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FOREWORD

Texrs of all kinds. including lterary texts, are used as dara
for Tanguage teaching. They are designed or adapted and
pressed mto service 1o exemplify the language and provide
practice in reading. These are conumendable-pedagogic
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" | ; kL ; purpises. They are not, however, whaT authors or readers
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| 2 X of texts usoally have in mind, The reason we read something

o A is because we feel the wrter has something of interest or

significance to say and we only attend to the language to
the exeent that 1t helps us 1o understand what thar miglh
be. Animportant part of language learning is knowinghow
o e g il "
to adipr this oAl teagler e T‘-_v._'l_\_'l-f to use language to
achieve meanngs of significance to s, and so make texts
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The puepose of the Oxford Bookwarms Collection s to
eACOUTage students ot i'.ﬂt.:liﬁll Lo nll.lﬂpl thes role. It offers
samples of Fnglsh language fiction, unabridged and
unsimplified, which have been selected and presented 1o
e empoyment, and o develop a sengitiviey o the

language through an appreciaton of the lieeature. The
iEention is e sermubate students to find in ficoon whar Jane
Austens found; “the must thorough knowledge of human
nature, the happiese delineation of its vanetses, the livehest
ctfusiomni af wit and humoor . . conveyed to the world i
the hest chosen languapge’ {Marthanger Abbeyv)
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uone of the texts has heen abridged or sumplified n any way, but £ach volume

conrains motes and  guestions. [0

appreciation

Before each story

help smdents n their understanding and

e 4 shart biopraphuscal note on the author
+ an introduction to the theme anil characrers of the story

After cach story

. Nates Some words and phrases in rhe texts are marked with an astersk "y

and cxplanatnions for these are
are usually cultural refetences

given in the notes, The cxpressions selocte
or archaic and dialect words unlikely to hes

faund in dictipnarics. Other difficult woeds are not explained. This 5 hecausd
o dio so mught be to focus atiention (00 much on the analysis of particulag
meanings, and to durupt the natueal reading process. Students should be

eneonraged by their engagement with the story to infer general and relevang

meamnyg, from context.

o Dhpcussion These arc questidns on the story’s theme and characrers, designe

ca stmulate class discussion of 1o eNCOUTaRe the individual reader to thinkg

abour the story from ditfercmt

points of view.

e [anguage Focus These guestions and 1asks direct the reader’s attention 1

parncular features ol language

use Of \'['_\'lil.'.

s Actipities These are suggestions for creative wnting acnvitics, [0 enCourag
readers to cxplore ar devetop the 1deas and themes of the story in varol

imaginative Ways
s [deas for Compartson Acaities

These are aecasional additional sections with

\eas for discussion or writing, which compare and contrast & number off

storics in the volume.
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THE COMPANION

THE AUTHOR

Agatha Christre was bowrn o 0. She wrote over seventy
detecuve novels, more than a hundred short stories, and
many stage plavs. Her play The Monsetrap has bren
running i Londen since 1232, Mty of her novels feature
the Belgian detective, Hercule Poirot, br the elderdy village
[idyv, Biss Jare Marple. Among her best-known titles are
The Mysterions Affair ot Styles, The Murder of Roger
Ackravd, Death o the Nile, Murder at the Vicarage, atd
Murder an the Oetent Express, which sas made into o film
in 1973, Because of the ingemuty and unfaibing suspense of
her plins she has remained ooe of the most popular detective
writers of all time. She died in 1976,

THE STORY
Miss Marple 18 one of the tamous characters of detective
feton, She 153 small elderly fady, with quiet pleasane
manners, who 1% fond of-kmteing; very far from being a
great detective, you would thank. Bur Miss Marple is a good
listener. She has a very sharp cye for derail and a shoowd
understanding of human nature, Many murderery have had
caude o regret her interese in their affairs.

Lt thes story Miss Marple is ar a dinner parry, listening
1o the tale of o come wold by o friend, The puests ey o
solve the mysgery in D Lloyd's story, but icisn't éven clear
i o crime has been commureed. Dir Llovd describes twa
muddie-aged ladies on heliday i Grand Canary; one of
thein drowns while swimming. A sad accident, it seems,
Miss Marple listens carctully .
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Tae COMPANION

;an. Dr Lloyd,” said Miss Helier, 'Don’t you know any

crecpy stories?’

She smiled at him — the smile thar nightly bewitched the
thearre-going public. Jane Helier was sometimes called the most
beautiful womtan mn England, and jealous members of her own
profession were in the habir of saying to each other: “Of course
Fane's not an artist, She can’t act — if you know what T mean. It's
those eves!’

And those “cyes’ were at this minute fixed appealingly on the
grizzled clderly bachelor doctar who, for the last five years, had
ministered to the aildhents pefthe village of St Mary Mead.

With an unconscious gesture, the doctor pulled down his
waistcoat (inclined of late to be uncomfortably tght) and racked
hus bramns hasuly, so-as not to disappaint the lovely crearure who
addressed him so uuj][’iL[cntl}r_

Teel,” sand Jane deeamily, “thar | would hke to wallow m erime
this c'.'rumg,.'

Splendid,” said Colonel Banery, her host. *Splendid, spleadid.’
wnid he laughed a loud hearty military laugh. “Eh, Dally?

His wife, hastily recalled to the exigencies of social life (she had
been planning her spring horder) agreed enthusiastcally.

‘Of course it's splendid,’ she said heartily but vaguely. ‘I always
rhoughe s,

Did you, my dear?' said old Miss Macple, and her eyes rwinkled
i lietle.

‘We don't ger much in the creepy line — and still less in the
cnminal line - in St Mary Mcaa:mnuw. Miss Helier,” said Dr
Lloyd.

You surprise me,' said Sir Henry Clithering, The

o7
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12 Crime Never Pays

ex-Commissioner of Scorland Yard® turmed ro Miss Marple. T
always understood from our friend here that 5t Mary Mead 15 a
positive hotbed of crime and vice.”

“Oh, Sir Henry!" protested Miss Marple, a spot of colour coming
inta her checks. “T'm sure | never said anything of the kind. The
only thing T ever said was that human nature is much the same

m a village as anywhere else, only one has opportunitics and leisure

for seeing it at closer quarters.’
‘But you haven't always lived here,’ said Jane Helicr, still

addressing the doctor. "You've been in all sorts of queer places all
aver the world — places where things happen!’

“That is so, of course,” said Dr Llovd, still thinking desperately.
"Ves, of course . .. Yes ... Ah! | have !’

He sank back wirh a sigh of relief.

‘It is some years ago now — | had almost torgotten. Bur the
facts were really very strange — very strange indeed, And the final
comcidence. which put the clue into my hand was strange also.”

Miss Helier drew her chair a lirtle nearer to him, applied some
lipstick and waited expectantly. The others also turned interested

faces towards him.
1 don't know whether any of you know the Canary Islands/’

began the doctor.

“They must be wonderful,' sud Jane Helier, “They're in the South
Seas, aren't they? Or is it the Mediterranean?’

‘I've called in there on my way to South Africa,’ said the Colonel.
“The Peak of Tenerife is a fine sight with the serting sun on 1.’

“The incident I am describing happened in the island of Grand
Canary, not Tenerife. It 1s a good many years 4go now. I had had
2 breakdown in health and was forced to give up my pracrice in
England and go abroad. | practised in Las Palmas, which is the
principal town of Grand Canary. In many ways 1 enjoyed che life
out there very much. The chimate was mild and sunny, there was

The Companion

xcellent surf bathing tand I am an cnthusiastic bather) and the
s23 life of the port artracted me. Ships from all over the waorld put
- at Las Palmas. T nsed to walk along the mole every morning
{3¢ more interested than any member of the fair sex could be in
4ostreet of hat shops.

45 T say, ships from all over the world put in at Las Palmas.
cometimes they stay a few hours, sometimes a day or two. In the
nrincipal hotel there. the Metropole, you will see people of all
caces and natonalities = birds of passage. Even the people going
b Tenerife usually come here and stay a few days before crossing
v the other sland.

‘My story begins there, mn the Metrapole Hotel, one Thursday
cveming m January. There was a dance going, on and 1and a friend
had been sicting ar a small table watching the scene. There werc
\ fare sprinkling of Enghish and other narionalities, but the majonty
o the dancers were Spamsh; and when the orchestra struck up a
ranpa, only half a dozen couples of the latrer nationality took the
foar, They all danced well and we looked on and admired. One
woman in particular excited our lively admiradon. Tall, beautitul
ind sinuous, she moved with the grace of a half-tamed leopardess.
Mhere was something dangerous about her. | said as much to my
friend and he agreed.

- Women like that,” he said, “are bound to have a history. Life
will not pass them by."

*“Beanty is perhaps a dangerous possession,” | said.

““1r's not enly beauty,” he insisted. “There is something else.
Look ar her again. Things are bound to-happen to that woman,
ur because of her. As | said, life will not pass her by. Strange and
exciting events will surround her. You've only got to look at her
to know it

‘He paused and then added with a graile:

*“Just as you've only got to look at those two women over
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there, and know that nothing out of the way could ever happen to
cither of them! They are made for a safe and uneventful exastence.”
I followed his eves. The two women he referred to were travel-
lers who had just arrived — a Holland Lloyd boar had pur into
port that evening, and the passengers were just beginning to armive.
‘As T looked at them [ saw at once what my fmend meant. They
were two English ladies — the thoroughly mice travelling English
that vou do find abroad. Ther ages, [ should say, were round
about forry. One was fair and a little - just a little ='too plump;
the other was dark and a little — again just a hirtle —_inclined to
scragginess, They were what is called well-presecved, quietly and
“Tnconspicuously dressed in well-cut tweeds, and innocent of any
kind of make-up. They had that air of quiet assurance which is
the hirthright of well-bred Englishwomen, There was nothing
remarkable about either of them. They were like thousands of
their sisters. They would doubtless see what they wished to see,
assisted by Baedeker®, and be blind to everything else. They would
use the English library and attend the English Church in any place
they happened to be, and 1t was quite likely that one or both of
them sketched a litle. And as my friend said, nothing exaing or
remarkable would ever happen to either of them, though they
might quite likely travel half over the world. | looked from them
back to our sinuous Spanish woman with her half-closed
smouldering eyes and | smiled.”

‘Poor things,” said Jane Helier with a sigh. “But | do think it's
so silly of people not to make the most of themselves. That woman
in Bond Street® — Valentine —1s reatly wonderful, Audrey Denman
gocs to her; and have you seen her in “"The Downward Step?” As
the schoolgirl in the first act she's really marvellous. And yer
Audrey is fifty if she’s a day. As a marrer of fact | happen to know
she’s really nearer sixty.”

“‘Go on,’ said Mrs Bantry to Dr Lloyd. ‘1 love stones about

The Companion

nuous Spanish dancers. It makes me forger how old and far |
am.’

Tm sorry, said Dr Lloyd apologetically. ‘But you sce, as a
matter of fact, this story iso’t abouit the Spanish woman.’

‘Iv 150t

‘Mo, As it happens my friend and T were wrong. Mothing in the
east exciting happened to the Spanish beauty. She marnied a clerk
i a shipping office, and by the time T left the sland she had had
fve children and was getting very fat.”

“tust like that girl of lsrael Peters,’ commented Miss Marple.

I'he nne who went on the stage and had such good legs that they
made her prncipal boy in the pantomime®. Everyone said she'd
come w no good, but she marricd a commeraial traveller and
<erried down splendidly.’

“The 1..1”.1};4: parallel,” murmured Sir Henry softly.

‘Mo, wene on the doctor, "My story 15 about the two English
laches.’

something happened to them?' breathed Miss Helier.

Someching happened to them = and the very next day, two.’

Yes?' sad Mres Bantry enconragingly,

Yust for curiosity, as | went out that evening | glanced at the
hutel cemster. | found the names easily enough. Miss Mary Barton
and Miss Amy Dureant-of Little Paddocks, Caughton Weir, Bucks.
| little thought then how soon | was to encounter the owners of
those names again — and under what tragic circumstances,

The following day | had arranged 1o go for a picnic with some
iriends. We were to motor across the 1sland, taking our lunch, o
2 place called (as far as I remember - it is so long ago) Las Nieves,
1 well-sheltered bay where we could bathe it we telt inclined.;l_"hzs
Programme we duly carred out, except that we were somewhat
lace in -;[-.1ring, so that we stopped on the way and picnicked,
zoing on to Las Nieves afterwards tor a bathe before tea.

O
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‘As we approached the beach, we were ar once aware of a
tremendous commotion. The whole population of the small village
seemed to be gathered on the shore. As soon as they saw us they
rushed towards the car and began explaming excitedly. Our
Sparmush not being very good, it took me a few minutes to
understand, bur at last 1 got i

“Two of the mad English ladies had gone in to bathe, and one
had swum out too far and got into difficulnies. The other had gone
after her and had tried to brning her mn, but her strength in turn
had failed and she too would have drowned had not a man rowed
out in a boar and brought in rescuer and rescued - the latter bevond
help.

*As soon as 1 gor the hang of things I pushed the crowd aside

women, The plomp figure i the black stockinet costume and the
tight green rubber bathing cap awoke no chord of recogninon as
she looked up anxiously. She was kneeling beside the body of her
friend, making somewhat amatewcish attempesat  actificial
respiration. When I told her thar | was a doctor she gave a sigh
of relief, and 1 ordered her off ar once to one of the cottages for
a rub down and dry clothing. One of the ladies in my party went
with her. | myself worked unavailingly on the body of the drowned
womar in vain. Life was only too clearly exuncr, and in the end
1 had reluctantly to give in.

‘| rejoined the others in the small fisherman's cottage and there
1 had to break the sad news. The survivor was attired now in her
own clothes, and | immediarely recognized her as one of the two
arrivals of the night before. She received the sad news fairly calmly,
znd it was evidently the horror of the whole thing that struck her
more than any great personal feeling.

““Paor Amy,"” she said. *“Poor, poor Amy. She had been looking
forward to the bathing here'so much. And she was a good swimme-

The Comparnion

two. 1 can't understand it. What do vou think it can have been,

doctor?"”

* “Possibly cramp. Wikl vou tell me exactly what happened:”

< We had Foth been swimming about for some time — twenty
minutes I should say. Then thought T would go in. but Amy said
she was going o swim out once more. she did so. and suddenly
[ heard her call and realized she was crying for help. 1 swam out
15 fast as | could, She was still afloac when I got to her, but she
Autched at me wildly and we both went under. If it hadn’t been
fr that man caming out with his boat T should have been drowned
.

