw l. I do not know  w hether you observed her.ò
ñN ot particularly.ò
H er voice becam e severe.
ñYou should have done so. She w as m aking eyes at you. H er m anner to m e w as

pert. She is that type. It w ould be useless for m e to speak to her, but w ith your
approval I w ill endeavour to caution her indirectly. She w ill be helping the butler at
dinner tonight as the other girl is out, and if I could bring the conversation to the
subject of blackm ail, it m ight be possible to frighten her from  pursuing a very
dangerous course. I should also have an opportunity of observing the reactions of
other m em bers of the party. In fact the w hole thing m ight prove instructive.ò

Randal M arch didnôt see how  it could do any harm . H e said so, and M iss Silver
rang off.

Passing through the hall, she encountered C arey D esborough and requested a
w ord w ith him . A s voices could be heard from  the draw ing-room  w hich he had just
left, she opened the door of Tanis Lyleôs sitting-room  and took him  in there. It had
the bleak, desolate look w hich com es so quickly to a room  that has fallen out of use.
It w as clean and neatð too neat. Sofa and chairs undented; cushions that no one had
leaned against; a carpet on w hich no one had trodden; ash-trays all clean, all set,
each in its appropriate place; dead air in the room ; no flow ers. It m ight have been a
designerôs room  in an exhibition of furniture. It chilled C arey to the bone.

M iss Silver appeared unm oved.
ñW ill you do som ething for m e, M r. D esborough?ò she said. ñIt is really quite a

sm all thing, but I should be glad of your co-operation.ò
H e said, ñW ill you tell m e w hat it is?ò and saw  her sm ile.
ñYou are cautious, M r. D esboroughð have you any Scottish blood? It is really

quite a sm all m atter. I should be glad if you w ould assist m e to introduce the subject
of blackm ail at dinner tonight.ò

H e w as considerably startled, and show ed it.
ñM iss Silver!ò
She cam e closer to him  and said, dropping her voice,
ñH as anyone been trying to blackm ail you? O r M iss Laura?ò
C arey recovered him self. H is m anner w as quite natural w hen he said,
ñN ot m e. Iôd have gone to the policeð itôs the only w ay w ith blackm ail. A nd not

Laura. She w ould have told m e.ò
M iss Silver nodded.
ñSom eone in this house is blackm ailing, and som eone is being blackm ailed. That

is w hy I w ant to talk about blackm ail at dinner tonight. W ill you help m e?ò



H e hesitated for a m om ent. Then he said,
ñI donôt like it very m uch.ò
M iss Silver looked at him  w ith gravity.
ñI do not like it at all, pray believe that. But, M r. D esborough, consider the

situation. W e have had a m urder here. A very foolish and ignorant person is now
attem pting to blackm ail the m urderer. C an you im agine anything m ore dangerous?ò

ñFrankly, no.ò
ñThe conversation in w hich I hope you w ill assist is intended to deter the

blackm ailer. If it has that effect it w ill be w orth-w hile.ò
C arey looked dow n the room . H e w ished that they could have talked anyw here

else. It w as so full of Tanis, and yet so em pty. H e rem em bered that he had loved
her. A nd that the love w as dead. A nd she w as dead. H e said abruptly,

ñA ll right, Iôll do it.ò
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The evening w as not one upon w hich M iss Silver could look back w ith
satisfaction. The M axw ells w ould be leaving next day, A listair possibly returning for
the inquest on M onday. Both brothers w ere silent and abstracted, though A listair no
longer appeared to be on the verge of a breakdow n. Petra looked pale and
exhausted. H er flow  of talk had gone. Laura after a valiant attem pt to engage Lucy
A dam s in conversation gave it up, her efforts being requited by m onosyllables and an
air of com plete inattention. But M iss A dam s could, and did, engage in a discussion
as to the relative m erits of violas and pansies, a safe and pleasant subject introduced
by A gnes Fane and m aintained w hilst they all partook of soup.

W hilst the fish, w hich w as the principal course, w as being served, M iss Silver
began a long, trickling story w hich culm inated in an attem pt at blackm ail. The
narrative had very little point, but it occupied the tim e required for handing round the
fish, an office perform ed by D ean in his best m anner and upon the heaviest silver
entr®e dish. If food w as hard to com e by, silver w as not, and w hat w as lacking in the
one should to the best of his ability be m ade up by the other. H e w ent round, and
Florrie M um ford follow ed him , handing potatoes in their jackets, sliced and fried.

ñSo m y friend very w isely com m unicated w ith the police, w hich w as by far the
best thing to do,ò said M iss Silver, concluding her tale.

C arey D esborough, on the other side of the table, obediently took his cue.
ñBlackm ailing is pretty heavily punished.ò
ñD eservedly so,ò said M iss Silver. She helped herself to the fried potato,

rem arked that it looked very good, and pursued the original them e. ñSentences of
seven, fourteen, or even tw enty-one years have been given, and really w hen you
think of the other risks w hich the blackm ailer runs, it is surprising to find that anyone
has so little sense as to em bark on them . It m ay be an easy w ay of m aking m oney,
but there is alw ays the danger that the person blackm ailed m ay either go to the
police or take the law  into his ow n hands.ò

Florrie continued to hand fried potatoes w ithout a trem or. She w as a deft
w aitress. M iss Silver could not discern the least trace of discom posure. It m ight be
that she w as too securely w rapped up in her ow n conceit, or, w hat w as just
possible, that the w ord blackm ail had no m eaning for her. M iss Silver decided that
this m ight very w ell be the case, and decided that she w as w asting her tim e.

Lucy A dam s said fretfully that she supposed there w ould be a great deal m ore
crim e after the w ar, and the conversation drifted by w ay of postw ar farm ing back to



the safer problem s of gardening. The result of the experim ent w as exactly nil.
Retiring to her room  rather earlier than usual, M iss Silver encountered Florrie

going round w ith hot-w ater bottles. She cam e from  the passage leading to the lift.
M iss Faneôs room , Perryôs, M iss A dam sô, Petraôs, and Lauraôs had obviously been
disposed of. She now  carried a single bright green rubber bottle w hich M iss Silver
recognized as her ow n, and she w ore an extrem ely self-satisfied look. ñLike a cat
w ho has been at the cream ,ò w as M iss Silverôs m ental com m ent.

She w ithdrew  into her ow n room , leaving the door ajar. Florrie knocked, w as
told to com e in, and proceeded to turn dow n the bed, insert the hot-w ater bottle,
and lay out M iss Silverôs nightdress, a garm ent over w hich she sm iled and tossed her
head. This im pertinence, discerned by M iss Silver in the m irror, evoked a reproving
frow n. The garm ent, of cream  Viyella, w as in her opinion m ost com fortable and
tasteful, being high in the neck and long in the sleeves, of a decent fullness, and very
neatly finished w ith silk feather-stitchingð very different of course from  the skin-tight
and transparent w isps in w hich the girls of the present generation attired them selves
for the night.

Florrie, w ho considered the nightgow n a ñsketch,ò w as preparing to leave the
room , w hen M iss Silver called her back.

ñJust a m om ent, Florrie. A nd please close the door. I have som ething to say to
you.ò

For, after all, she w as going to say it. To the relief of her conscience in tim e to
com e, she had m ade up her m ind that she m ust speak to Florrie. Since the indirect
w arning had passed her by, she m ust be w arned directly. If the w arning w ere
useless, as she fully expected, she w ould at least have done w hat she could.

Florrie stood there, fidgeting and looking pert.
ñIôve the hot-w aters to put.ò
There w as a toss of the head w hich M iss Silver ignored. She said gravely,
ñW hat I have to say to you w ill not take long. Your conversation w ith W illiam

Shepherd in the shrubbery this evening w as overheard. You know, or pretend to
know, som ething about the m urder of M iss Lyle, and you are trying to use w hat you
know  to get m oney out of the person w hom  you suspect. That is w hat is called
blackm ail. Y ou heard us talking about it at dinner. Perhaps you do not know  that it is
a very serious crim e in the eyes of the law, and that it is alw ays very heavily
punished. Besides the punishm ent w hich the law  w ould give you, there is the grave
risk you w ould run. Your know ledge, if you have any, exposes you to danger. You
should tell the police w hat you know  or suspect w ithout delay. They w ill protect you
ð and I m ust tell you that I think you are in need of protection. A person w ho has



m urdered once m ay m urder again.ò
A s she spoke she w as aw are that it w as to no purpose. Florrieôs face w as set

and defiant. She said rudely,
ñI dunno w hat youôre talking about.ò
M iss Silver shook her head.
ñI think you do. I shall not say any m ore, but I hope you w ill take m y w arning.

That is all.ò
The door w as jerked open. Florrie bounced out, shutting it after her w ith

som ething that w as very nearly a bang. M iss Silverôs w arning had not disturbed her
com placency, nor altered her purpose by a hairôs breadth.

ñN asty, prying, nosey old m aid!ò and, ñA hundred poundsð a hundred pounds
ð a hundred poundsð ò w as all the burden of her thoughts. A nger, cupidity, trium ph
possessed her. There w as no place for a w arning, no place for fear.

She finished w hat she had to do and w ent to her room  in the north w ing. It w as
the sm allest there, being in fact no m ore than a slip taken off the room  next door, but
it w as a place of her ow n and a source of great satisfaction. If she had been obliged
to share w ith M ary, the upper housem aid, she w ould have had to give up a num ber
of things w hich she had no intention of giving up. The books w hich she read in bed
ð M aryôs hair w ould have curled w ith horror if she had know n w hat w as in them .
A nd sheôd never have been able to slip out at night and m eet Bert if she hadnôt a
room  of her ow n. She giggled to herself as she thought w hat Bill Shepherd w ould
say if he knew  about Bert. A cut above Bill, Bert w as. Butchers alw ays m ade
m oney, and his father had a fine shop in Ledlington, as w ell as the sm all branch at
Priorôs H olt. A cut above Florrie herselfð and that w as w here the hundred pounds
w ould com e in so nicely. Bert w asnôt thinking about m arrying, he w as just out to
have his fun, but if a girl had a hundred pounds in her pocket, there w as no saying
but w hat heôd think and think again. A nd she w as going to have a real w hite satin
w edding dress too, and orange-blossom s, and a veil, and w hite kid gloves. She
tossed her head and thought contem ptuously about M iss Silver, w ho w as an old
m aid.

She stood in her room  w ith the light turned off and w aited as she had often
w aited before. The back door banged. That w as M ary com ing in after her evening
out. She w ould have a w ord w ith M rs. D ean and then up to bed, and quick about it.
M ary liked her sleep. There w ere no sounds from  the room s occupied by the
evacuees. Judds and Slades, young and old, they w ere hearty sleepers. That w as a
bit of all right too.

M ary cam e up, M rs. D ean cam e up, and now  w as Florrieôs tim e. D ean w ould



be going his rounds, and as soon as he had finished he w ould com e through the
ground-floor door w hich shut off the kitchen w ing and lock it behind him , then up the
back stairs to the corresponding door on the upper floor and lock that too. W hat
Florrie had to do w as to nip through and be out of sight before he got there. She had
done it often enough before. You could hear him  on the stairs, and that w as your
tim eð out of your room , through the connecting door, and into the em pty room  just
the other side of it, next to M iss Silverôs. If anyone saw  youð w ell, youôd forgotten
one of the hot-w ater bottles. It w as as easy as w inking, and Florrie could w ink w ith
the best. Then w hen youôd finished w hat youôd slipped out for you could sleep
com fortable enough on the m orning-room  sofa and slip back to your room  as soon
as D ean unlocked the upper door, as he alw ays did at half-past six sharp, before he
had his shave.

She heard D ean on the stair and ran for it. Easy as kissing your hand. She stood
in the dark, em pty room  and w aited. N ow  he w as locking the door. N ow  he w as
going aw ay dow n the passage to the room  over the kitchen w hich he shared w ith
M rs. D ean.

There w as a com fortable arm chair in the em pty room . Florrie felt her w ay to it
and sat dow n. It w as dark, and she had to w ait until m idnight, but she w asnôt at all
afraid of going to sleep. She had plenty of things to think aboutð a hundred thingsð
a hundred poundsð each pound a fortune. She had no idea of the value of m oney.
She w as getting seventeen and six-pence a w eek, and she had to give three quarters
of it to a cross-grained father of w hom  she w ent in bodily fear. She had never had a
w hole pound in her possession to do w hat she liked w ith. A hundred pounds m eant
escape from  D adð securityð perhaps m arriage to Bert and a rise in life. A
com fortable tradesm anôs w ife w ould have a nice little villa on the outskirts of
Ledlington and household help. She saw  herself ordering a m aid about, shopping
handsom ely in H igh Street, buying the red three-piece she had seen at Jonesôs last
tim e she w as in, going out Sundays in a nice little car w ith Bert. Because in her
dream  Bertôs father w as dead and Bert had com e in for the shop in Ledlington. Ever
so m uch better than the branch at Priorôs H olt. M oney in the bank tooð m oney....

She had left the door the least little crack ajar. Presently she cam e out of her
dream . The clock in the hall w as striking tw elve. A s her sharp ears caught the sound
she slipped out of the room  like a shadow, along the passage, dow n the big
staircase, and through the hall, to the study. She had not gone m ore eagerly to any of
her m eetings w ith Bert. H ereð now ð in this room , she w as to get her hundred
pounds.

The light in the hall, w hich burned all night, saw  her to the corner of the passage



upon w hich the study opened. The door w as open now, but the room  w as dark. So
she w as there first. A cold draught m et her on the threshold. Som eone m ust have left
the w indow  open. A s she hesitated, the door of the m orning-room  opened behind
her and the voice w hich she w as expecting said, ñPut on the light, Florrie. Iôve got
the m oney for you.ò

A hundred pounds! H er hand w ent eagerly to the sw itch. For a m om ent she
stood outlined against the sudden light w ithin the room . Then a gloved hand cam e up
and the study poker cam e crashing dow n. She slum ped forw ard w ithout a cry. The
person w ho had w ielded the poker exam ined its w ork and w as satisfied. The poker
w as laid dow n beside the body. A gloved left hand sw itched off the light. There w as
a faint sound of retreating footsteps. A fter that no sound at all. N othing stirred in the
house. A  sm all cold w ind blew  in through the open w indow .
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Laura w oke up in the dark. It w as very dark indeed, because though one of the
w indow s w as open the black-out curtain hung across it and no light cam e through.
She did not know  w hat had w aked her, but she cam e up out of sleep w ith a sense of
fear pressing hard upon her and only just escaped. Fearð blind, form less, dreadfully
unknow nð it ham m ered at her brain, her heart, her pulses. There w as no other
sound in the room .