#Thart has happened faicly often,” T said. *To save anyone from
drovwning s not an casy affair,”

STt seems so awiul,” continued Miss Barton, *We only arrived
vesterday, and were so delighting in the sunshine and our lirtle
holiday. And now this — this terrible tragedy ocours.”

‘I asked her then for particulars about the dead woman,
explaming that T would do everything | could for her, but that the
spamsh authorities would require full information. This she gave
e readily enough.

Mhe dead woman, Miss Amy Durrant, was her companon and
had came to her about five months previously. They bad gar on
very well together, but Miss Durrant had spoken very lirtle about
her people, She had been left an orphan atan carly age and had
bieen brought up by an uncle and had earned her own living since
she was rwenry-one.

‘And so thar was that,” went on the doctor. He paused and said
sgain, bur this rime with a certain finality in his voice, *And so
that was that.’

‘1 don't underseand,' said Jane Helier. ‘Is that all? 1 mean, it's
‘ery tragic, | suppose, but it isn't = well, it isn’t what | call aree;'_:_}j._'__

‘L think there's more to follow,' said SiTH_em'y: T
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“Yes,' said Dir Llovd, ‘there’s more to follow. You see, nght at
the time there was one queer thing. Of course 1 asked gquestions
of the fshermen. e, as to what thev'd seem. Theoy were
eve-witnesses, And one woman had rather a funny story. | didn’t
_F.T.av." “anv attention to it at the nme, but it came back to me
afrerwards. She insisted, you see, that Miss Durrant wasno'tin
difficules when she called out. The other swam our to her and
according to this woman, delibecstely held Miss Durrant's head
under water. | didn't, as | sav, pay much attention. Tt was such a
fantastic story, and these things look so differently trom the share,
Miss Barton might have rred to make her friend [lose
consciousness, realizing that the larter's panwcstseken clutching
would drown them both. You see, according to the Spamish
woman's story, it lonked as though - well, as though Miss Barton
was deliberately trying 1o drown her companion

‘As 1 say, | pard very little amennon to thas story ar the nme. Tt
came back to me later. Our grear difficulty was to Aind our anything
about this woman, Amy Durrant. She didn't seem to have any
relations, Miss Barton and | went through her things together. We
found one address and wrote there, bur it proved o be simply a
roiom she had raken in which to keep her things: The landlady knew
nothing, had only seen her when she ook the room. Miss Durrant
had remarked at the ime that she always liked to have one place she
could call her own to which she could return arany moment. There
were one or rwo nice pieces of old furniture and some bound
numbers of Academy pictures, and a rrunk full of pieces of material
boughe at sales, bur no personal belongings. She had mentioned 1o
the landlady thar her farher and mother had died in India when-she
wis a child and thar she had been brought up by an uncle who was a
clergyman, bur she did not say of he was her father's or her mother’s
brother, so the name was no guide.

Tt wasn't exactly mysterious, it was just unsansfactory. There

The Companion ig

ust be many lonely women, proud and reticent, in just that
muss i

Theee were @ couple of photographs amongst her
belongings 0 [ a5 Palimas — rather old and faded and they had

cut to ft the frames they were in, so that there was no

posinon.

een
Ehl:tm:mpht‘r'ﬁ name upon them, and there was an old
daguerreorype which mught  have been hor mother or more
p‘.—.'-'\hlshh her grandmorher.

Miss Barton had had m'uhrrfe with her. One she had
fareatten, the other name she recollected after an effort. It proved
o be thar of a lady who was now abroad, having gone to
Auseralin. She was written to, Her answer, of course, was a long
nme in coming, and | may say that when it did arrive there was
no partwalar help to be gained from it, She said Miss Durrant
had heen with her as companion and had been most efficient and
that she was a4 very charming woman; but that she knew nothing
ot her private atfaies or relations,

5o rthere it was = as | osay, nothing unusual, really, It was
just the two things together that aroused my uneasiness, Ths
Smy Durrane of whom no one kaew anythimg, and the Spamsh
woman's queer story. Yes, and 'l add a third ching: When |
was first bending over the hady and Miss Barton was walking
away towards the hurs, she looked back. Looked back with an
expression on her face thar [ can only descnbe as one of
putgnant angiety — a kind 1.}f"'.=._nguis:h'r_-d uncertaingy rhat
impninted iself on my brain. ]

‘It didn't strike me as anything unusual ar the tme. 1 pur it
down to her terrible distress over her friend. But, you see, later |
realized thar they weren't on those rerms, There was no devoted
attachment berween them, no rerrible grief. Miss Barton was fond
ut Amy Durrant and shocked by her dearh — thar was all.

‘But, then, why thar terrible poignant anxiery? That was the
queston that kepe coming back to me. T had notr been mistaken
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in that look. And almost agamnst my will, an answer began to
shape itself in my mind. Supposing the Spanish woman’s story

WEere trug; supposing that Mary Barton wilfullv and in cold blaad-

tricd to drown Amy Durrant. She succeeds in holding her under
water whilst pretending to be saving her. She is rescued by 4 boar,
They are on a lonely beach far from anvwhere, And then |
appear — the last thing she expects. A doctor! And an English
doctorl She knows well enough that people who have been under
water far longer than Amy Durrant have heen revived by artificial
respiration. Bur she has to play her part - to go off leaving me
alone with her victim. And as she turns for ane last look. a
terrible poignant anxiety shows on her face, Will Amy Durrant
come back to life and rell swhat she knows?"

‘Oh!" said Jane Helier. *I'm thrilled now.'

‘Viewed in that aspect the whole business seemed maore sinister,
and the personality of Amy Durrant became mare MySIErIous.
Who was Amy Durrant? Why should she, an msgnificant pad
companion, be murdered by her emplover? Whar story lay behind
that fatal bathing expedition? She had entered Mary Barton's
employment only a few months before. Mary Barton had broughr
her abroad, and the very day after they landed the tragedy had
occurred. And they were both nice, commonplace, refined
Englishwomen! The whole thing was fantastic and 1 told myself
so. | had been letting my imagination run away with me '

“You didn’t do anything then?' asked Miss Helier,

‘My dear young lady, what could 1 do? There was no
evidence. The majority of the eyc-wimnesses told the same story
as Miss Barton. 1 had built up my own suspicions out of a
fleeting expression which | might possibly have imagined. The
only thing I could and did do was to see thar the widest
nquines were made for the relatons of Amy Durrant. The next
ume | was in England | even went and saw the landlady of

The Companion 1

her room, with the results | have rold you'

‘Bur you felt there was sumething wrong,” said Muss Marple.

Dr Llovd nodded.

‘Half the rime | was ashamed of myself for thinking so, Who was
[ to g0 suspecting this nice, pleasant-mannered English lady uig'fnul
and.coj_d.-_lglgﬂd.ndmmll.did my best to be as co rdial as possible o
ht_rTjJr_..ng the short time she stayed on the island. T helped her with
the Spanish authorities. | did everything 1 could do as an
Englishman to help a compatriot ina forcign country; and yvet 1am
convinced that she knew | suspected and disliked her,’

‘How long did she stay out there?" asked Miss Marple.

T think it was about a fortight. Miss Durrant was buried there,
ind i must have been about ten days later when she took a boat
back to England. The shock had uwpset her so much that she felt she
couldn’tspead the winter there as she had planned. That's what she
siid.”

'[hd it seem to have upser her?” asked Miss Marple.

The dector hesitated.

Well, L don't know that it affected her appearance ac all,” he said
cautigsly.

“She dido', for instance, grow fatter?” asked Miss Marple.

‘Do you know — it's a curious thing your saying thar. Now [ come
to thunk back, | believe you're right. She - yes, she did seem, if
anythug, to he putting on weight,'

‘How horrible,’ said Jane Helier with a shudder. ‘It's like — it's
like fatterung on your victim's blood.®

And yer, in another way, | may be do injuseics,” Went
ait Dr Lloyd. *She certainly said something before she lefe, which
pownted in an entirely different direction. There may be, Lthink chere
He. cunsciences which work very slowly = which take some time to
awaken to the enormity of the deed cammitted.

It was the evening befare her departure from the Canaries. She

0ttt A
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had asked me to go and see her, and had thanked me very warmly
for all I had done to help her. T, of course. made light of the marter,
said | had onlv done what was naural under the circumstances, and:
so on. There wasa pause after that. and rhen she suddenly asked me
3 question,

" Do you think, " she asked. “that one is ever justified in taking]
the law into one's own hands?"

‘l ceplied thar thar was rather a difficule gueston, bur thar on the
whole, | thought not. The law was the law, and we had to abide
it

" *Even when it 1s powerless?#"

“*] don't quite understand.”’

' *it’s difficult to explain: but one might do something thar is
considered definitely wrong — thart is considered a cnime, even, for a
good and sufficient reason.”

1 replied drily that possibly several criminals had thought that in
their ime, and she shrank back.

**Rut thar's hornible,” she murmured. “Horrible.”

*‘And then with a change of tone she asked me to give her
something to make her sleep. She had nor been able to sleep
properly since — she hesitated - since that terrible shock.

“You're sureit s that? There is nothing worrying you? Nothing
on your mind

**On my mind? What should be on my mind "

‘She spoke hercely and suspiciously,

““Worry 15 a cause of sleeplessness somenmes,” 1 said lightly,

‘She seemed to brood for a moment.

**Do you mean worrying over the furare, or worrying over the |
past, which can’t be altered?” I

" “Either."

*“Oaly it wouldn't be any good worrving over the past. You
couldn’t bring back — Oh! whar's the usel One musen't think. One
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mist ot think.”

1 preseribed her a mild sleeping draught and made my adieu. As
;wflm awav Twondered not a little over the words she had spoken.
% o couldnt bring back =" What? Or who?

| think that last interview prepared me in a way for what was to
came. | didn’t expect it, of course, but when it happened, | wasn't
surprised . Because, you sec. Mary Barton struck me all along as a
conscientious woman — not a weak sinner, but a woman with
canvictions. who would act up to them, and who would not relent
as long as she sull believed in them. | fancied that i the last
corversation we had she was beginning 1o, doabt her own
convictions. | know her words suggested to me that she was feeling | s
the frst faine hegannings of that terrible soul-searcher — remorse.

The thing happened in Comwall, in a small watering-place,
rather deserted at thar season of the year. It must have been -
ler me dee — lare March, 1 read about it m the papers: A lady
had been staving at a small hotel there = o Miss Barton. She
had been very odd and peculiar in her manner. That had been
notced by all, At nighe she would walk up and down her
roont, murterng to herself, and rot allowing the people on
cither side of her to sleep. She hod called on the wicar ene day
and had old hum thar she had a communicanion of the gravest
importance (o make to him. She had, she said, commirted a
crime, Then, nstead of proceeding, she had stood up abruptly
and smid she would call anather day., The-vicar put her down
45 boing shightly mental, and did not takg®her self-accusation
SEFEO LSty " L _

"The very next morning she was found to be missing from her
roam. A pote was lefr addressed to the coroner. It ran as follows:

1 tried to speak o the vicar yesterday, to confess all, bur was
nor allowed. She would not ler me 1 can make amends only
ote way — a life for a life; and my life must go the same way as
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hers did. 1, too, must deown in the deep sea. 1 believed T was §
justificd. | see now that that was not so. If 1 desire Amv's

forgiveness 1 must go to her. Let no onc be blamed for my
death — Mary Barton.

*Her clothes were found lving on the beach in a secluded cove
nearby, and it seemed clear that she had undressed there and
swum resolutely out to sea where the current was known to be
dangerous, sweeping one down the coast,

"The body was not recovered, but after a time leave was given

to presume death. She was a rich woman, her estate being FH"‘-‘cd
at a hundred thousand pounds. Since she died intestate it all went
to herinext of kin - a family of cousins in Australia. The papers
made discreet references to the tragedy in the Canary Islands,
putting forward the theory that the death of Miss Durrant had
unhinged her friend’s brain. At the inquest the usual verdict of

Suicide whilst termporarily msane was returned.

‘And so the curtain falls on the rragedy of Amy Durrant and

Mary Barton.'

There was a long pause and then Jane Helier gave a great gasp.

‘Oh, but you mustn't stop there — just ar the most Interesting

part. Go on.’

‘Bur vou see, Miss Helier, this isn’t a serial story, This is real
life; and real life stops just where it chooses.'

‘But | don't want 1t ro," sard Jane. °l want 1o know.'

“This 15 where we use our brains, Miss Helier, explained Sir
Henry, “Why did Mary Barton kill her companion? Thar's the
problem Dr Lioyd has ser us.'

‘Oh, well," said Miss Helier, ‘she mught have killed her for lots
of reasons. | mean — oh, 1 don’t know. She might have got on her
nerves, or else she gor jealous, slthough Dr Lloyd doesn’t mention
any men, but stll on the boar our — well, you know whar everyone

o
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savs about boats and sca voyages.' .

-:-..,{,5.-_ Helier paused, slightly out of breath, and it was borne in
pon her audience thar the ourside of Jane's charming head was
distinctly superior to the inside.

f would like ro have a lot of guesses,' said Mrs Bantry. "But 1
suppase | must confine myself to one. Well, 1 think thar Miss
Barton's father made all his money out of ruining Amy Durrant’s
father. so Amy determined to ]‘_ﬂ'?!'ﬂ__l_'lfu}'_—i-'m ge. Oh, no, that's the
whong way round. How tiresome! Why does the rich employer
kall rl;;r humble companion? I've got it. Miss Barton had a young
brother who shot himself for love of Amy Durrant, Miss Barton
wairs her time, Amy comes down in the world, Miss B, engages
her 45 compamon and takes her to the Canarnes and accomplishes
her revenpe. How's thar?’

Excellent,’ smid Sir Heney, 'Only we don’t know that Miss
Barton ever had a young brother.”

We deduce thar,” said Mrs Bantey, ‘Unless she had a young
brother there's no motive, Soshe must have had a young brother.
[ho you see, Watson® '

“That's all very fine, Dally,' sad her husband. ‘But it's only a
wuess.”

OF course it is,' said Mrs Bantry, "That's all we can do = guess.
We haven't got any clues. Go on, dear, have a guess yourself.”

‘Upan my waord, | don't know what to say. Bur | think
there's something in Miss Helier's suggestion that they fell ou
about 3 man. Look here, Dolly, it was probably some high
church parson. They both embroidered him a cope or
something, and he wore the Durrant woman's first. Depend
upon 1ty it was something like that, Look how she went off o
2 parson at the end. These women all lose their heads over a
goud-looking clergyman. You hear of it over and over again.’

1 think | must try to make my explanation a little more subtle,’

ﬂ1||‘T|'|F||'|T|]""'||"!'N||'IM||II'|I|'|m| Lt Lkl IT_I
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said Sir Henry, ‘though 1 admit it's only 2 guess. 1 suggest that
Miss Barton was atways mentally unhinged. There are more cases
like that than you would imagine. Her mania grew stronger and
she began to believe it her duty to rid the world of certain
persons — possibly what 1s termed unforrunate females. Nothing
much is known about Miss Durrant’s past. So very possibly she
had a past — an “unfortunate” one. Miss Barton learns of this and
decides on extermination. Later, the righteousness of her act
hegins to trouble her and she is overcome by remorse. Her end
shows her to be completely unhinged. Now, do say you agree with

me, Miss Marple.'
Y'm afraid | don't, Sir Henry, said Miss Marple, smiling
apologetically. *1 think her end shows her to have been a very

clever and resourcehul woman,’

Jane Helier interrupted with a little scream.

‘Oh! I've been so stupid, May | guess again? Of course it must
that. Blackmail! The
blackmailing her. Only I don’t sec why Miss Marple says it was

have been companion  woman  was
clever of her to kill herself. 1 can't see that ac all.

‘AR!* said Sir Henry. *You see, Miss Marple knew a case just
like it in 5t Marv Mead.'

“You always laugh ar me, Sir Henry,' said Miss Marple
reproachfully. ‘1 must confess it does remind me, just a little, of
old Mrs Trout. She drew the old age pension, you know, for three
old women who were dead, in different panishes.”

‘It sounds @ most comphicated and resourceful cnme," said Sir
Henry. ‘But it doesn’t seem to me to throw any LighrTipbn our
present problem.’ e

‘Of course not,” said Miss Marple. ‘It wouldn't - to you. But
some of the families were very poor, and the old age pension was
a great boon to the children. 1 know it’s difficulr for anyone
outside to understand. But what I really meant was that the whole

fead
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hing hinged upon one ald woman heing so like any other old
thing DIFE

wun‘ul'h' )
‘gh3 said Sir Heory, mystified.

lain things so hadly. Whar 1 mean is that when i
[ lovd described the two ladies first, he didn’t know which Tw.ras
which, and [ don’t suppose anyone else in the hotel did. They
winuld have, of courss, after a day or so, but the very next day
nne af the Two was drowned, and if the one who was left said she
| don't suppose it would ever occur to anyone

=[ 3_|1|1.:;|_f-'i EXP

was Miss Barton,
that she mighm't be.’

v think — Oh! Tsee,” said Sir Henry slowly.

‘It’s the only. natural way of thinking of it. Dear Mrs Bantry
ow. Why should the rich employer kill the

began that way Just !
¢ g0 much more likely to ke the nther way

humble companion? It7
o, T mean - that's the way things happen.’
“fs 17" said Sic Henry, "You shock me.’

* went on Miss Marple, ‘she would have to wear
and they would probably be a little tight
i her, so that her general appearance would look as though she
s little farer, That's why | asked that guestion. A
gentleman would be sure 10 think it was the lady who had got
farter, and not the clothes that had got smaller - though that isn't

But of course,
Miss Barton's clathes,

had got

quire the right way of putting i,
‘Bur if Amy Durrant killed Miss Barton, what did she gamn by

it3" asked Mes Bantry. ‘She couldn't keep up the deceprion for
Bver,”

She only kept it up for another month or so," pointed out Miss
Marple. *And during that time [ expect she rravelled, keeping away
from anyone who might know her. That's what | meant by saymng
that ane lady of a certain age looks so like another. 1 don't suppose
the different photograph on her passport was ever noticed = you
know whar passports are, And then in March, she went down o
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this Cornish place and began to act queerly and draw attention
to herself so that when people found her clothes on the beach
and read her last letter they shouldn't think of the commonsense
conclusion.’

‘Which was?" asked Sir Henry.

‘No body,” said Miss Marple firmly. ‘That's the thing thar would
stare you in the face, if there weren't such a lot of red herrings to
draw you off the trail - including the suggestion of foul play and
remorse. No body. That was the real significant fact.*

‘Do you mean - said Mrs Bantry - ‘do you mean that there
wasn't any remorse? That there wasn't — that she didn’t drown
herself?’

‘Wot she!' said Miss Marple. ‘It's just Mrs Trout over again.
Mrs Trout was very good at red herrings, but she met her march
i me. And | can sec through vour remorse-driven Miss Barton,
Drown herself? Wenr off to Austealia, if I'm any good at guessing.*

"You are, Miss Marple,” said Dr Lloyd. ‘Undoubtedly you are,
MNow it again took me quite by surprise. Why, you could have
knocked me down with a feather thar day in Melbourne."

‘Was that whar you spoke of as a final coincidence?"

Dr Lloyd nodded.

Yes, it was rather rough luck on Miss Barton — or Miss Amy
Durrant -~ whatever you like to call her. 1 became 2 ship’s dactor
tor a while, and landing in Melbourne, the first person | saw as
I walked down the street was the lady | thought had been drowned
in Cornwall. She saw the game was up as far as | was concerned,
and she did the bold thing - took me-inte-her_confidence. A
curious woman, completely lacking, | suppose, in some moral
sense. She was the eldesr of a family of nine, all wretchedly poor.
They had applied once for help to their rich cousin in England
and been repulsed, Miss Barron having quarralled with their father,
Money was wanred desperately, for the three youngesr children
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were delicare and wanted expensive medical treatment. Amy
parton then and there seems to have decided on her plan of
cold-blpoded murder. She set out for England, working her passage
over a5 a children’s nurse. She obtained the situation of companion
o Miss Barton, calling herself Amy Durrant. She engaged a room
and put some furniture into it so as to create more of a personality
for hersell, The drowning plan was a sudden inspiration. She had
heert warting for some opportunity to present itself, Then she
staged the final scene of the drama and returned o Australia, and
i ‘..rn_:e- tiene she and her brothers and sisters inherited Miss Barton's
wney as next of kin,'

A very bold and perfect crime,” said Sir Henry. ‘Almost the
perfect crime. If it had been Miss Barton who had died in
the Canaries, suspicion might attach to Amy Durrant and her
copnection with the Barton family might have been discovered:
hut the change of identity and the double crime, as you may
call at, effeceually dhid away with that. Yes, almost the perfect
crumg,’

What happened to her? asked Mrg Bantry, "What did you do
ut the matter, Dr Lloyd?*

1 was in a very curlous position, Mrs Bantry. OF evidence
wothe law understands i, 1 seill have very litle. Also, there
were certain signs, plain o mie as a medical man, thar though
‘wrong and vigorous in appearance, the lady was not long for
tus world. 1 went home with her and saw the rest of the
family —a charming family, devoted to their eldest sister and
without an dea in their heads that she might prove to have
ctmmutted 4 crime. Why bring sorrow on them when [ could
prove nothing, The lady’s admission o me ‘Lﬁ‘m 3
anyone else. T let N;rm‘e_fﬂﬁi“c;:rﬁlrse. Miss Rnw Barton died
1% months-after my meeting with her. I have often wondered
! she was cheerful and unrepentant up to the last.’

TR
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*Surely not,” said Mrs Bantry

‘I expect so,” said Miss Marple. ‘Mrs Troot was.’

Jane Helier gave herself a little shake.

“Well," she said. *It's wvery, very thnlling. T don't quite
understand now who drowned which. And how does this Mrs
Trout come into: it?”

*She doesn’t, my dear,” said Miss Marple. “She was only 2
person - not a very nice person — in the village.'

'‘Oh!* said Jane. ‘In the village, But nothing ever happens i a
village, does it?’ She sighed. *I'm sure 1 shouldn’t have any brins
ar all if I lived in a village.'
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MNOTES

Scotland Yard (pll)

the headquarters of cthe London police force and the Crimmal
Investiganion Tlepartment

Baedecker (pl4)
2 famous series of travel guides, first published by the German Karl
Baedeker in 1817

Bond Streat (pld)

a-street in London. famous for expensive and fashionable shops

principal boy in the pantomime {pl5)

pantomimes usually have o hero played by a girl in tighes and a short
costume which shows off the legs

Watson (pl3)
D¢ Watson is the friend of Sherlnck Holmes in the Conan Doyle detective
sfOres; Mirs B;;n:rﬁ 1 Erying to think like Sherlock ]'E'Hhﬂt'h and so
sddresses her hushand as though he were De Watson

THscussionN

| What wrong conclusions ace reached by the other guests aw they oy 1o
salve the mystery? Which of the guesses do vou find the most plausible
explanation? Does any guess come near rhe trueh?

7 Ar what point in the story does Miss Marple apparently guess the
snswer to the mystery? What question does she ask thar shows this?
(e particular face she sees as confirmation of her theory. Whar s n,
and why ls it significant?

i The caincidence of Dr Lloyd happening 1o bump inte Amy Durrant
lacer i Australia is cerminly very stranpe. Did you find this comnedence
rarther unrealistic? Even if it is, does it marter? Can a writer be aliowed
such devices for the sake of a good story?

LLancuace Focous

| Find these expressions in the text of the svory and then rephrase them
[t your own words. |

wemestersd ro the atlments of (pll)
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racked ket brams. (pi1) P
wallow in crime (p11)

a hothed of crime and vice (p12)

inclined to scragyiness (p14)

3 fremendons commotion (pl6) _ et i
rext of ki (p24) il ‘:J .r‘.-. 3 g}
vou conld have knocked me doum with s _-"mrl:i': IprZ-'-.i':

was not long for this world (p29)

3 : - AR
2 People’s characters can often be described or suggesicd by Just 3 few

simple phrases or remarks, Find thess quotations in the storv and sav
what they tell you about the characters concerned, .
Colonel Bantry: ke Laughed a lowd hearty military laugh (p11]

Miss Marple: ber eyes twinkled a litde (pl1) '

Jane Heller: she appired some lipstick and wated expeciantly (p1l)
Mrs Bantry: ‘It makes me forget how old and far | am” (p [-h

Sir Meney: 1 think 1 must try to make mry expianation a lictle more
sulitle' (p235)

ACTIVITIES

I lmagine that you are Dr Llovd and you have -;1:;-1'1.[::1 I'I.'l,it yors should
in fact tell vthe authorimes what really happened, while Amy Durrant

i still alive. Write a concise report for the police, giving all the faers.

2 Do you think Dr Lloyd was right not ta inform the police of Amy

Durrant’s crime, or should she have been punished by the courrs?
Imagine that Amy was in fact arrested for the mueder r.'l'r' Miss Mury
Barton. Depending on your point of view, write some notes for the
epeech cither for the defence, or the prosecution, at her rrial

| Tl
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Tuae CASE FOR THE
DEFENCE

THE AUTHOR

Grahame Greene was born in 1904, He worked tor vanous
newspapers, was an intellgence agent in the Second World
War, and frequently cravelled in remote and dangerous
places. He wrote novels, short stones, plays, and travel
books, Among his lighter novels, which Greene called
‘entertainments’, are Stambon! Train, A Gun for Sale, and
The Third Man, which was made into a famous flm. Greene
himself prefecred his other novels, which reflect his intense
interest in religious and moral issues [he was a Roman
Catholic convert), These powerful and sombre novels
wclude Brighton Bock, The Power and the Glory, The
Heart of the Matter, A Burni-our Case, and The Human
Factor, Greene died in 1991,

THE STORY

Some crime stories deal not with the murder mself, b wirh

~thetrml when the murderer 18 brought o justice - or not, as

the case may be., ltall depends on the steenpehoobthe evidence
and the reliability of the witnesses., According to English law,
people are innocent unnl_they are proved guiley. It s the
L!-:E-:'ﬁmﬁg_iﬁﬁﬁﬁ'ﬂﬁﬁﬂh'ﬁmw, tor shake the
witnesses’ confdende, tor persuade the jury that his client is
st giilty "bevand all reasonable doubt,

The accused in this story will be senrenced to death by
hanging 1f the jury find him guile. At the beginnmg it
seems an open-and-shut case; according o the journalise
relling wus the story, Surcly no detence-lawyer conld
challenge this evidence, shake these witnesses  carcainey . . .

A




Tue CASE FOR THE DEFENCE

t was the strangest murder trial [ ever attended. They named it
Irhe Peckham® murder in the headlines, though Nerthwood
Street, where the old woman was found battered o death, was
not strictly speaking in Peckham. This was not one of those cases of
circumstantial evidence in which you feel the jurymen’s® anxiety -
hecause mistakes hape heen made — like domes of silence muting
the court. No, this murderer was all but found with the body: no
one present when the Crown counsel® outlined his case believed
that the man in the dock stood any chance ar all.

He was a_heavy stout man with-bulging hlotdshot eves, All his
muscles seemed to be in his. chight, Yes, anwgly customer; one
vou wouldn't forget in a hurry = and that was an]?ﬂp::r-mn: ponit
hecause the Crown proposed to call four witnesses who hadn'c
forgotten him, who had seen him hurrying away from the litle
red villa in Northwood Sereer. The clock had just struck two in
the marning.

Mrs S ﬂnagg.'m 15 Northwood Sereer had been unable to sleep:
she Feard a door click shur and thought it was her own gate. S0
she went to the window and s.aw-.&;L_n-fa {that was his name) on

the steps of Mrs Parker’s house. He had just come out and he was
wearing gloves. He had a hammer in his hand and she saw him
drop it into the laurel bushes by the front gate. Bur hefore he
moved away, he had looked up —ar her window. The fatal instinct
that tells & man when he is watched exposed him in the light of
s streer-lamp 1o her gaze — his eyes suffused with horrifying and
brutal fear. like an animal’'s when you raise a whip. | ralked
afterwards to Mrs Salmon, who naturally after the astonishing
vérdicr went in fear herself. As I imagine did all the wirnesses —
Henry MacDougall, who had been driving home from Benfleer
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late and nearly ran Adams down at the corner of Northwood
Street, Adams was walking in the muddle of the road leoking dazed.
And old Mr Wheeler, who lived next door to Mrs Parker, at No.
12, and was wakened by a noise - like a chair falling — through
the thin-as-paper villa wall, and got up and loaked our of the
window, just as Mrs Salmon had done. saw Adams's back and.
as he turned, those bulging eyes. In Laurel Avenue he had been
seen by yet another witness — his Tuck was badly outs he might as
well have committed the crime in broad daylight.