She sat up stiffly in the bed, listening, trying to steady herself, and m om ent by
m om ent the dark tide ebbed aw ay, leaving her Laura Fane again, in control, instead
of a hunted thing w ithout a nam e driven by a nam eless fear.

The relief w as very great, but her throat w as dry and her body shaken. She got
out of bed, felt her w ay to the w ash-stand, and poured a glass of w ater from  the
carafe. Its icy coldness m ade her shiver, but it steadied her. She set the glass back
and w ent to the door, w alking barefoot on the carpet, feeling before her w ith her
hands. It w as in her m ind to turn the key in the lock, though w hy she could not have
told, because the fear had been in her ow n m ind, in a dream  she had forgotten. It
had com e up w ith her out of her sleep, and it w as gone. W hy then should it be in her
m ind to lock the door of her room ? She had no answ er to this, but all at once she
opened the door and looked out.

A fter the even velvet darkness inside the room  the passage w ith its one light
burning at the far end seem ed really bright. She looked to the right, and saw  the
w ide corridor spacious and em pty. She looked to the left, and saw  A gnes Fane
com e from  the gallery leading to the stairs.

The fear returned. It caught at her heart and held her im m ovable. She could not
have m oved for her very life, but she did not know  w hy. Except that she w as seeing
w hat she w as not m eant to seeð w hat no one w as m eant to see. Because A gnes
Fane w as w alking. She w as on her feet and w alking, unbelievably tall. H er left foot
dragged in an ugly lim p. It w as as if she fought the drag and defied it, for her body
rem ained erect. She cam e so slow ly that if Laura could have m oved she m ight have
draw n back into the safe darkness of her room  and locked the door. O nly she could
not m ove. She could only stand and w ait w hilst A gnes Fane cam e on.

A s she drew  nearer, Laura saw  her face like a w hite m ask, her hair still orderly,
her pearls about her throat, a loose gow n w rapping her, purple or purplish red. H er
dark eyes blazed. They cam e to Laura and rested there. She put a hand to the w all
and stood looking dow n from  that great height of hers. W hen she spoke her voice



w as low  and harsh.
ñW hat are you doing out of bed?ò
There w as a com pulsion on Laura to speak, and to speak the truth. She said, ñI

w as afraid.ò
A gnes Fane looked at her, not w ith scorn or anger, but w ith a cold, alien look.

She said,
ñW hat are you afraid of?ò
ñI donôt know .ò
The look changed a little, and the voice becam e harsher.
ñG o back to bed! A nd lock your doorð both doors! Perhaps you can lock fear

outð w ho know s. G o back to your bed and stay there! D o you hear?ò
Stiffly, Laura obeyed, m oved from  the threshold, stepped back into the room ,

leaned upon the door w ith the flat of her hand until it closed, turned the key in the
lock. From  the other side of the door there w as the sound of a long sighing breath.
The dragging step w ent past.

Laura groped to the bathroom  door and locked that too, groped for the bedside
sw itch and put on the light, got back into bed, and lay there shuddering w ith cold,
and som ething m ore than cold. She did not know  that she had been near her death,
but the nearness chilled her to the bone.
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Presently she grew  w arm er. She felt for the hot-w ater bottle and drew  it up
beside her. The light from  the bedside lam p m ade a com fortable glow  in the room .
The dream  w as gone, the fear w as gone. She could begin to w onder at them  now,
and to w onder at herself for being afraid.

A nd then, as she looked tow ards the door, she saw  the handle m ove. Instantly
the terror w as beating at her heart again. The handle turned quite silently until it could
turn no m ore. Then it stopped. There w as the faintest of faint sounds as pressure
cam e upon the lockð hardly a sound at all. Perhaps she had only im agined it.
Perhaps there had not really been a sound. The handle slipped round again and
m oved no m ore.

Laura sat up in bed, a hand on either side of her pressing the m attress dow n.
She w atched the door and strained to listen, but she could hear nothing. She kept
saying to herself in a horrified inner w hisper, ñThe doors are locked. The bathroom
door is locked. This door is locked. N obody can get in.ò A nd then, behind her on
the left, there cam e a tapping on the bathroom  door.

She w as out of bed and on her feet in a m om ent. The tapping cam e again, faint
but insistent. Standing w ith her hand on the jam b, bending to the crack betw een it
and the door, she said,

ñW hoôs there?ò
She had never felt so m uch relief in all her life as she did w hen Lucy A dam sô

fretful voice cam e to her ear.
ñA re you aw ake? Let m e in! W hy do you lock your door?ò
Laura turned the key w ith a shaking hand. But it w as relief that m ade it shake.

A ll that horrible fearð and then C ousin Lucy.
She opened the door, and Lucy A dam s cam e in in a red flannel dressing-gow n

w ith the gold chain of her pince-nez pinned to it. It w as, as usual, crooked. The
auburn front w as presum ably on her dressing-table. Its absence revealed a w ide, thin
parting, and scanty locks done up in m etal curlers. She w ore a w orried expression,
and spoke in a w hisper.

ñIt is A gnesð she is ill. W hy did you lock your door? I donôt approve of it.
Suppose there w as a fire. Your C ousin A gnes is ill, and I could not m ake you hear.
W e m ust get the doctor at once. Y ou m ust help m e.ò

Laura caught up her green dressing-gow n and slipped it on.
ñW hatôs the m atter? Is she very ill? W hat do you w ant m e to do?ò



Lucy A dam s jerked at her pince-nez.
ñShe has these attacks. They are very alarm ing. She cannot be left. Perry is w ith

her. I m ust go dow n and telephone for the doctor, but I canôt do it alone. Itôs all
been such a shock. I canôt go dow n there alone. Y ou m ust com e w ith m e.ò

The w ind blew  in from  the open w indow. Laura w ent over and shut it. She w as
shivering as she cam e back.

ñO f course Iôll com e dow n w ith you. But w ouldnôt you like m e to call M iss
Silver, or C arey?ò

ñN oð noð noð no! You m ustnôt do that! N obody m ust know. They are
strangersð w e m ustnôt bring them  in. I cam e to you because you are fam ily. W eôve
got to keep it in the fam ily. N obody else m ust know .ò

H er looked darted at Laura and dropped aw ay again. H er voice shook
nervously.

ñN o one outside the fam ily,ò she repeated.
ñA nd the doctorð ò
M iss A dam s jerked im patiently.
ñD octors donôt countð they can keep a secret. A nd w e m ust hurry. Put on your

slippers and com e!ò
A s they w ent dow n into the dim ly lighted hall, Laura w as w ondering, and trying

not to w onder, about this illness of A gnes Faneôs. ñO ne of her attacksð ò W hat kind
of attack? ñW e m ust keep it in the fam ily. N obody m ust know ð ò W hat w as there
to know ? ñD octors can keep a secretð ò W hat secret w as there to be kept? A n
echo of her ow n sick fear cam e to her, and she rem em bered the dragging lim p, the
w hite m ask of a face, the voice that had told her to lock her door.