‘l understand,’ counsel said, ‘that the defence proposes to plead
mistaken identity. Adams’s wife will rell you that he was with her
at two in the morming on February 14, but after you have heard
the witnesses for the Crown and examined carefully the fearures
of the prisoner, | do not think you will be prepared to admur the
possthility. of a mistake.'

It was all over, you would have said, but the hanging.

After the formal evidence had been given by the policeman who
had found the body and the surgeon who examined it, Mrs Salmon
was called. She was the ideal witness, with her slight Scotch accent
and her expression of honesty, care and kindness,

The counsel for the Crown brought the story gently out. She
spoke very firmly. There was no malice in her, and no sense of
importance ar standing there in the Cenrral Criminal Court wich
a judge in scarlerthanging on her words and the TEPOTTErs WIILing
them down. Yes, she s-:mi. and then she had gone downstairs and
rung up the police stanon.

'And do you see the man here 1o courr?’

She looked straight at the big man in the dock, who stared hard
at her with his pekingese® eyes without emotion,

Yes," she said, ‘there he is."

“You are quite cortain?”

She said simply, ‘I couldn’t be mistaken, sir’
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Tt was all as easy as that.

‘Thank you, Mrs Salmon.’

Counsel for the defence rose to cross-examine. If you had
reported as many murder trials as | have, vou would have known
beforehand what line he would take, And | was night, up to a
paint. -

“Now, Mrs Salmon, you must remember that a man’s life may
depend on your evidence.’

‘1 do remember it, sic.’

‘Is vour eyesight good?’

'I have never had to wear spectacles, sir.’

“You are a waman of ffty-hve?

‘Fifty-six, sir) _ ? )

‘And the man you saw was on the other side of the road:

“Yes, sir.’

‘And it was two o'clock in the morning. You must have

remarkable eyes, Mrs Salmon?’
‘N, sir. There was moonlight, and when the man looked up,

he had the lamplight on his face”
‘And vou have no doubt whatever that the man you saw i the

prisoner?’
\ 1 couldn’t make out what he was at. He couldn’t have expected
any Other answer than the one he gor.

‘Mone whatever, sir, Tt isn't o face one forgets.’

Counsel took a look round the court for a moment. Then k."!
said, ‘Do you mind, Mrs Salmon, examining again the pn:u;:le in
court? No, not the prisoner. Stand up, please, Mr Adams, and
there at the back of the court with twﬁ_rﬂw
legs and a pair of bulging eyes, was the exact image of rh? man
in the dock. He was even dressed the same — right blue suit and

striped de. .
‘Now think very carefully, Mrs Salmon, Can you still swear thar
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the man you saw drop the hammer in Mrs Parker's garden was
the prisoner —and not this man, who is his twin brocher?'

Of course she couldn't. She fooked from one to the other and
didn't say a word,

There the big brute sat in the dock with his legs crossed, and
there he stood too ar the back of the court and they both stared
at Mrs Salmon. She shook her head.

What we saw then was the end of the case. There wasn't a
witness prepared to swear that it was the prisoner he'd seen. And
the brother? He had his alibi, too; he was with his wilc.

And so the man was_acquitted for lack of evidence. But
whether — if he did the murder and not his brother — he was

Punished or not, | don't know. That extracrdinary dav had an
extraordinary end. | followed Mrs Salmon out of court and we
got wedged in the crowd whoe were waiting, of course, for the
twins, The police tned to drve the crowd away, but all they could
do was keep the road-way clear for wratfic. I learned later thar they
tried 1o get the twins to leave by a hack way, but they wouldn'.
One of them - no one knew which — said, ‘I've been acquitted,
haven't 17" and they walked hang out of the front entrance) Then
it happened. 1 don't know how, though I was anly six feer away.
The crowd moved and somehow one of the twins got pushed on
to the road right in front of a bus,

He gave a squeal hike a rabbit and that was all; he was dead,
his skull smashed just as Mrs Parker's had been. Divine vengeance?
I'wish I knew. There was the other Adams gerting on his feet from
beside the body and looking straighr over ar Mrs Salmon, He was
crying, bur whetheér he was the murdérer or the innocent man
nobody will ever be able 1o tell. Bur if yvou were Mrs Salmon,
could you sleep at night?

il |
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NOTES
Peckham (p35)

a district in Londen
jurymen |p33) N
a group of people {nowadays both men and women} in a court of justice,
whis must listen to the evidence and decide if the accused is innocent or

guilty

Crown counsel (pd5)
a barrister (lawyer) appointed by the government to conduct the case
for the prosecition

pekingese (p36)

a-type of small dog with large bulging eyes

DsCUsSION

| Do vou think Adams's acquittal was night, legally or maorally?

3 What would vou do if you were Mrs Salmon, after the mal and the
death of one of the Adams brochers?

1 Do you think that the man who died was deliberately pushed in front
of the bust And if so, who do you think pushed him? Was it a

bystander, the guilty brother, ar the innocent brother? What mighs

their motives be?

Lancuace Focus

1 Look through the story and find all the words assoctared with
lawgourts and justice {e.g. trial, case, crrcumstantial evidence, court,
dock, witness, verdict; and so on}. Can any of these words have other
meanings, or be used in conrexts not associared with the law?

[

Find these expressions in the story and then réphrase them in your
wwa words,
an ugly customer |p35) S CARA o |
big-tuek wweas badly our {p36) /
hanging on her wards (p36) . P
I couldn't make out what be was at {p37)
they walked bang aut of the front entrance ip3g
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ACTIVITIES

|

b

The case for the defence rests only on the fact that Both brothers can’t
bave commirted the crime; it is not disputed thar one of them did the
murder. Imaginie that the secident with the bus did nom happen and
that the two brothers walk away alive. The next dav the police arrest
both of them and charge both with the murder. .
Now write 2 new ending for the story. How do the police oy to
break the brothers' alibis, and get one 1o confess, of tne to sccuse the
ather? Do they interrogate them separately, pur them together in 2
prisun cell and eavesdrop un their conversations, look for fresh
evidence? Do the palice win, or the Adams brothers? 1

This story was written while capital punishment (execution by the
state) was still law n Britain, Capital punishment for murder was
ahalished in 1965, but the question is still discussed from time 1o time
by Parliament,

It s .:\ difficult questnion — difficult in every sense, For the moment,
try to forget your personal opinion, and write down three arguments
tor capital punishment, and three arguments agamse.

A GLowING FUTURE

THE AUuTHOR

Rurh Rendell was born in 1930, and worked for some tme
a5 a journalist. Her traditional detective novels. mclude
Erom Doon with Deatl, The Speaker of Mandarm, Wolf
to the Slaughter. These fearure Detective Chief Inspector
W'n:.\:furd’ ‘a steady, unshockable policeman, who solves
—crimes in an imaginary Sussex village; the television serics
af Tnspector Wexford mysteries (4 extremely popular, She
also writes chilling psychological thrillers, grim stories of
absesson and paranoia, such as A fudgement in Stone and
Talking o Strange Men. Among her collections of shorn
staries are The Fever Tree, The Fallen Curtain, and The
New Girlfriend, She has won several awards for her work,
and her books have been translated into many languages,

Tue Story
Same murders are planned beforchand, in cold blood, and
there ts usually livde sympathy for that kind of muederer,
But some murders are nat planmed; they happen on the spur
_of the mament, in the heat and rage and despair of same
teerible passion, Somenimes the vicum has provoked that
passion, and a plea of provocation is entered in the
murderer's defence,

(Mangice has a wonderful future in from of him - a
three-month tour of Europe, sceing the sights and the girls,
then back to Australia to a job, marriage, and a responsible
family life. There is just one thing he has to do before he
sers off from London — collect his helongings from the flar

he used o share with Beesy ...
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¢ O ix should be enough,’ he said. "We'll say six tea chests, then,

Sand one trunk. 1f you'll deliver them tomorrow, Il
get the stuff all packed and maybe your people could pick them
up Wednesday.” He made a note on a bit of paper. ‘Fine,” he said.
‘Round about lunchtime tomorrow,’

She hadn't moved. She was still sitting in the big oak-armed
chair at the far end of the room, He made himsclf look at her and
he managed a kind of grin, pretending all was well.

‘No trouble,” he said. “They're very efficient.”

1 couldn’t believe,’ she said, ‘that you'd really do it Mot until
| heard you on the phone, 1 wouldn't have thought it possible.
You'll really pack up all those things and have them sent off to
her.’

They were going to have tw go over it all again, Of course they
were. 1t wouldn't stap until he'd got the things out and himself
out, away from London and her for good, And he wasn't gong
to argue or make long defensive speeches. He lir a cigarette and
waited for her to begin, thinking that the pubs would be opening
ir1 an hour’s time and he could go out then and get a drink.

‘[ don't understand why you came here at all,’ she said.

He didn't answer. He was still holding the cigarette box, and
now ke closed its lid, feeling the coolness of the onyx on his
fingertips.

She had gone white. *Just to get your things? Maurce, did you
come back just for thar®

“They are my things,” he said evenly.

“You could have sent someone else. Even if you'd written to me
and asked me to do it -
‘1 mever write letters,” he said,
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_ She moved then. She made a lirtle fluttering with her hand in
tront of her mouth, ‘As if T didn"t know!" She gasped, and makin
a great effort she steadied her voice. ‘You were in Australia for 5
year, a whaole year, and vou never wrote to me once.’

T phoned.’

“Yes, twice. The first time to say you loved me and missed me
and were longing to come back to me and would I wait -f.nr you
and there wasn't anyone else was there? And the second nm-c a
week ago, to say you'd be here by Saturday and could T - cm;Id
I put you up, My God, I'd lived with you for two vears, we were
pracucally marricd, and then you phone and ask if | could
you upl’ o

‘Words,” he said. *How would you have put it?’

'Frfr one thing, I'd have mentioned Patricia. Oh, ves. I'd have
mentioned her. 1I'd have had the decency, the common humanirey
tor thar. D'vou know what | thought when vou said vou wm“::
coming? 1 ought to know by now how pccul:..lr he is, Ir!huught
::w firrac:::d. not writing or phoming or anything. Bur rha:‘f:

aurice, that's the man 1 love, and he'
we'll get married and I'm so imppy."h: PRI e

‘Ldid rell you about Patricia.’

‘Mot until after you'd made love 1o me first.'

He winced. It had been a mistake, thar, Of course he hadn't
meant to m:f.n:h her beyond the requisite greeting kiss. But she was
very attractive and he was used 1o her and she seemed 1o expect
it — and oh, what the hell. Women never could understand about
men and sex. And there was only one bed, wasn't there? A hell
of a scene there'd have been that first night if he'd suggested
slezping on the sofa in here.

“You made love to me,’ she said. *You Were S0 passionarte, it
was just like it used o be, and then the nexr moming you :;ld
me. You'd gor a resident’s permit to stay in Australia, v;:u‘d got
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1 job all fixed up, you'd met a girl you wanted to marry. Just like
that vou told me, over breakfast. Have you ever been smashed in
the face, Maurice? Have vou ever had your dreams trodden on?’

“Would, you rather I'd waited longer? As for being smashed in
the face = he rubbed his checkbone '~ that’s quite a punch you

She shuddered. She got up and began slowly and stiffly to pace
the room. 1 hardly touched you. | wish I'd killed you!" By a small
table she stopped. There was a china figurine on it, a_bronze
paperkpife;an onyx pen jar that matched the asheray. *All those
things,’ she said. 'l looked after them for you. 1 treasured them. And
now you're going to have them all shipped out to her. The things we
lived with. T used to look at them and think, Maurice bought that
when we went to = oh God, [ can’t believe it. Sent to her!”

He nodded, staring at her, *You can keep the big stuff,” he said.
“You're specially welcome to the sofa. I've tried sleeping on it for
two nights and | never want to see the bloody thing again.’

She picked up the china figurine and hurled it at him. It didn’t
hit him because he ducked and ler it smash against the wall, juse
mussing a framed drawing. ‘Mind the Lowry®," he sad laconically,
‘1 paid a lot of money for thar,’

She flung herself onto the sofa and burst into sobs. She thrashed
about, hammering the cushions with her fists. He wasn't going to
be moved by that — he wasn’t going to be moved at all. Once he'd
packed those things, he'd be off to spend the next three months
touring Europe. A free man, free for the sights and the fun and
the girls, for a last fling of wild oats®. After that, back to Parricia
and a home and a job and responsibility. It was a glowing future
which this hysterical woman wasn’t going to mess up.

‘Shur up, Betsy, for God's sake,” he said. He shook her roughly
by the shoulder, and then he went out because it was now cleven

and he could get a drink.

LLL
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Betsy made herself some coffee and washed her swollen eves

She walked about, looking at the ommaments and the books Itl';-e:
glasses and vases and lamps, which he would rake f-rmnr her
tomortow. Tt wasa't that she much munded [osing them, the things
themselves, but the barrenness wiich would be left, and th.
I_I_rp_t’_:_fflng that they would all be Patricia’s. L )
| In the night she had got up, found his waller, taken ourt the
photographs of Patricia, and torn them up. But she remembered
the face, prettv and hard and greedy, and she thought of those
bright eyes widening as Patricia unpacked the tea chests, the
F‘[EI:ILHDF)' hands scrabbling for more tressures in the trunk. Doing
it all perhaps before Maurice himself got there, arrangmg the
lamps and the glasses and the ornaments in their home for his
delight when at last he came,

He would marry her, of course. | suppose she thinks he's
faithful to her, Betsy thought, the way | once thoughe he was
taithtul to me. | know better now. Poor stupsd fool, she doesn't
know whar he did the first moment he was alone with hcr. or
what he would do in France and ltaly. That would be 3 |.u e
wedding present to give her, wouldn'r i, along with all t.h L'
bric-a-brac in the trunk > C

‘l."'.’:!_l. why not? Why not rock their marriage before it had even
begun? A letter. A letter 1o be concealed i, sav. thar
blue-and-white ginger jar. She sat down to write. Dear .J".i.;ncm -
what a stupid way 10 begin, the way you had to begin a lerrer
EVEN [0 Your enemy.

Dear Patricia: 1 don't know what Maurice has told vou abour
me, but we have been living here as lovers ever since H:: arrived
To be more explicit, | mean we have made love, have :.Jeprl
rogether. Maurice is incapable of being faithful to anyone. If you
don't believe me; ask vourself why, if he didn’t want nlle: hn; r.ii-gln':
stay i a hotel. Thar's all. Yours — and she signed her :m.m: and

A Glowing Future

fele a little better, well cnough and steady enough to take a bath
and get herself some funch.

Six tea chests and a trunk arrived on the following day. The
chests smelled of tea and had drifts of tea leaves lying in the
bottom of them. The trunk was made of silver-coloured metal and
had clasps of gold-coloured metal. It was rather a beauriful object,
five feet long, three feet high, two feet wide, and the lid firted so0
securely it seemed a hermetc scaling,

Maurice bepan to pack at two o'clock, He used tissue paper
and newspapers. He filled thie tea chests with kitchen equipment
and cups and plates and cutlery, with books, with those clothes
of his he had left behind him a year before. Studiously, and with
a certain gnm pleasure, he avorded everything Betsy might have
insisted was hers — the poor cheap things, the stainless steel spoons
and forks, the Woolworth pottery, the awful coloured sheets, red

and orange and olive, that he had always loathed. He and Patricia
would sleep i white linen, . i

Bersy didn't help him. She watched, ¢hainssmoking. He nailed
the lids on the chests and on gach lid he wrote in white paint s
address in Australia. But he didn't paint in the lerters of his own
name. He painted Parncia’s: This wasn't done to needle Betsy but
he was glad to see it was needling her,

He hadn't come back to the flar till one that morning, and of
course he didn't have a key. Betsy had refused to let him in, had
feft him down there in the streer, and he had to sit in the car he'd
hired rill seven. She looked as if she hadn't slept enther. Mass
Patricia Gordon, he wrote, painting fase and skalfully.

‘Don’t forget your ginger jar,” said Betsy. 'l don't want i’

“That's for the trunk.’ Miss Patricia Gordon, 23 Burwood Park
Avenue, Kew, Vicroria, Australia 3101. “All the prerty things are
going in the rrunk, | intend it as a special presenr for Patricia.’

The Lowry came down and was carefully padded and wrapped.
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He wrapped the onyx ashtray and the pen jar, the alabaster bowl,
the bronze paperknife, the tiny Chinese cups, the tall hock glasses.
The china figurine, alas . .. he opened the lid of the trunk.

T hope the customs open it!" Betsy shouted at him. hope they
conhscate things and break things! I'll pray every night for 1t to
go to the bortom of the sea before it gets there!”

"The sea,” he said, “is a sk | must take. As for the customs "
He smiled. *Patricia works for them, she’s a customs officer -
didn't I tell you? I very much doubs if they'll even glance inside.’
He wrote a label and pasted it on the side of the trunk. Miss
Patrnicia Gordon, 23 Burwood Park Avenue, Kew ... 'And now
Fll have to go our and get a padlock. Keys, please. If you mry to
keep me out this time, I'll call the police. I'm still the legal tenant
of this flat remember.’

She gave hum the keys. When he had gone she put her letter in
the ginger jar. She hoped he would close the trunk at once, but he
dide’t, He left it open, the lid thrown back, the new padlock
dangling from the gold-coloured clasp.

‘Is there anyrhing vo ear?’ he sad.

‘Go and find your own bloody food! Go and find some other
woman to feed you!'

He liked her to be angry and fierce; it was her love he feared.
He came back ar midmight to find the flat in darkness, and he lay
down on the sofa with the tea chests standing ahour him like
defences, like barricades, the white paint showing faintly in the
dark. Miss Patricia Gordon . . .

Presently Betsy came . She didn’t put on the light. She wound
her way berween the chests, carrying a candle in a saucer which
she set down on the trunk. In the candlelight, wearing 2 long
white mghrgown, she looked like a ghost, like some wandering
madwoman, a Mrs Rochester®, a Woman in White®,

*Maurice.’

A Glowing Future

‘Go away, Betsy, I'm tired.

‘Maurice, please. I'm sorry [ said all those things. I'm sorry |
locked you out.'

‘OK, I'm sorry ton. It's a mess, and maybe I shouldn’t have
done it the way I did. But the best way is for me just to go and
my things to go and makefgﬂﬁmight? And now will you
please be a good girl and go away and let me get some sleep?’

What happened next he hadn't bargained for, It hadn't crossed
fus mind. Men don't understand about wornen and sex. She threw
herself on him, clumsily, hungrily. She pulled his shirt open and
began kissing his neck and his chest, holding his head, crushing
her mouth to his mouth, lving on tap of him and gripping his legs
with her knees,

He jsave her a savage push, He kicked her away, and she fell
and struck her head on the side of the trunk. The candle fell off,
flared and died in a pool of wax. In the darkness he cursed
floridly. He put on the light and she gor up, holding her head
whete there was a lintle blood.

‘Oh, get out, for God’s sake,' he said, and he manhandled her
out, slamming the door after her.

In the morning, when she came into the room, a blue bruise on
her forehead, he was asleep, fully clothed, spread-eagled on his
back. She shuddered at the sight of him. She began to get
breakfast but she couldn't eat anything. The coffee made her gag
and a great nauseous shiver went through her. When she went
hack to him he was sitting up on the sofa, looking at his plane

ticket o Paris.

“The men are coming for the stuff at ten,’ he said as if nothing
had happened, ‘and they'd better not be late. | have to be at the
airport at noen,'

She shrugged. She had been to the depths and she thought he
couldn't hort her any more,
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“You'd better close the runk.” she said g bsent-mindediv,

"All in good time." His eyes gleamed. “T've got a letter to put in
yet.”

Her head bowed, the place where it was bruised sofe and
swollen, she looked loweringly at him. “You never write letters.”

‘lust a note. One can’t send a present without 3 nofe to
accompany it, can one >’

He pulled the ginger jar ourt of the trunk, screwed up her letter
without even glancing at it, and threw it on the floor Rapidly ver
ostentatiously and making sure thar Betsy could sce, he scrawled
across a sheet of paper: All this s for you, darling Patricia, for
eper and ever.

‘How [ hate vou," she said

“You could have fooled me." He took a large angle lamp out of
the trunk and ser it on the floor. He slipped the note into the
Binger jar, rewrapped it, tucked the jar in between the towels and
cushions which padded the fragile objects, ‘Hatied on't the ward
I'd use to describe the way vou camefter me Tast nighs'

She made no answer. Perhaps he should have put a heavy object
like thar lamp i1n ane of the chests, perhaps he should open up
one of the chests now. He turned round for the lamp. It wasn't
there, She was holding it in borh hands.

"1 want that, please.!

"Have you ever been smashed in the face, Maurice?' she said
breathlessly, and she raised the lamp and struck him with it full
on the forchead. He staggered and she struck him agan, and again
and again, raining blows on his face and his head. He screamed.
He sagged, covering his face with bloody hands. Then with all her
serength she gave him a grear swinging blow and he fell to his
knees, rolled over and ar last was srilled and silenced,

There was quite a lor of blood, though it quickly stopped
flowing, She stood there looking at him and she was sobbing. Had
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she been sobbing all the time? She was covered with blood. She
tore off her clothes and dropped them m a heap around her. For
a moment she knelt beside him, naked and weeping, rocking
backwards and forwards, speaking his name, bitng her fingers
that were sticky with his bload.

Bur self-preservarion is the primal instinct, more powerful than
love or sorrow, hatred or regret, The time was nine o'clock, and in
an hour those men would come. Betsy ferched water 1n a bucket,
detergent, cloths and a sponge. The hard work, the grear
cleansing, stopped her tears, quicted her heart and dulled her
thoughts. She thought of nothing, working frenziedly, her mind a
hlank,

When bucket after bucket of reddish water had been poured
down the sink and the carpet was soaked bat clean, the lamp
washed and dried and polished, she thréw her clothes into the
basket in the batheoom and had a bath. She dressed carefully and
brushed her hair. Eight mimutes to ten, Everything was clean and
shie had opened the window, but thie dead thing still lay there on
a pile of reddened newspapers,

I loved him," she saud aloud, and she clenched her hsts. ' hared
him.'

The men were punctual. They came at ten sharp. They carried
the six rea chesss and the silver-coloured trunk with the
gold-coloured clasps downstairs.

When they had gone and their van had driven away, Bersy sar
down on the sofa. She looked at the angle lamp, the onyx pen jar
and ashrray, the ginger jar, the alabaster bowls, the hock glasses,
the bronze paperknife, the little Chinese cups, and the Lowry that
was back on the wall. She was quite calm now and she didn’t
really need the brandy she had poured for heeself,

Of the past she thought not at all and the present seemed to
exist only as a palpable nothingness, a thick silence that lay

I
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around her. She thought of the future, of three months hence, and
into the silence she let forth a steady, rather toncless peal of
taughter. Miss PatrictaGordom, 23 Barwood Park Avenoe, Kew,
Victoria, Ausrralia 3101, The pretry, greedy, hard face, the hands
so eager to undo that padlock and prise open those golden clasps
to find the treasure within . . .

And how interesting that teeasure would be in three months®
time, like nothing Miss Patricia Gardon had seen in all her life! It
was as well, so that she would recognize it, thar it carried on top
of it a note in a familiar hand: Al this is for you, darling Patricia,
for ever and ever.

A Glowing Future i3

MNoTEs

Lowry (p43)

L.5 Lowry (1387-1978), a British artist, whose paintings of indusmal
landscapes now fetch high prices

a last fling of wild oats (p45)
a final period of irresponsible pleasure-secking [especially m casual love
affairs}

Mrs Rochester (p48)
the mad wife of Mr Rochester, the hero of Charloree Broneé’s famous
novel, fane Eyre

Woman in White |p48)
a character, supposedly a lunatic, in the novel of thar name by Wilkie
Collins

Discussion

I Why do you think Maurice s more attraceee o Pateicn than to Betsy?
Do you think his enly feason for returming 1o London was to collect
his possessions?

Tt

Betsy's emonons and reactions ro Maurice's behaviour become more
and more uncontrollable as the story progresses, Make a list of the
sequence of actions and remarks by Maurice that Anally drive her over
the edge.

3 What do you think Bersy will do after the end of the story? 1o three
months' time a murder investgation will begin and all the evidence
will poine to her. Will the ‘primal instinct of self-preservation’ make
her try to hide or run away, or will she just sit and wait, obsessed by
the picture of her revenge on Patricia?

4 Do you feel sympathy for eicher of the rwo main characters in this

stary? If so; which ane, and why?

Lancuace Focus

1 Find these expressions in the text of the story and then rephrase them
in your own words,

gway (from London and her) for good |p43)
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could T pait vou up pd4

that’s gquite a prunch you pack ip43)
rock their marriage (p46)
chain-smoking (p47)

make a clean split (p49)

It Fadn't crossed Fis mind ip49)
Ske bad been to the depths (p49)
ramng blows on fis face (pi0)

2 The strong emotions in this story are often not described directly, bur
are suggested by the descriptions of physical activity. Find some of the
words that describe sudden or vidlent actions, and w3y what emotions
you think are suggested. For example:

HJIT'IL‘ YOl T _‘ag‘q-rr _1!:[.:':,’:.-*_;]' e the face?
She flung kersell omto the sofs

criushing ber mouth 1o bhis month
damminyg the door

ACTIVITIES

1 The viewpaint in the story swings from Mauorice to Betsy and back
again, showng the grear lack of understanding or sy mpathy between
them, Write a short description of each characrer, as seen from the
ather’s point of view,

4 lmagine you are Betsy's older brother or sister, Betwy phones vou on
Maurice’s last evening, when he has packed all his things 2nd gane
aut to get a meal. She ells you everythung Maunce has said and dane,
and after the phone call vou write her 3 lerter of advice, suggesning
the best way for her 1o deal with the siruation, .

3 When Maurice pushes Betsy away in the middle of the night, imagine
that she hits her head hard and is killed oumrighr. Maurice is snill
deternuned not to let her spoul his funure. Rewrite the end of the stacy.

n
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RicocHET

THE AUTHOR

Angela Noel wasboren in 1931, and now hives in Lancashire,
where she runs@ livery iit:LTrfi-.'rr. Muost of her writing consists
of shart stories for Wamen s magazines in several countries,
and she has also published four romantic novels, all set in
the English countryside. Her most cecent title s Rerrombor
Me, Her story Ricochet was first published in March 1980
mn London Mystery Selection. Although the story s set in
Wales, the idea for it was origimally deawn from a
newspaper report about a real-hife incident concerning two
brothers i Spam, ane of whom was accused of murdering

the other.

THE STORY
Possessivetiess seems to be a fundamental characterisoic of
buman bemgs: the urge to possess things — and people. And
if DLr POSSERSIONs are riken wway from us, our feelings of
k;_fEl’:_-!]l-l‘l_'l'Ei\‘T at hife's mjustice can be very strong mdeed. It
15 said thar there is a potential murderer in all of us, that
if the pressures are great encugh, anybody can be driven 1o
the ultimare act of violence, It is not a comfortable though,
In a beaurifal Welsh valley Owen Parry has brooded on
life’s injustice for many years, His resentnent is focused on
his brother Huw. It i3 Huw whao is married o BEhannon,
Huw whao lives in the comfortable farmhouse, Huw who
has cansed the staugheer of all cheir sheep. Galy How stands
berween Owen and happiness, the possession of all the
things thar are nghetully his ...
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wen had planned to wear gloves, He had an ancient pair in

brown leather, which he wore for Sunday chapel® in winter.
But his farmer's hands were clumsy m them and this was delicate
waork.

Qwen Parry stopped and looked about him with a little
rat-smile. Why bother with gloves at all? This was his own cottage,
wasn't it? The police would expect to find his fingerprints all over
it, These were his two wooden chairs, now standing back to back
and apart by a carefully measured distance.

The shot gun was his, too, Of course it bore his fingerprints.
Now the gun lay across the backs of the two chars, tirmly held
with rope and wire. It pointed at his only door.