A t the foot of the stairs Lucy A dam s turned, speaking low. ñYou had better w ait
here. There is no need for you to hear w hat I have to tell the doctor. But you w onôt
go aw ay?ò

Laura shook her head. She w as puzzled. She felt a shrinking em barrassm ent.
But she w as not frightened now. It did not frighten her to stay alone in the hall w hilst
Lucy A dam s w ent into Tanisôs sitting-room  and shut the door. It m ight have
frightened her if she had know n that Florrie M um ford w as lying dead across the
threshold of the study not so very far aw ay. But she did not know .

She leaned against the new el-post, shivering a little, and hoping that C ousin Lucy
w ouldnôt be long. From  w here she stood she could just hear the m urm ur of her
voice.

Then the door opened. M iss A dam s stood there beckoning, the lighted room
behind her. Laura obeyed reluctantly. W ouldnôt they go upstairs again now ? It



appeared that they w ould not. C ousin Lucy drew  her in and pushed the door to.
ñW e m ust w ait dow n here for him  and let him  in. I w as quite right to send for

him , and he w ill com e at once. Such a relief! I said I w ould be here to let him  in. I
m ay not hear the car, but you w ill, I am  sure. I am  not deaf, you know, but I do not
hear quite so w ell as I used to. N ow  you sit dow n over there on the sofa, and I w ill
take this chair. The doctor w ill not be long.ò

Laura sat dow n on the couch at the farther side of the hearth. It w as w ide, and
deep, and low. She pulled a cushion dow n and leaned against it. A cross the hearth,
incongruous in a squat w ide-arm ed chair, M iss A dam s sat stiffly upright in her red
flannel dressing-gow n and her tight m etal curlers. Behind her the door to the hall, not
actually ajar, but not quite latched. A s a little thing w ill som etim es stick in oneôs
thought and prick at it, this trifle caught Lauraôs attention, and pricked there. If she
had not felt so tired she w ould have gone over to the door to latch it properly.

She heard Lucy A dam s say just in her usual ram bling voice,
ñY ou realize of course that it w as your C ousin A gnes w ho shot Tanis.ò
Laura felt exactly as if som eone had hit her sharply and suddenly. The im pact

m ade her blink. She stared at Lucy and said nothing.
M iss A dam s said in an exasperated tone,
ñReally, Laura, you can be very stupid! D idnôt you hear w hat I said?ò
Laura m oved stiff lips and said,
ñY es.ò
ñThen w hy donôt you say som ething? It seem s to m e that m y rem ark called for

som e com m ent.ò
It seem ed to Laura that com m ent w as im possible. W hat do you say w hen one

elderly relative w ho is sensibly attired in red flannel tells you point blank that another
elderly relative is a hom icidal m aniac? For that w as w hat it am ounted to. The attacks
w hich m ust not be w itnessed by a strangerð ñW e m ust keep it in the fam ily.... A
doctor know s how  to keep a secret.òð all these things m eant one thing and one
thing only, that C ousin A gnes w as m ad, and that in a fit of m ania she had killed Tanis
Lyle. She heard Lucy A dam s say,

ñO f course she did not m ean to kill Tanis. It w as a m ost unfortunate accident.
She m eant to kill you.ò

A kind of stiffness invaded Laura, m ind and body. It rendered her incapable of
speech or m ovem ent. Behind Lucy A dam s she saw  the sitting-room  door m ove in an
inch or tw o, and m ove againð fourð fiveð six inches. She w ondered w hy it had
m oved.
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M iss Silver opened her eyes upon the darkness of her bedroom . She did not
know  w hat had w aked her from  the uneasy sleep into w hich she had fallen. She
thought it w as a sound. She listened, and could hear nothing. She therefore sat up in
bed and listened again. U nbroken silence, unbroken darkness.

She sw itched on her bedside lam p and drew  about her shoulders a large knitted
shaw l w ith an openw ork border. The new  stitch w hich she had been trying out had
not proved very successful. She had not, therefore, given the shaw l aw ay to the
baby for w hom  it had been intended, her niece Lettyôs second child, but had kept it
for herself. She found it w arm  and com fortable now .

The m inutes slipped aw ay. If there had been a sound, it w as not repeated. She
decided that she w as becom ing fancifulð she had sat too late and thought too long.
Tom orrow  w ould be a painful and difficult day. She m ust really try to get a little
sleep. But the desire for sleep had left her. She took a book at random  from  the
bedside table and began to read.

A ctually, it w as the sound of Florrie M um fordôs fall w hich had roused her, her
room  being over the study.

She read for about tw enty m inutes, and found at the end of this tim e that she had
not the slightest recollection of w hat she had been reading. W hilst her eyes perused
the printed page, her thoughts w andered tow ards strange conjectures and horrifying
conclusions. They reached a point w here she could no longer pretend to read.

In her usual controlled m anner she replaced the book, got out of bed, and put on
a w arm  grey dressing-gow n industriously trim m ed w ith w ide crochet borders of
crim son w ool. N o garm ent could possibly have been less becom ing, but it w as w arm
and serviceable, and it concealed every inch of the volum inous w oollen nightgow n
beneath. W hen she had fastened it at the w aist w ith a long grey cord she crossed the
passage and tapped lightly upon C arey D esboroughôs door. Receiving no answ er,
she turned the handle and w ent in.

The first that C arey knew  about it w as light slanting dow n on him  from  the lam p
beside the bed. H e blinked at it, and at the astonishing vision of M iss Silver w ith her
hand upon the sw itch. Then he cam e broad aw ake. H e sat up and said in a horrified
voice,

ñW hat is it? W hatôs happened?ò
M iss Silver gave her slight cough.
ñN othing, I hope, M r. D esborough. I am  sorry to disturb you, but I cannot help



feeling extrem ely uneasy. I w as aw akened som e little tim e ago by a sound. That at
least is m y im pression, but of course I m ay be m istakenð our m inds are disturbed,
and trifles are apt to be m agnified. If it w ould not be too m uch trouble, I w ould be
glad if you w ould m ake a tour of the dow nstairs room s w ith m e.ò

H e w as out of bed and reaching for his dressing-gow n.
ñY ou thought the sound cam e from  there?ò
ñThat w as m y im pression. If I w as m istaken, w e can return to our room s and say

nothing about it. If, on the other handð ò She got no farther, because C arey broke
in.

ñY ouôre sure it w as dow nstairs?ò
M iss Silver becam e a little distant.
ñI am  not sure about anything, M r. D esborough. I think w e had better

investigate.ò
They cam e dow n the stairs and into the hall. In M iss Silverôs m ind the purpose

of turning to the right and proceeding in the direction of the dining-room , m orning-
room , and study had been clearly form ed, but as her foot took the last step dow n,
this purpose dissolved. H er ear had caught the sound of a voice w hich she knew
very w ell. The sound cam e from  the left-hand side of the hall, from  Tanis Lyleôs
sitting-room , the door of w hich show ed a crack of light.