The gun was cocked, From the trigger, 4 sering was looped to the
door handle. When that door was thrown back, the string would
jerk tight. And when did his brother Huw not throw doars wide?

Far a moment Owen's stomach welled in him but he held
himself raut. Switch on an inviting light, he told himself, and leave
the cottage by a window,

His brother would be here before evening chapel.

“To talk abour re-stocking the farm," Owen had lied nervously
while persuading him to come,

‘Huh, resstocking, s it?” How had grunted. ‘Looking ahead,
aren'cwe?'

Both their faces were stll grey from the nighrmare of
foot-and-mouth disease® that had devastated their farm. By
compulsory order, their whole flock had been slaughtered. Their
dogs too had to go, their beautiful faithful intelligent dogs. Even
Beth, whom they all loved best.

Owen sighed at the thought of Beth but her memory
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strengthened his will. He had suffered enough. He set off for the
village to create his alib,

Even now, sarrounded by the tragedy of empty hills, he felt his
passion surge for this place he'd always known, for the lovely
sweep of wvalley, for the curl of polished-steel river, for the
farmhouse with its close family of buildings.

Soon it would all be his and his alone. He would work and care
and live again. The hills would sing with the bleat of a healthy
flock and there would be dogs once more, streaming them du“'l.'l
to the niver meadow,

Though there'd never be another bitch quite like Beth. Even
today, heading for the village, Owen imagined he sull heard her
barking, barking up at the deserted sheepfold on the hill behind
his cottage

Some partnership it had been with his brother! It wasn't enough
that Huw had married Rhiannon, the girl they bath loved, the
pretty, sympathetic, giftablg Rhiannon. Or that Huw and his wife
toik over the good stone farmhouse, leaving Owen o move out
to the musty riverside corttage.

Worst of all, after the first vear or two, Huw was not even
making Rhiannon happy and their marriage, unblessed by
children, had begun slowly to wither at the edges. I

Huw was a blackhaired giant, bass-vowed, rock-srrong, To
him, being without child was raumarne, demeaning, He imagined
the village sniggered behind ws net currains. “There goes Huw
Parry, owns half che valley with his brother, marned these five
years and ¢an’t get his wife pregnant.’

And who in thar lonely valley could the sad Rhiannon turn to
but her brother-in-law? Didn't she know, as any woman knows,
that he'd alwavs loved her? |

‘Like the river you are, Owen Parry,' she told him, *slow and
deep.”
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As children, both boys had played and danced and kissed with
her. But they were children no longer. One day Owen took his
sister-in-law in his arms and the dream he had nurtured for all
those silent years woke o reality.

Bur the birth of Margo wrought a change in Huw that stunned
both Owen and Rhiannon. Overnight, it seemed, Huw stond rall
again. He sang at his work and displayed a tenderness the other
two had not known he possessed.

For the second time m his hife, Owen had seen Rhiannon
slipping from him s(g'n:'iueaﬁ_l' to Huw, The old fire smouldered
ancw, silent St menacimg iaside him, One day it must blaze.

The slaughter of the flock it was thiat finally ser the fire alight.

None of it necd have happened, hadn’t Owen said so again and
again? One slobbering ewg they'd found, just one, and thar they
could easily Fave disposed of in secret. Then with gallons of
disinfectant they could have tried, at least they could have tried, to
pratect the rest of the flock from the scourge of foot-and-mouth.

But oh no! Huw, upright Godfearing chapel man that he was,
Fuw must call the authorities. Younger and bigger, he'd tossed
Owen aside and marched for the telephone, The mghtmare had
heen set in moton. The inspectors came and passéd the death
sentence on sheep and dogs alike.

‘I hope you're satished, Huw Parry,’ said Owen that night and
he felr a lifetime’s resentment of his brother ship over the edge into
something deeper and much harder to control,

Owen had made one last appeal to Rhiarnon, Huw was
aurside, staring morosely at the nver, Margo they could hear in

the yard, calling tearfully for the vanished Beth.

‘Huw can't bring himself to tell her about having to shoot Bethy'
Rhiannon said tenderly, warching her hushand from her kitchen
window. ‘T'll never forget how he looked as he led Beth away and
she went, waving that plume tail of hers, obedient to the last. Beth
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was always Margo's favountc and it broke his heart to have 1o
do 1.’

Owen's arm tightened across Rhiannon’s shoulders. “We can't
go on like this, love," ke said. "You've got to tell Huw the tuth.
Let him find some other farm. We'll re-stock as soon as they'll let
us and we'll set up house here like the family we really are.’

He glanced covetously at the rm dry walls, the fl‘lﬂ:miﬂﬁi and
solidity of the place, so different from his miserable corrage.

But when his gaze returned to Rhiannon, her blank h’_‘H’)iC killed
his hope.

Ts it mad you are, Owen Parry?' she said. “Would I tell my man
to go, after all he's suffered, after all this destruction and .Erirf."
Would I rob him of his land and his child =" ‘

“Whose child?’ said Owen.

Rhiannon paled. "God forgive me, he's as good as a father to
her.’

Owen spread his hands, *It's childless vou'd be to this day if
you hadn't rurned o me.’ -

She shook her head of long dark hair. *Oh | know vou were
good to me when my marniage was going badly, (‘lwm_rl needed
you then. But Huw and me, we're so much happier now, You
must see that. He's a differenr man. He worships Margo - and |
won't let you take her from him. I'll deny every word you say and
ir's me he'll believe.' . . .

Owen grasped her shoulders, thin under his demanding hands,
and shook her. Her dark hair flopped forward, then she threw up
her head and defied him.

He wanted 1o roar at her, ‘You have used me like a prize
ram!” But he guelled the words. If once he turned Rhiannon
against himself, Tiis life would be without meaning.

He'd walked away, sickened by the knowledge of what he must
do.
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That night Owen wept, alone in his musty cotrage, and his
deepest distress was for Margo, his brown-eyved clf. Wo choir ever
sang like that child laughing ...

While Huw lived, Rhiannon would be his wife, Margo his
daughter. Whart choice had they left him? A man could only take -
or lose — so much.

Owen brooded for a week, a scheme simmermg in his mnd.

He might have pulled the trigger himself — but he knew his
courage would fail him. Huw had only to look at him with those
blazing black eyes of s and Owen would feel his strength of
purpose drain away into the ground. And how 1o convinee peaple
it was an accident? No, Huw must be the one o pull the wrigger.
And hadn't the slaughter of an entire flock, a lifenime's work, been
known to drive a man o suicide? Hadn't Huw been morose of
late, since their loss? What berter place to choose than his
brother's home to spare his wife and child from finding his body?

Thiss was born the idea of the trap.

Grudgingly, Huw had agreed to come dowr to Owen's cottage
this Sunday afternoon to talk about the farm. Huw would fling
open the door and it would all be over. He wouldn't even sutfer
ar know a moment's suspicion. A small price to pay tor anof her's
happiness, Owen thought.

Owen would walk back from the village after chapel, clutching
his warertight alibi, It would take only mnutes to falsify the
evidence, to remove all signs of wire and string, and to place the gun
i the dead man's hands. Then Owen would run in innocent horror
to telephone the police. The widow would weep in his arms.

Now Owen's heart thundered in his brease as he left his cotrage
and his gun, waiting, behind him.

The village lay freezing in the Sunday afrernoon quiet. Though
not, apparently, too cold for Mrs Price, Grocenes, forever at her

door.
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Terrihle to be idle, isn't 1t?" she said, with relish.

Owen stopped. What better witness to his whercabouts this
Sunday afternoon, she with her mind like the hoard of a squirrel,
packed tight with seeds of suspicion and sweet nuts of scandal?

When at last Mrs Price ran out of chatter, he called on Ma
Hughes and asked politely about her arthnitis. Ma Hughes oifered
hum tea,

Owen left Ma Hughes when he'd barely enough time to reach
chapel. He entered that hushed place, let the door fall to with a
thud and broke imto-a fit of coughing.

Afterwards, his irreverence apparently forgiven, they asked hum
where Huw was. *Can’t remember when last Huw Parry missed
chapel,’ they all said.

Owen shook his head and murmured abour depression.

Despite the cold, Owen was sweating as he left the lane and
slowly crunched back over the crystal grass to his cortage.

He reached his door, put out hus hand

Mo, wait. The gun might still be cocked, o tor any reason Huw
had failed to come down. Even in death, he didn't trust his
brother. He peered nervously in through his lighted window.,

Owen's scream split the mght.

He burst 1nto the comtage, jaw slack, eves protruding, hands
dragging at his hair. He gaped down at the two sprawled and
hloody bodies on his floor.

Margo and the sheepdog Beth.

He prodded the bitch with his shoe and it was ngid. He couldn't
touch the child. His own daughter. He covered his face.

Hiz mind was a vortex of horror and bewilderment. Then the
truth flashed against his closed lids.

Huw had chrated. He had never slaughtered the birch as
ordered. He must have hidden her. Suddenly Owen recalled that
ghostly barking from the sheepfold. Of course! Then today she
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must have escaped, perhaps found and released by a delighted
Margo, and they'd come bounding down the hillside to tell her
Uncle Owen the good news . ...

It took only a few minutes 1o discard the wire and string, reload
the gun and blow out the side of his head.

The explosion awoke the slecping child, Margo started up,
crying.-as the noise rencwed her terror. She looked only at Beth,
who had not moved. She remembered trying to keep up with Beth
and how the bitch bounded at the cottage door ahead of her, the
unbearable nuise and how the bich  fell whinq:u:rirlb-r and
twitching, She had flung herseli down, fondling Beth, trying to
couse her, getting covered 1n the apimal’s blood. She must haxe.

cried herself to sleep op thedlosr—""
RTjw_ih?;E::;d and fled sereaming trom the cottage. Halfway
home, stumbling through the moonlight, she cannoned mnto Huw,
‘Ol Margo, my Margo, I've been searching for you this past
cwo hours!” Huw scuoped up the child and carried her joyously
home, thanking the Lord for the safety of his beloved daughter.

He decided it was too late now to fo and see Owen.
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NoTEes

chapel (p37)
a building used for Chrisnan worship by members of one of the
Nonconformist sects of the Protestant rebigion (2.g. the Methodists, who
are very strong in Wales)

foot-and-mouth disease (p37)

a very infectious disease that affects farm anirmals; in Britain (though not
ity other countrics) the disease is controlled by the obligatory slaughter
of infected animals | {

Discussion

| Which do you think was more important for Owen, sofe possession
and management of the farm, or living with Rhiannon and being able
to claim Margo as his own daughter?

2 Why do you think Rhiannon chose to marry Huw rather than Cwen?
Describe both brothers from her point of view. What is your opinion
af her own character? s she partly 1o blame for the tragedy? Why,
or why not?

3 Do you think that tragedy would have been prevented il Rhiannon
and Margo had left Huw and moved in with Owent? What do you
think Huw would have done, thar ‘upright Godicanng chapel man'?

Lancuace Focus

1 Find the images which are used in the story 10 describe people o
relation to these animals or nareral features:

a rat, rock, a river, fire, a squrel

What adjecrives can you think of that would create the same eifect as
these images? Can you thunk of other animals oc narural fearures which
are often used 1o sugpest human characteristics? For example, what
do you associaze with theze things: 2 storm. a decp pool, a snake, a
horse, a lion, a car?

2 These expressions use 2 word order that is often used by Welsh people
but not by people in other regions. Rephrase them in the wsual word
order.
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i

v [ike the river you dre.

s The slaughter of the flock o was that finally set the fire alight.
s [g it mad you are?

1t chitdless you'd be to this day if you hadn’t turned toome,

The story Is written from Owen’s point of view and the author often
puts Owen’s thoughts in question-form, for example:
Why bother with gloves al alle This wous bis ownt cottage, wasn't
7
This could be rewritten as:
He decided there was no need to bother with gloves because it was
his own cottage

Find some pther examples and rewrite them in the same way, as sunple
description of Owen's thoughts. Then compare the differcnr versions.
What effect do the questions have? Do they conteibute o the tension
of the story, or our understanding of Owen’s character?

ACTIVITIES

I

Write a report of the tragedy for the local newspaper, ncluding
interviews with Mrs Price and Ma Hughes, who hoth guess (rightly
or wrongly) at reasons far Owienn’s death,

Lmagine thar when Owen entered his cotrage, he discovered that only
Heth the dog was dead, and not Margo as well. Write a new ending
for the stary. How does Owen explain Beth's death to Margo? Does
he make another artempt to murder Huw?

The title af the stoey, Ricochet, suggests the unexpected ending, or the
miscarriage of Owen's plan; as Shakespeare put i1, ‘purposes mistook
/ Fallen on the inventors' heads.' Think of some other ntles for the
story, perhaps associated with Owen's emotions, or the anmals the
stoey, or the Welsh countryside.




THE FOUNTAIN PLAYS

THE AuTHOR

Diprothy L. Sayers was born in 1893, She recoived a classical
education and was onc of the first women ro obtain a degree
From Oxford University, She worked in an advertising
ageney  for ten years and led o flamboyagt and
ullzl_..:unveﬂ_tiuﬂ.a.l.-ﬁlf, achieving early fanif_as a-wfiter of
skilfully ploteed detective novels. Many of these teature her
most popular chagacter, [ord Meter Wimsey, a charmung,
mrelhgent  aristocrat  and  amatenr  detective, Her
best-koown stories mclude MHaee His Carcase, Stromg
Persoo, Clandy Night, The Niwe Tatlors (an ingenious plor
invalving the complexities of church bell-rmpangl, and
Murder Must Advertise {sev i the adverimmg world), She
died in 1957,

THE STORY

Some people have o skeleton in the cupboard, a secrer
which, if rovealed, would be ¢mbareassing, or worse, It
depends, of course, on the nawre of the scoret aw to how
far someone will go o keep i hidden. A linde harmless
deception, heing “sconomical with the truth’, autrsghe lies?
But what i another person already knows? Whar of they
threaten 1o tell? Being blackmailed 15 2 most unpleasanc
expenience, but pechaps i is the lesser of two evils,

M Spiller has just installed sn ommamental fountam
b garden. He is rather proud of it, and rakes his dinner
guests out o adoure it His neighbour Mes Dighy (s
enthusiashc, his fumre son-in-law mildly sarcasoe, and Me
Gooch  disagreeably. offensive, Ln fact, Mr Gooch's
behaviour scrikes the only jarmng note in an otherwise
P;E:li'ﬂ.'rlr CE¥ENINg - . .
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4 es,’ said Mr Spiller, in a satisfied tone, ‘T must sav 1 like a

Yhir of ornamental water. Gives a finish to the place.’