She im m ediately touched C arey on the arm  and put a finger to her lips. They
stood for a m om ent, listening intently. Then, quite noiselessly, M iss Silver led the
w ay to the door and, com ing to it, pushed gently against it w ith her hand until the
crack of light had becom e a six-inch band. In the brief preceding m om ent she heard
Lucy A dam s say,

ñO f course she did not m ean to kill Tanis. It w as a m ost unfortunate accident.
She m eant to kill you.ò
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C arey D esborough heard the w ords w ith stupefaction. They seem ed to be part
of a conversation carried on w ithout any particular em phasis. M iss A dam s had
uttered them  in very m uch the sam e m anner in w hich she m ight have com m ented on
a m istake about the ration-books or the changing of a novel at the library. There had
been a m istake. A person unnam ed hadnôt really m eant to kill Tanis Lyle. She had
m eant to kill som eone else. H e looked round the edge of the door and saw  that this
som eone else w as Laura, sitting stiffly upright on the w ide green couch, her face as
w hite as death, her black hair falling on her neck, her eyes w ide and staring.

M iss Silverôs sm all, firm  hand closed on his arm . H e looked round and saw  her,
finger at lip, sternly forbidding sound or m ovem ent. H e turned back again. They
stayed like that, listening intently.

Lucy A dam s w ent on talking.
ñThat w as quite natural of course. She hated you before you w ere born, and she

has gone on hating you ever since. You ought never to have been born at all. I
suppose you realize that your m other stole O liver aw ay from  us. She had no right to
him ð he w as ours. H e w ould have been here now ð living here, going in and out
every dayð if it hadnôt been for Lilian. A nd she couldnôt even keep w hat she had
stolen. She let him  die. H e w ouldnôt have died if he had stayed hereð w e should
have seen to that. So really, you see, she killed him , stealing him  aw ay like that. A nd
so it w as quite a just thing that you should dieð quite, quite just. A gnes used to think
about these things, and w hen she knew  you w ere going to com e and stay here she
thought about them  a lot m ore. But she didnôt quite know  w hat to do about it,
because it isnôt really at all easy to kill som eone w ithout being found out. You have
to be very clever and think it all out, and then you have to be very quick to take an
opportunity if it com es your w ay. A gnes w as very clever and very quick. W hen M r.
H azelton cam e here and m ade that fuss and shot off his pistol, she saw  at once that
that w as her opportunity, because if anyone w as shot after that, people w ould think
he had done itð especially if you w ere shot w ith his pistol. Tanis told us all w here
she had put it, you rem em ber, after she took it aw ay from  him . But she w asnôt
speaking the truth w hen she said he still had the other pistolð the other one of the
pairð because she had it herself, upstairs in one of her draw ers. I expect she w anted
everyone to think that she w as still in danger, and how  brave she w as. Tanis w as like
that.ò

Laura had stopped thinking about the door. H er eyes w ere on Lucy A dam sôs



face. It looked just as usual. She m ight have been talking about the w eather or the
black-out. The foolish ram bling voice w ent on, a little sharpened by her dislike of
Laura. But then Laura had alw ays know n that C ousin Lucy disliked her. A lw ays?
H ow  silly! But it seem ed like that. It seem ed like years, and years, and years since
she had com e into this house.

O n one side of a curtain in her m ind Laura had these thoughts. O n the other side
of it she listened to Lucy A dam s, w ho had never stopped talking.

ñN ow  I w ill tell you about Thursday night. You w ould like to know  w hat
happened, w ouldnôt you, and it w ill all be in the fam ilyð you w onôt tell anyone.ò She
repeated the last w ords w ith a curious tittering laugh. ñYou w onôt tell anyoneð oh,
no, you w onôt tell anyone. W ell, I m ust tell you w hat happened. A gnes w ent up to
her room , but she could not sleep because the w ind w as so high. I never can sleep
m yself w hen the w ind is highð I told the police superintendent so. It gets on oneôs
nerves, and then one cannot rest. It got on A gnesôs nerves, and presently she
opened her door to com e out and w alk about the house. She often does that at night
w hen she cannot sleep, but nobody is supposed to know .ò

C arey turned an astounded look upon M iss Silver. She nodded briefly, and he
turned back again. Lucy A dam s w as saying,

ñW hen she cam e out she saw  som eone just going round the corner at the other
end of the passage. She couldnôt really see w ho it w as, and she thought she w ould
like to find out, because people ought not to be w alking about the house at that tim e
of nightð I am  sure you w ill agree about that. O f course w e all know  now  that it w as
Tanis w ho w as going dow nstairs, but w hen A gnes got to the top of the stairs and
looked dow n into the hall she thought it w as you.ò

Laura opened her lips to speak, but no sound cam e. They w ere too dry and stiff.
M iss A dam s nodded.
ñThat is w hat she thought, and it w as a perfectly natural m istake for her to m ake.

The light in the hall is not at all adequate. I have often told A gnes soð now  perhaps
she w ill believe m e. A nd you had been w earing a black dress. Very m isleading of
youð I suppose you did it on purpose. A gnes could not be expected to know  that
Tanis had changed out of her w hite dress and put on a black coat and black
pyjam as. She saw  som eone in black, and she thought that it w as you. You are about
the sam e height as Tanis, and your hair is the sam e colour. Black hair runs in the
fam ily. A gnes has it, and so had O liver, but I take after m y father. H e had auburn
hair, but ginger w hiskers. Ladies, fortunately, do not have w hiskers. A gnes w as
really not at all to blam eð anyone m ight have m ade the sam e m istakeð because in
addition to the black coat and the sim ilarity in the colour of the hair, Tanis had



picked up the shaw l w hich you had carelessly left hanging on the banisters and put it
on. I suppose she felt cold. It w as that C hinese shaw l w ith the flow ers and butterflies
ð a ridiculous thing for a young girl to w ear, but you evidently thought that it becam e
you.ò

Laura m ade a faint m ovem ent w ith her hand. It w as as if she w as trying to push
som ething aw ay. C arey m oved too, but M iss Silverôs grasp tightened sharply upon
his arm  and he stood still again. Lucy A dam s said,

ñYou can see how  perfectly natural it w as that A gnes should m istake Tanis for
you. I do not see how  she could be blam ed in the least. She saw  som eone dressed
in black and w earing that very noticeable shaw l, and of course she thought that it
w as you. W hen she saw  you go into Tanisôs sitting-room  she naturally w anted to
know  w hat you w ere doing there, and about half w ay dow n the stairs she
rem em bered about the pistol and thought how  easy it w ould be to shoot you, and
how  certain everyone w ould be that Jeffrey H azelton had com e back and done it.
So she cam e to the sitting-room  door and opened it. She rem em bered about all the
things in the detective storiesð you know  she is very fond of reading them ð so she
took care to take hold of the handle through a fold of her dressing-gow n. That is
w hy there w ere only D eanôs fingerprints on it. W hen she cam e into the sitting-room  it
w as em pty, but the door w as open into the octagon room  and she could hear you
opening the outside door. O f course it w as really Tanis, but she thought it w as you.
She w as rem em bering the pistol all the tim e, and she w as rem em bering O liver and
Lilian, and that you had no right ever to have been born, and so of course you hadnôt
any right to be alive. A nd if that w asnôt enough, there you w ere, setting yourself up,
m aking difficulties about selling the Priory, and if A gnes had died, w e should all have
been turned out, and w e shouldnôt have had anyw here to go, because I havenôt any
m oney of m y ow n. A gnes thought about all these things, and she took hold of the
draw er w here the pistol w as and pulled it open w ith the fold of her dressing-gow n
round her hand, just as she had done w ith the door. But she couldnôt do that w ith the
pistol because of putting up the safety-catch and pulling the trigger. So she took it in
her bare hand and w ent as far as the door into the octagon room . The w ind w as
blow ing in, and the outside door w as open. She saw  you standing in the open
doorw ay. She w as quite sure that it w as you, because the light from  the sitting-room
struck on the coloured em broidery of the shaw l. You w ere holding it round you
because of the cold. She pulled the trigger, and you fell dow n the steps onto the
grass. O nly it w asnôt you, it w as Tanis, because she cried out, and the m om ent
A gnes heard her voice she knew  that she had m ade a m istake. M ost regrettable of
course, but I do not really see how  anyone could blam e herð I am  sure you agree