‘The Versailles* touch,’ agreed Ronald Proudfoot.

Mr Spiller glanced sharply at him, as though suUspecting
sarcasm, but his lean face expressed nothing whatsoever, Mr
Spiller was never guite at his ease in the company of his
daughter’s  fancé, though he was proud of the girl's
achievement. With all his (to Mr Spiile:jl unamiablé-qualites,
Ronald Proudfoot was a perfect gentleman, and Betty was
completely wrapped up i him.

"The only thing it wants,” continued Mr Spiller, ‘to mry mind,
that is, is Opening Up. To make a Vista, so to say. You don't get
the Effect with these bushes on all four sides.’

"Oh, | don't know, Mr Spiller," objected Mrs Dighy in her mild
vonce. "Don't you think it makes rather a fascinating surprise? You
come along the path, never dreaming there's anything behind
those lilacs, and then you tumn the corner and come suddenly upon
it. I'm sure, when you brought me down to see it this afternoon,
it quite ook my breath away.'

‘There's that, of course,’ admitted Mr Spiller. It occurred to
him, not for the first time, thar there was something very attractive
about Mrs Digby's silvery personality. She had distinction, too. A
widow and widower of the sensible time of [ifewith & bit of
meney on both sides, might do worse than senle dowr |
comfortably in a pleasant house with half an acre of garden and
2 bit of ornamental water.

‘And it's so pretty and secluded,” went on Mrs Digby, ‘with
these glorious rhododendrons. Look how pretry they are, all
sprayed with the water - like fairy jewels — and the rustic sear
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the back. Really lwalian. And the

against those dark cypresses at
scent of the litac 1550 marvellous!’

Mr Spiller knew that the cypresses WeTe,
did not correct her. A lirtle ignorance Was becoming in & womarn.
He glanced from the cotoneasters at one side of the fountain 10
the rhododendrons on the other. their rainbow flower-trusses
sparkling with diamond drops.

‘7 wasn't thinking of rouching the rhododendrons or the
only thonght of cutting through that great
hedge of lilac, so as to make a vista from the house. But the ladies
must always have the last word, mustn't they —er - Ronald?' (He
never could bring out Proudfoot’s Christian name naturally.) ‘I
vou like it as 1t 1s, Mrs Digby, that sertles it. The lilacs shall stay.’

s too flattenng of you,  said Mrs Dighy, “but you mustn’t
think of altering your plans for me. | haven't any right to interferc

with your beautiful garden.’

‘Indeed you have,” said Mr Spiller.'1
n for the lilacs, and hencetorward they ar
thing, after that,

in fact, yews, but he

cotoneasters,” he said. 'l

defer 1 yourtaste entirely:
You have spoke cetarw e sacred.’

T shall be afraid to give an opimon on any
caid Mrs Dighby, shaking her head. ‘But whatever you decide to
do. 1'm sure it will be lovely. It was a marvellous idea to think

of putting the fountain there. It makes all the difference to the
garden.’

Mr Spiller thought she was quite right. And indeed, though the
fountain was rather flarrered by the name of ‘arnamental water’,
t did of a marble basin set in the centre of a pool
de a hrave show, with its plume of
ring over the smaller shrubs

consisting as 1
ahout four feet square, it ma
dancing water, fifteen feet high, towe
and almost overtopping the tall lilacs. And its cooling splash and
rinkle soothed the ear on this pleasant day of early summer.
“Casts a bit to run, doesn't 17" demanded Mr Gooch. He had

been silent up till now, and Mrs Digby felt that his remark

The Fountain Plays 71

berrayed a rather sordid outlook on life. Indeed, from the first
moment of meeting Mr Gooch, she had pronounced him
decidedly common, and wondered that he should be on such
intimate terms with her host.

N, no,’ replied Mr Spiller. ‘No, it's not expensive, You sec, it
uses the same warer over and over agamn. Most ingenious. The
fountains-in-Teatalgar_Square® work on the same principle, 1
believe. Of course, 1 had to pay a bit to have it put in, but T think
it's worth the money.’

‘Yes, indeed,” said Mrs [hghy

‘| always said you were a warm man®, Spiller,' said Mr Gooch,
with his vulgar laugh. "Wish | was in your shoes. A snug spot,
that's what | call this place. Snug!’ .

' not a millionaire,” answered Mr Spiller, rather shortly. ‘But
things might be worse in these times. Of course,’ he added, more
cheerfully, ‘one has to he careful, | turn the fountain off at nught,
for instance, to save leakage and waste.’

TH swear vou do, you damned ald muser,’ said Mr Gooch
oftensively, A WA

Mr Spiller was saved replymg by the ;uundiﬁlp, of a gong in the
distance.

‘Ah! there's dinner,” he announced, with a certain relie 0 his
tone. The party wound their way out between the lilacs, and
paced gently up the long crazy pavement, past the herbaceous
borders and the two long beds of raw little ticketed roses, to the
glorified villa which Mr Spiller had christened “The Pleasaunce’.

It seemed to Mrs Dighy that there was a slightly seemged
armosphere abour dinner, though Berty, pretty as a-picture and
very much in love with Ronald Proudfoor, made a perfectly
charming lictle hostess, The jarring note was sounded by Mr
Gooch. He ate too noisily, drank far too treely, got on Prouditoot’s
nerves and behaved to Mr Spiller with a kind of veiled insolence
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which was cmbarrassing and disagreeable to listen to. She
wondered again where he had come from, and why Mr Spiller put
up with him. She knew little about him, except that from nme 10
time he turned up on & visit to "The Pleasaunce’, usually staying
there abour a month and being. apparently, well supplied with
cash. She had an idea that he was some kind of commission agent,
though she could not recall any distinct statement on this point.
Mr Spiller had sertled down in the village about threc years
previously, and she had always liked him. Though not, in any
sense of the word, a cultivated man, he was kind, generous and
unassuming, and his devotion to Betty had something very lovable
about it. Mr Gooch had started coming about a vear later. Mrs
Digby said to herself rhar if ever she was in a position to lay down
the law at “The Pleasaunce’ - and she had begun to think marters
were tending that way — her influence would be directed 1o getting
rid of Mr Gooch.

‘How about a spot of bridge?' suggested Ronald Proudtoat,
when coffee had been served. It was mice, reflected Mrs Dighy, to
have coffee brought n by the manservant. Masters Wwas really a
very well-tramned butler, theugh he did coimbing the office with
that of chauffeur. One would be comfortable at “The Pleasaunce’.
From the dining-room window she could see the meat garage
housing the Wolseley saloon an the ground floor, with 2 room
for the chauffeur above it, and topped off by a handsome gilded
weather-vane a-glitter in the last rays of the sun. A good cook, a
smart parlourmaid and everything done exactly as one could
wish — if she were to marry Mr Spiller she would be able, for the
first time in her life, 1o afford a personal maid as well. There
would be plenty of room in the house, and of coursc, when Berty
was married —

Berry, she thought, was not over-pleased that Ronald had
suggested bridge. Bridge is not a game that lends itself to the
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expression of tender feeling, and it would perhaps have looked
hetter if Ronald had enticed Betty out to sit in the lilac-scented
dusk under the yew-hedge by thefoumeaim Mrs-Dighy was
sometimes afraid that Betty was the more in love of the twb. But
f Ronald wanted anything he had ro have i, of course, and
personally, Mrs Digby enjoyed nothing better than a quiet rubber.
Besides, the arrangement had the advantage that it got nd of Mr
Gooch. *Don’t play bridge,” Mr Gooch was wont to say. ‘MNever
had time to learn. We didn't play bridge where | was brought up.’
He repeatcd the remark now, and followed it up with a
contemptucus snort dirccred at Mr Spiller.

‘Never too late to begin,' said the latter pacifically.

‘Not me!’ retorted Mr Gooch, ‘I'm going o have a turn in the
garden. Where's that fellow Masters? Tell hlm_}g,ﬁ:k.g th? whisky

and soda down to the fountain. The decanter, 1?{:'13 - Jﬁé'd?—iﬁk‘a \

no good to yours truly®." He ;slu;;gl?b'“z thick hand into the box
of Coronas on the side-table, took out a handful of cigars and
passed out through the French window of the library on to the
terrace. Mr Spiller rang the bell and gave the order without
comment, and presently they saw Masters pad down the long
crazy path berween the rose-beds and the herbaceous borders,
bearing the whisky and soda on a fray.

The other four played on till 10.30, when a rubber coming to
an end, Mrs Dighy rose and said it was time she went home. Her
host gallantly offered to accompany her. “These two young people
can look after themselves for a moment,’ he added, with a
conspiratorial smile,

“The young can look after themselves better than the old, these
days.’ She laughed a lirtle shyly, and raised no objection when Mr
Spiller drew her hand into his arm as they walked the couple of
hundred yards to her cottage. She hesitated 2 moment whether 1o
ask him in, but decided that a sweer decorum suited her style best.

S f o
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She stretched out a soft, beringed hand to him over the top of the
little white gate. His pressure lingered — he would have kissed the
hand. so insidious was the scent of the red and white hawthorns
in her trim garden, but before he had summoned up the courage,
she had withdrawn it fron his clasp and was gone.

Mr Spiller, opening his own front doer in an agreeable dream,
encountered Masters,

"Where is everybody, Masters?’

‘Mr Proudfoor left five or ten minutes since, sir, and Miss
Elizabeth has retired.’

*‘Oh!” Mr Spiller was a lile startled. The new generanon, he
thought sadly, did not make love like the old. He hoped there was
nothing wrong. Another irritating thought presented iself,

‘Has Mr Gooch come in?’

‘1 could not say, sir, Shall I go and see?’

‘Wa, never mind.” If Gooch had been sozzhing himself up with
whisky since dinner-time, it was just as well Masters should keep
away from him. You never knew. Masters was one of these
soft-spoken beggars, but he might t:l_k_l:_ advintage.-Better not to
trust servants, anyhow.

“You can cut along to bed. I'll lock up.’

“Very good, sir’

“Oh, by the way, 1s the fountain turned off?’

“Yes, sir. | turned 1t off myself, sir, at halt-past ten, secing that
you were engaged, sir.’

‘Quite right. Good-might, Masters.’

*Good-night, sir.”

He heard the man go out by the back and cross the paved court
to the garage. Thoughtfully he bolted both entrances, and
rerurned to the library. The whisky decanter was not in its usual
place — no doubt it was sull with Gooch in the garden — but he
mixed himself a small brandy and soda, and drank i, He
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supposed he must now face the tiresome business of gerting Gooch
up to bed. Then, suddenly, he realized that the encounter would
rake place here and not in the garden, Gooch was coming in
through the French window. He was drunk, bur nor, Mr Spiller
nbserved with relief, incapably so.

Well?' said Goneh,

Well*' rerorted Mr Spiller.

*Had a good time with the accommodating widow, ¢h? Enjoyed
vourself? Lucky old hound, aren’t you? Fallen soft in your old
age, ch?'

‘There, that'll do," saxd My Spiller,

'Oh, will it? That's good. That's rich. That'll do, eh? Think I'm
Masters, talking ta me like that?' Mr Gooch gave a thick chuckle,
“Well, I'm not Masters, I'm master here. Get that into your head.
I'm master and you damn well know it

*All right,” replied Mr Spiller mccl-:lh'-c'l:u.rf'huu off to hr:firmw.
there's a good fellow, It ﬁcltiﬁzl‘n'n; aind I'm ticed.

You'll be treder before I've done with you" Mr Gooch rhrus
hoth hands into his pockers and stood —a bulky and threatening
hggure - swaying rather dangerously. 'I'm short of cash,” he added.
‘Had a bad week — cleaned me out, Time you stumped up a b
more.’

‘Nonsense,’ said Mr Spiller, with some spirit. '] pay you your
allowance as we agreed, and let you come and stay here whenever
vou like, and that's all you ger from me.

‘Oh, is it? Getting a bit above yourself, aren't you, Number
Bleeding 41323

‘Hush! said Mr Spiller, glancing hastily round as though the
furniture had ears and tongues.

‘Hush! hush!’ repeated Mr Gooch mockingly. ‘You're in a good
position to dictate terms, aren’t you, 41327 Hush! The servanes
might hear! Berry might hear! Betry’s young man might hear. Hah!

7 Cot A0
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Berry's young man — he'd be particularly pleased to know her
father was an escaped jail-bird, wouldn't he? Liable at any
moment to be hauled back to work out his ten years' hard® for
forgery? And when 1 think,’ added Mr Gooch, ‘that a man hike
me, that was only in for a short stretch and worked it out good
and proper, is dependent on the charity — ha, ha! — of my dear
friend 4132, while he's rolling in wealth -~

‘I'm not rolling in wealth, Sam,’ said Mr Spiller, ‘and you know
darn well I'm not. But 1 don't want any trouble. I'll do what |
can, if you'll promise faithfully this time thar you won't ask for
any more of these big sums, because my income won't stand i’

‘Oh, I'll promise that all right,’ agreed Mr Gooch cheerfully
“You give me five thousand down -

Mr Spiller uttered a strangled exclamation.

*Five thousand? How do you suppose I'm to lay hands on five
thousand all at once? Don't be an idior, Sam. I'll give you a
cheque for five hundred -

‘Five thousand,’ insisted Mr Gooch, ‘or up goes the monkey.'

*But | haven't got it," objected Mr Spiller.

“Then vou'd bloody well better find it," returned Mr Gooch.

‘How do you expect me to find all that®

“That's your look-out. You oughtn't to be so damned
extravagant. Spending good money, that you ought 1o be giving
me, on fountains and stuff. Now, it's no good kicking, Mr
Respectable 4132 — I'm the man on top and you're for it, my lad,
if you don’t look after me properly. See?’

Mr Spiller saw it only too clearly. He saw, as he had seen indeed
for some time, that his friend Gooch had him by the shorr hairs.
He expostulated again feebly, and Gooch replied with a laugh and
an offensive reference to Mrs Digby.