about that. She fully intended to kill you, and it w as not her fault if she failed.ò
M iss A dam s paused for a m om ent, as if she expected Laura to m ake som e

com m ent. W hen none w as forthcom ing, she continued her narrative.
ñA gnes w as naturally very m uch disappointed and upset. She took Tanisôs torch,

w hich w as lying on the sofa, and w ent dow n the steps just to m ake sure, and
unfortunately there w as no doubt about it. Really a terrible accident. She had shot
Tanis, and Tanis w as dead. M ercifully, nobody had heard the shot, and she kept her
head. It occurred to her at once that the shaw l m ust be rem oved and destroyed. N o
one w ould suspect her of shooting Tanis, but she m ight be suspected of shooting
you, and if the shaw l w ere left on the body, som eone m ight guess that she had shot
Tanis by m istake. So she took it off and burned it in the draw ing-room  fire, w hich
w as still quite nice and hot. It w as very clever and resourceful of her, w asnôt it? A nd
she rem em bered to com e back here and w ipe the pistol and put it back in the
draw er, and to w ipe the inside handle of the door, because she had inadvertently
touched it w hen she w ent out w ith the shaw l. A nd she w iped the torch too, and
slipped it into the back of the draw er, because she thought it just as w ell that it
shouldnôt be noticed. A nd then she w ent back to bed, but she didnôt really sleep
very w ell.ò

W ords had been form ing them selves in Lauraôs m indð ñH ow ð doð youð
know ?ò They said them selves over and over, com ing out of the dark places of
thought and sw elling up into soundð louderð louderð louder.

ñH ow ð doð youð know ?ò
She did not know  that the w ords had forced them selves betw een her rigid lips,

and that they had reached Lucy A dam s, until she saw  a look of trium ph on the pale,
plum p face.

ñI am  just going to tell you about that, but you m ust not be im patient. A gnes has
no secrets from  m eð you ought to know  that. She didnôt give up her idea of killing
youð oh, dear m e, no! She had it all very cleverly planned. You rem em ber about
the other pistolð the one w hich Tanis told us w as still in Jeffrey H azeltonôs
possession. W ell, A gnes knew  w here it w as. She knew  that Tanis had it, so she
rem oved it. Shall I tell you w here it w as w hen the house w as being searched for your
shaw l? It w as hung in a shoe-bag round A gnesôs w aist under her petticoat. W asnôt
that clever? A nd tonight she m eant to kill you. She w as going to shoot you from
quite, quite close, and leave the pistol in your hand, and then everyone w ould think
that you had killed Tanis and Florrie, and com m itted suicide. O f course you donôt
know  about Florrie, but she w as blackm ailing A gnes, so she had to be got out of the
w ay. A gnes thought it all out. She w ould dispose of Florrie, and then get you to



com e dow n here by a clever trickð a clever, clever trick. It is a very good room  for
a crim e because there are so m any doorsð tw o here, and four in the octagon room
if you count the liftð so that even if the shot w ere heard, one could alw ays get aw ay.
Very w ell thought outð isnôt it? A nd w e need not talk about A gnes any m ore,
because that w as only part of the trick. D id you think I had really sent for the
doctor? W hy, that w as the trick, Laurað that w as the clever trick! That w as the
trick to get you dow nstairs. A nd it w asnôt A gnes w ho thought of it, any m ore than it
w as A gnes w ho did all the things I have been telling you. It w as I w ho did them  allð
Ið Ið I! A nd now  I am  going to shoot you, Laura.ò

W hen Lucy A dam s said the w ord ñtrickò for the first tim e, tw o things happened
sim ultaneously. M iss Silverôs hand dropped from  the arm  she w as holding, and
C arey D esborough pushed open the door and stepped inside the room . H e did not
know  w hether Laura saw  him  or not. H er eyes w ere fixed and staring.

M iss A dam s certainly neither saw  nor heard. H er m ind had no room  for anything
beyond its crazy purpose. A s she said ñA nd now  I am  going to shoot you,ò she
reached for the pocket of her red flannel dressing-gow n and C arey D esboroughôs
tw o hands cam e dow n over her shoulders and took her by the w rists.

Laura saw  that, and then she saw  nothing at all. The room  w as full of a confusion
of noise and m ist w hich sw irled about her and w ould not let her see, or hear, or
know. W hen it cleared, C arey w as standing in front of C ousin Lucyôs chair, and she
w as standing too. H e w as holding her by the w rists. M iss Silver w as at the telephone
table. She w as saying, ñYes, please ask the Superintendent to com e up at once. It is
very urgent indeed. W ill you tell him  so from  m e. M iss Silver.... Yes, that is the nam e
ð M iss M aud Silver.ò There w as a click as she replaced the receiver.

Laura gazed at the scene. There w as a pistol lying on the floor, alm ost at her
feet. It w as quite unbelievable. A pistolð and C ousin Lucy had been going to shoot
her. H ow  can you believe a thing like that?

A s M iss Silver cam e over and picked the pistol up, Lucy A dam s said in an
offended voice,

ñLet go of m y hands at once, C arey! You are really behaving very strangely
indeed. A nyone w ould think that you had gone quite out of your m ind.ò
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ñW hen did you begin to suspect her?ò said Randal M arch.
M iss Silverôs hands w ere busy w ith her knitting. A sm all pale blue jacket w as

taking shape betw een the clicking needles. A  fire burned brightly on the study hearth.
A  grey January sky obscured the low  w inter sun.

M iss Silver said,
ñI cannot say, Randal. I could not accept either of the M adisons or any of the

other suspects as providing a solution. There w as an elem ent of coolness and
calculation w hich seem ed incom patible w ith the theory that this w as a crim e of
passion or jealousy. I did not think that M r. M adison, or M r. M axw ell, or M r.
D esborough w ould have shot a w om an in the back. It seem ed to m e quite incredible
that they should have done so. You w ill rem em ber m y insistence upon the
significance of the C hinese shaw l. The threads from  its fringe w hich w ere found
entangled in Tanisôs ring had to be explained. There w ere tw o possible explanations.
Either Laura w as w earing the shaw l and there had been such a violent scene
betw een them  that the threads had been dragged out, or Tanis herself had been
w earing the shaw l w hen she w as shot. I considered the first explanation extrem ely
unlikely. You yourself suggested the second, m y dear Randal, w hen you observed
that Tanis m ight have felt chilly and have picked up the shaw l on her w ay to the
sitting-room . This theory w as rendered likely by the destruction of the shaw l. If
Laura had been w earing it, it m ight have becom e stained, supposing she had
descended the steps and bent over the body, but it w ould not in this case have been
necessary to burn it. Every w om an is aw are that bloodstains com e out very easily if
the fabric is at once squeezed out in cold w ater. There w as a bathroom  next to
Lauraôs room . She could have rem oved the stains and dried the shaw l at the electric
fire in her bedroom . The person w ho w as cool enough to w ipe off all betraying
fingerprints w ould have been aw are that the disappearance of the shaw l could not
possibly pass unnoticed. Its destruction m ust therefore have been an absolute
necessity. A reason for this necessity presented itself im m ediately. A bloodstain can
be rem oved, but a bullet-hole can neither be rem oved nor explained aw ay. I becam e
convinced that Tanis had been shot w hilst w earing the shaw l, and that the m urderer
had had the strongest possible reasons for rem oving and destroying it. A t first I
could not see w hy it should have been rem oved at all. If Tanis w as w earing the
shaw l, and if she had been found in the m orning still clutching it about her, there
w ould have been no question of Laura being suspected, and therefore no reason



w hy she or M r. D esborough should have rem oved it. Still less w as there a reason
w hy anyone else should have done so. Yet som eone had done so, and I becam e
convinced that the reason for the destruction of the shaw l w ould give us the m otive
for the m urder.

ñI becam e m ore and m ore convinced that Tanis had been w earing the shaw l.
C onsider how  natural it w as that she should pick it up as she w ent through the hall. It
hung on the new el-post, a beautiful and conspicuous object. It w as a cold night, and
she w as about to open an outside door and stand there w aiting for M r. M adison.
Those closely w oven oriental silks are w arm . I w as sure that she had picked it up
and put it on. The m urderer could have had only one reason for rem oving itð that it
w ould endanger him  unless he did rem ove it. It w as not until late on Saturday night
that I could see w hat this danger m ight be. If the m urderer had seen Tanis cross the
hall w earing the C hinese shaw l he m ight have taken her for Laura Fane, and if it w as
Laura w ho w as aim ed at, the m otive for the m urderð and the possible suspectsð
had to be reconsidered. Tanis Lyle had m any enem ies. There w ere so m any m otives,
so m any suspects, that in her case it w as difficult to select the m ost likely of them .
But in Lauraôs case there w as only one possible m otive, an old grudge brooded over
for m ore than tw enty years, and only three possible suspectsð A gnes Fane, her
m aid Perry, and Lucy A dam s. I considered each of them  in turn, and becam e
convinced that it w as Lucy w ho had shot Tanis.ò

Randal M arch said, ñW hy?ò
M iss Silver coughed.
ñI am  sure you know  the answ er to that, m y dear Randal. A gnes has rem arkable

eyesight, and so has Perry. But Lucy is shortsighted. She has w orn glasses from  a
child. I think only a shortsighted person could have m ade the m istake that she did
actually m ake.ò

M arch said, ñI donôt know. The height, the colour of the hair w ere the sam e.
A nd w ith that noticeable C hinese shaw lð ò

M iss Silver shook her head.
ñI am  not thinking of those things, Randal. Laura had been w earing a black lace

dress. Tanis had changed into black pyjam as and a heavy black silk coat. O nly a
very shortsighted person to w hom  all black m aterials look alike at a little distance
could have m istaken that heavy silk for so different a m aterial as lace.ò

M arch sm iled quizzically.
ñH ow  acuteð and how  fem inine! That is w here you w ill alw ays have the

advantage of m e. I am  only a m an.ò
M iss Silver sm iled in return.



ñG entlem en alw ays say that w hen they are feeling superior,ò she said. ñIt is still a
handicap to be a w om an, and they know  it. You m ust not grudge us any of the slight
advantages it confers.ò

H e laughed outright.
ñW ell, you m ade up your m ind that M iss A dam s w as the m urderer because of

the difference betw een a bit of silk and a bit of lace. A nything else?ò
The needles clicked. M iss Silver said,
ñO h, yes. It w as the difference betw een the m aterials that m ade m e suspect

Lucy, but it w as the behaviour of Florrie M um ford that confirm ed those suspicions.ò
ñI donôt see,ò he said.
ñO h, yes, m y dear Randal! I could not believe that she w ould have had the

tem erity to blackm ail A gnes Fane. A gnes is really a very intim idating person. I w as
sure that Florrie w ould not have had the courage to threaten herð so soon, and
w hilst she w as still in her service. I think that if it had been A gnes the girl w ould have
held her tongue until she could get aw ay and do her blackm ailing from  a safer
distance, if indeed she dared to do it at all. I w as never able to consider A gnes
seriously as the crim inal, you know. She is a very efficient person, and if she had
w ished to m urder Laura there w ould have been no bungling. Laura w ould have been
m urdered, and A gnes w ould never have been suspected, let alone blackm ailed.ò

ñW ell, that disposes of M iss Fane. W hat about Perry?ò
ñThe m otive w as too slight, and as I said before, her eyesight is extrem ely good.

A nd Florrie w ould never have expected to get a hundred pounds out of Perry.ò
ñSo you arrived at M iss A dam s.ò
ñSo I arrived at Lucy. But I had no evidenceð no shred or particle of evidence.

I w as, I m ay say, in considerable distress of m ind. I did not know  w hat to do. I
thought of ringing you up, but the hour w as late. I could not have m entioned m y
suspicions on the telephone, and you w ere in any case com ing over early next
m orning in order to question Florrie. It seem ed to m e that our one chance of
obtaining any real evidence w as from  Florrie.ò

ñI w onder w hat she knew,ò said Randal M arch. ñThat flapper friend of hers,
M rs. Sladeôs sister, says she w as in the habit of slipping through into this part of the
house w hilst D ean w as locking up. Florrie m ay have heard the shot. She m ay have
seen M iss A dam s cross the hall. She m ay have stood behind the draw ing-room
curtains and w atched her burn the C hinese shaw l. W e shall never know ð unless
M iss A dam s tells us. She m ay, or she m ay not. A ll this girl G ladys can say is that
Florrie w as very pleased and excited and told her she knew  som ething that w as
going to m ake her a fortune, poor little w retch.ò



M iss Silver laid dow n her knitting and folded her hands upon it.
ñRandal, I thought she w as safe, for that night at least. In spite of w hat I said to

you I did w arn her m ost seriously. A nd I knew  that D ean locked the connecting
doors at night. I thought she w ould be safe enough until the m orning. W ell, I w as
w rong.ò

M arch looked kindly at her.
ñY ou canôt blam e yourselfð she asked for it.ò
M iss Silver coughed.
ñI do not blam e m yself, Randal. I com m itted an error of judgm ent, but it is easy

to be w ise after the event. I had no reasonable grounds for sum m oning you in the
m iddle of the night, but m y m ind continued to be so m uch disturbed that I could not
rest. I think it m ust have been the sound of Florrieôs fall that roused m e from  a short
uneasy sleep. I had not consciously heard the fall, but I becam e m ore and m ore
anxious, until at last I felt obliged to investigate. I then roused M r. D esborough, and
w e reached the hall in tim e to hear Lucyôs extraordinary statem ent. She is of course
unhinged.ò

ñY es, I suppose she w ill be pronounced insane.ò
M iss Silver looked at him  gravely.
ñA m ost unhappy story, Randal. I hope for Lauraôs sake that it need not all

com e out. You see, Lucy w as just as m uch in love w ith O liver as A gnes w as.
Everyone could see that. She m ade herself quite a laughing-stock over it, poor thing.
A nd of course he never thought of her in that w ay at all. H e used to laugh at her and
call her óPoor old Lucy,ô and one day I am  afraid she heard him . She never quite got
over that. A nd then he ran aw ay w ith Lilian Ferrers, and she and A gnes w ere left
here together w ith nothing to do but to think how  O liver had treated them . Lucy had
not at all a strong character, but like so m any w eak people she could hold on to a
grudge. Even at school w e used to say that she hoarded slights. She w ould treasure
up anything unpleasant, just as other girls treasured up com plim entsð but then, of
course, poor Lucy never had any com plim ents to treasure. A fter O liverôs m arriage
she just sat dow n here w ith A gnes for tw enty-tw o years, w hilst A gnes filled the
house w ith hatred and resentm ent. Is it any w onder that Tanis Lyle grew  up as she
did, heartless and self-centred? Is it any w onder that Lucy becam e obsessed?
H atred is a deadly poison. For tw enty-tw o years this house has been full of it.ò

M arch nodded.
ñThatôs grim ,ò he said.
ñYes, it is terrible. A ll those years A gnes w as w aiting for Laura to com e of age.

It w as her m ost passionate desire to possess the Priory and to leave it to Tanis Lyle.



Laura cam e of age, and cam e dow n here at A gnesôs invitation. A nd her com ing gave
all that hatred a focus. But I still believe that nothing m ight have happened if it had
not been for the violent disturbance set up by Jeffrey H azelton. Into the already
overcharged atm osphere of the house he introduced the idea of m urder. H e also
introduced the necessary w eapon, and there is no doubt that the scene in w hich he
and Tanis took part excited Lucyôs m ind to the point of contem plating m urder. Even
so she m ight never have got beyond thinking about it if it had not been for w hat
happened on Thursday night. A high w ind has alw ays had an upsetting effect upon
her nerves. The gale, com bined w ith the opportunity w hich she thought had been
offered to her, w as too m uch for the balance of her m ind. It gave w ay, and from  that
m om ent she cannot, I think, be considered w holly responsible for her actions. W hen
Florrie threatened her she behaved w ith great cunning. She m ust have know n that
the girl som etim es slipped through the connecting doors and got out of the house at
night, so she m ade an appointm ent w ith her in the study at m idnight, opening the
w indow  in order that it m ight be supposed that Florrie had been attacked by
som eone from  outside. This, I think, goes to prove that she had not then conceived
the horrible plan of involving Laura. I think that cam e later, w hen she had killed
Florrie and had becom e com pletely insane. In that state she recognized no restraints
and no difficulties. H aving got Laura dow nstairs by a trick, she m eant to shoot her at
point blank range and leave the pistol in her hand. To her crazy m ind it seem ed quite
certain that Laura w ould then be held responsible for both the other deaths. The
Priory w ould pass into A gnesôs possession, and the old score against O liver Fane
w ould have been paid. A dreadful story, Randal. A nd w hen I ask m yself w ho is the
real crim inal, I cannot exonerate A gnes Fane.ò

ñH ow  m uch did she know ?ò said M arch.
M iss Silverôs eyes m et his. They w ere steady and sad.
ñI cannot say. I think that she suspected Lucy. I think so, but I cannot say. A nd

she herself w ill never speakð I am  quite sure of that. She w ill never tell us w hat she
knew  or suspected, or w hy she told Laura to lock her door last night. But I thinkð
though this is only a conjectureð that she found Florrie lying dead in the study and
guessed at w ho the m urderer m ust be. W hen she saw  Laura at her bedroom  door
and told her to lock it she w as obeying her conscience. She has a conscience, you
know, and it w ould not perm it her to expose even Laura w hom  she hated to w hat
she knew  to be a very real danger. I can respect her for that.ò

M arch said, ñY es.ò A nd then, ñH ow  has she taken it? W ill it break her?ò
ñA gnes w ill never break,ò said M iss Silver.



C H A PTER  45

C arey and Laura drove aw ay. Petra N orth had gone. The M axw ells had gone.
The days they had spent in the Priory betw een W ednesday and Sunday w ere gone,
joined w ith dead days of dead, forgotten years. Perhaps som e day they w ould be
forgotten too.

N either C arey nor Laura looked back, and neither spoke. They had seen A gnes
Fane for a brief m om ent, rigid, indom itableð a courteous hostess bidding tw o guests
farew ell. Each in turn touched the ice-cold hand upon w hich there w as still a fine
glitter of diam onds. There w as no w ord on either side of any future m eeting. The
inw ard shudder w hich Laura could conceal but not control still shook her as they
drove on silently through the grey afternoon.

Presently w hen the road passed through w oodland w here great ram parts of holly
rose shining and darkly green under the bare boughs of oak and chestnut, C arey
drew  in to the side and stopped the car. H e put his arm s round Laura and drew  her
close.

ñD arling, youôre so cold.ò
She said in a forlorn w hisper,
ñI donôt think I shall ever be w arm  again.ò
ñO h, yes, you w ill. Iôll m ake you w arm . A nd youôre not to shakeð thereôs

nothing to shake about now .ò
She said, ñI canôt stop. I donôt feel as if I shall ever be able to stop. I keep

seeing her.ò
H is voice sounded rough and angry.
ñYou w onôt see her again any m oreð ever. You w onôt see any of them  again.

W eôre going to be m arried on Thursday. Three clear w eek-daysð thatôs the
quickest you can do it, unless you drag in the A rchbishop of C anterbury and pay
about thirty pounds for a special licence. So I thought Thursday.ò

ñC arey, I couldnôt!ò
ñYou just see! You just stop thinking about a lot of bad old w om en and begin

thinking about m e, and you, and m eð particularly m e. W eôre going to be m arried on
Thursdayð youôre going to be Laura D esborough. W eôll go and set it all in train
tom orrow  m orning. W eôll have to get a w edding ring, you know, and you can
choose your engagem ent ring at the sam e tim eð your aunt w onôt think itôs legal
w ithout one. A nd youôd better telephone her to com e up and give you aw ay.ò

ñC arey, she w onôt!ò



ñThen w eôll do w ithout her. W eôre both of age. D arling, couldnôt you stop
shaking? Itôs all over. W eôre youngð w eôre in love. Youôve no idea how
trem endously Iôm  in love w ith you, but youôre going to find out.ò

H e held her aw ay and looked at her w ith som ething in his eyes w hich drove the
cold shaking from  Lauraôs heart.

ñSnap out of it, darling, and kiss m e! W eôre w asting tim e.ò

TH E EN D



TR A N SC R IB ER  N O TES

M is-spelled w ords and printer errors have been fixed.
Inconsistency in hyphenation has been retained.

[The end of The C hinese Shaw l by Patricia W entw orth]
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