Mr Spiller did not realize that he had struck very hard. He hardly
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realized thar he had struck ar all. He thought he had aimed a
hiow, and that Gooch had dodged it and tripped over the leg of
the occastonal table, Bur he was not very, l;:i_rl,a;lr in his mind, except
on one poimt, Gooch was dead. f"?’j" e adia = Yol - 1l

He had nor fainted; he was not stanned. He was 'déad. He must |
have caught the brass curb of théfi’naﬂ)\as he fell. There was no -
blood, bur Mr 5p1|[;.1' exploring the inert head with anxious
fingers, found a spot above the temple where the bone yielded to
pressure like a cracked egg-shell. The noise of the fall had been
thunderous. Kneeling there on the ibrary floor, Mr Spiller waited
tor the inevitable cry and footsteps from upstairs.

Nothing happened. He remembered — with difficulry, for his
mind seemed to be working slowly and stiffly — that above the
lihrary there was only the long drawing-room, and over that the
spare-room and bathrooms. No inhabited bedroom looked out on
that side of the house.

A slow, grinding, grating noise startled him. He whisked round
hastily. The old-fashioned grandfather clock, wheezing as the
hammer rose into acuon, struck eleven, He wiped the sweat from
his forehead, got up and poured himself out another, and a suffer,
brandy.

The drink did him good. It seemed to take the brake off his
mind, and the wheels span energetically. An extraordinary clarity
took the place of his previous confusion,

He had murdered Gooch, He had not exactly intended to do
so, bur he had done it It had not felt to him like murder, but
there was not the slightest doubt what the police would think
about ir. And once he was in the hands of the police — Mr Spiller
shuddered. They would almest certainly want to take his
finger-prints, and would be surprised to recognize a bunch of old
friends.

Masters had heard him say thar he would wait up for Gooch,
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Masters: knew thar evervbody else had gone to bed. Masters
would undoubtedly guess something. But stop!

Could Masters prove that he himself had gone to bed? Yes.
probably he could. Somebody would have heard him cross the
court and seen the light go up over the garage. One could nor
hope to throw suspicion on Masters — besides, the man hardly
deserved that. But the mere idea had started Mr Spiller’s bramn on
a new and attractive lin¢ of thooght.

What he really wanted was an alibi. If he could only confuse
the police as to the tme at which Gooch had died. If Gooch could
be made to seem alive after he was dead . . . somehow ...

He cast his thoughts back over stones he had read on holiday,
deating with this very marter. You dressed up as the dead man and
impersonated him. You telephoned in his name. In the heanng ot
the butler, you spoke to the dead man as though he were ahve.
You made a gramophone record of his voice and played it. You
hid the body, and thereafter sent a forged letter from some distant
place -

He paused for a moment. Forgery — but he dud not want to start
that ald game over again. And all these things were too elaborate,
or else impracucable at thar nme of night.

And then it came to him suddenly that he was a fool. Gooch
must not be made to live later, but to die earlier. He should die
before 10.30, at the rime when Mr Spiller, under the eyes of three
observers, had been playing bridge.

So far, the idea was sound and even, in its broad outline,
obvious. Bur now one had ro come down to detail. How could
he establish the time? Was there anything thar had happened ar
10.30¢

He helped himself to another drink, and then, quite suddenly,
as though lit by a floodlight, he saw his whole plan, picked out
vividly, complete, with every jomn and angle clear—cur.
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He glanced at his watch; the hands stood at twenty munutes
past eleven. He had the night before him.

He fetched an electnc torch from the hall and stepped boldly
out of the French window. Close beside it, against the wall of the
house, were two taps, one ending in 4 nozzle for the garden hose,
the other controlling the tountain at the botom of the garden.
T'his latter he turned on, and then, without troubling to muffle his
tootsteps, followed the crazy-paved path down to the lilac hedge,
and round by the bed of the cotoneasters. The sky, despite the
beauty of the carly evening, had now turned very dark, and he
coutd scarcely see the tall column of pale water above the dark
shrubhery, but he heard its comforting splash and ripple, and as
he stepped upon the surrounding grass he felt the blown spray
upon s face: The beam of the torch showed him the garden seat
beneath the yews, and the tray, as he had expected, standing upon
it. The whisky decanter was about half full, He emptied the greater
part of its contents into the basin, wrapping the oeck of the
decanter 10 hus handkerchigt, soas to leave no hngerpoints, Then,
returning to the other side of the lilacs, he satisfied himsell that
the spray of the fountmn was invisible from house or garden,

The next part of the performance he did not care about, It was
risky; it might be heard; i fact, he wanted it o be heard if
necessary — bue it was a risk. He licked his dry lips and called the
dead man by name:

‘Gooch! Goochl'

No answer, except the splash of the tountain, soundmg to his
anxious ear abnormally loud in the stillness, He glanced round,
almose as though he expected the corpse to stalk awfully out upon
hum from the darkness; its head hanging and its dark mouth
dropping open to show the pale gleam of its dentures. Then, pulling
fumsell together, he walked briskly back up the path and, when
he reached the house again, listened. There was no movement, no
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sound but the ticking of the clock. He shut the library door geotly,
From now on there must be no noise.

There was a pair of galoshes in the cloak-room near the pantry.
He pur them on and shipped like a shadow through the French
window again; then round the house inte the courtyard. He
glanced up at the garage; there was no light in the upper story
and he breathed a sigh of relicf, for Masters was apt sometimes
to be wakeful. Groping his way to an vuthouse, he switched the
torch on. His wife had been an invalid for some vears before her
death, and he had brought her wheeled chair with him to “The
Pleasaunice’, having a dim, sentimental reluctance 1o sell the thing,
He was thankful for that, now; thankful, too, that he had
purchased it from a good maker and thar it ran so lightly and
silently on its pneumanc tyres. He found the bicycle pump and
blew the tyres up hard and, for further precaution, adminisrered
a drop of oil here and there. Then, with infinite precaution, he
wheeled the chair round to the library window, How fortunate
that he had put down stone flags and crazy paving everywhere,
50 that no wheel-tracks could show,

The job of getting the body through the window and into the
chair took it out of him. Gooch had been a heavy man, and he
himself was not in good training. But it was done ar last. Resisting
the impulse to run, he pushed his burden gently and steadily along
the narrow strip of paving. He could not see very well, and he
was afraid to flash his torch too often. A slip off the path into the
herbaceous border would be faral; he set his reeth and kepr his
gaze fixed steadily ahead of um. He felr as though, if he looked
back at the house, he would see the upper windows thronged
with staring white faces. The impulse ro turn his head was almost
irresistible, but he determined that he would not rurn it

At length he was round the edge of the lilacs and hidden from
the house. The swear was running down his face and the most

ticklish parr of his task was still to do. If he broke his heart in
the effort, he must carry the body over the plot of lawn. No
wheel-marks or heel-marks or signs of dragging must be left for
the police to see, He braced himself for the effore.

It was done. The corpse of Gooch lay there by the fountain, the
bruise upon the temple carefully adjusted upon the sharp stone
edge of the pool, one hand dragging m the water, the limhs
disposed as naturally as possible, to look as though the man had
stumbled and fallen. Over it, from head to foor, the warter of the
tountam sprayid, swaying and bending m the night wind. Mr
Spiller looked upon his work and saw that it was goad. The
iurney back with the lightened chair was easv. When he had
rerurned the vehicle to the outhouse and passed for the last time
through the library window, he felt as though the burden of yeary
had been rolled from his back.

His back! He had remembered to take off his dinnee-jacker while
stooping in the spray ol the fountain, and only his shirt was
drenched. That he could dispose of in the linen-basket, but the sear
of his trousers gave him some uneasiness, He mopped ar himself as
best he could with his handkerchief. Then he made his caleulanions.
It he left the fountain to play for an hour or so it would, he thaughr,
produce the desired effect, Controlling his devouring impatience,
he sat down and mixed humself a fnal brandy,

Ar one o'clock he rose, turned off the fountain, shut the library
window with no more and no less than the usual noise and force,
and went with firm footsteps up o bed.

Inspector Frampton was, to Mr Spiller's delight, a highly intelligent
officer. He picked up the clugs thrown to him with the eagerness
of @ trained terrier, The dead man was last seen alive by Masters
after dinner - 830 = just so. After which, the rest of the party
had played bridge rogether ll 10,30, Mc Spiller had then gone
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out with Mrs Dighy. Just afrer he lefr, Masters had rurncd off the
fountain. Mr Proudfoot had lefr at 10.40 and Muss Spiller and the
maids had then retired. Mr Spiller had come in again at 10.45 or
10.50, and inquired for Mr Gooch. After this, Masters had gonc
scross to the garage, leaving Mr Spiller to fock up. Later on, Mr
Spiller had gone down the garden 1o look for Mr Gooch. He had
gone no farther than the lilac hedge, and there calling to him and
gerung no answer, had concluded that his guest had already come
in and gone 1o bed. The housemaid fancied she had heard him
calling Mr Gooch. She placed this emsode at about half-past
eleven — certainly not later, Mr Spiller had subsequently sat up
reading in the library till one o'clock, when he had shut the window
and gone to bed also.

The body, when found by the gardener at b. W a.m., was
still wet with the spray from the fountain, which had also
soaked the grass beneath it. Since the fountain had been turned
off at 10.30, this meant that Gooch must have lain there for
an appreciable period before that. In view of the large quannty
of whisky that he had drunk, it seemed probable that he had
had a heart-atack, or had drunkenly stumbled, and, in falling,
had struck his head on the edge of the pool. All these
considerations fixed the nme of death at from 9.30 o 10
o'clock = an opimon with which the doctor, though dechming
o commir umself within an hour or so, concurred, and the
coraiier entered a verdicr of accidental death,

f " [ a0 -
Only the man wha has been for years the helpless vicnm of
blackmail could fully enter inte Mr Spiller’s teelings.
pmpuription played no parr in them — the relicf was far too great.
Tb be rid of the daily irrtanon of Gooch's presence, of his
Lﬁiﬂtiabic demands for money, of the perpetual menace of his
drunken ma_’]i-:é:__thesfe boons were well worth a murder. And,
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Mr Spiller insisted to himself as he sar musing on the rustic seat
by the fountain, it had not really been murder. He determined 1o
call on Mrs Dighy that afternoon. He could ask her to marry him
now without haunting fear for the future. The scent of the lilac
was intoxicating.

‘Excuse me, sir,’ said Masters,

Mr Spiller, withdrawing his meditative gaze from the spouting
water, lnoked inquiringly at the man-servant, who stood in 2
respectful atntude beside ham.

‘If it is convenient to you, siry | should wish to have my
bedroom changed, T should wish to slecp indoors.”

*Oh? sard Mr Spiller. “Why thar, Masters®

‘T am subject to bea light sleeper, sir, ever since the war, and |
find the ¢reaking of the weather-viine very disturbing.’

‘It creaks, does it?

“Yessir. On the nighe thar My Gooch sustained his unfortunate
accident. sir; the wind changed ar a quarter past cleven. The
creaking woke me out of my firstsleep, sir, and disturbed me very
much,’

A coldness gripped Mr Spiller ar the pit of the stomach. The
servant's evis, in that moment, reminded him curnously of Gooch.
He had never gonced any resemblance before,

‘It's 3 curious thing, sir, if 1 may say so, thar, with the wind
shifing as it did at 11.15, Mr Gooch's body should have become
sprayed by the founrtain, Up till 11,15 the spray was falling on the
ather side, sit. The appearance presented was as though the body
had been placed in position subsequently to 11.15, sir, and the
fountain turned on agan.’

“Very strange,” satd Mr Spiller, On the other side of the litac
hedge, he heard the voices of Betry and Ronald Proudfoor,
chattering as they paced to and fro between the herbaceous
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borders. They seemed to be happy together. The whele house
seemed happier, now that Gooch was gone.

“Very strange indeed, sir. | may add that, after hearing the
inspector’s observations, | took the precaunion to dry your
dress-trousers in the linen-cupboard in the bathroom.’

*Oh, yes,’ said Mr Spiller.

‘I shall not, of course, mention the change of wind to the
authorities, sir, and now that the inguest 1s over, it 15 not likely o
accur to anvbody. unless their attention should be drawn to it 1
think, sir, all things being taken into consideration, you might find
it worth vour while to retain me permanently in your service at -
shall we say double my present wage ro begm with?’

Mr Spiller opened his mouth to say, ‘Go to Hell,” but his vouce
failed bum. He bowed his head.

‘1 am much obliged 1o you, sir,’ said Masters, and withdrew on
silent feet.

Mr Spiller looked at the fountain, with its tall water wavering
and bending in the wind.

‘Ingenious,” he murtered automancally, ‘and it really costs
nothing to run. It uses the same water over and over again.
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WNOTES

Versailles (p&5)
Louis XTV's palace at Versailles near Paris, famous for its gardens and
fountains
Trafalgar Square (p71)
a tamous square in London; with large fountams
a warm man (p71)
2 man who 15 comfortably settled; rich, affluent (now rarely used)
yours truly (p73)
a formal phrase used to sign off a lerter, and {as herel used in a colloguial
way to mean ‘me’ or ‘myself”
ten years' hard [p76)
short for ten years' hard labour: imprisenment with heavy physical work
as & punishment

DHscUssIon

1 Why do vou chink Mr Spiller allows himselt 1o be blackmailed, firs
by Gooch and then by Masters? What would you bave dooe i his
prOsIEIOn?

i Gooch had not died, do you think Mr Spiller could have married
Mes Dighy? Imagine that Mr Spiller has proposed o Mrs Dighy and
been accepted. How might Gooch respond to this?
3 Mr Spiller, Mr Gooch, and Mes Dighy all have different atrituded
rowards money. Can vou desceibe the differences?

4 Can you explam the significance of the lase line of the story?

Lancuace Focus

| What do these expressions mean, in the context in which they are used
i the stary? Rephrase them in your own words.

it quite took wey breath away (pe9)

You can cut along to bed. (p74)

That's vich. [p75)

Had a bad week = cleaned me out, (p75)
Teme you stumped up a bit more, (p75)
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Getting a bit above vourself, aren’t vow? (75
F'or ot rolling inacealth, (p76)

or up yoes the monkey |p78

That's your lpok-oput. (p76)

I'mi the man on top and you're for it (pT8]
Groch bad him by the shore batrs. 1p76

Find the places in the story where Gooch and Masters make threats
ta Mr Spiller. In both cases the message is quite clear, bur the two
blackmailers use very different language. Gooch is crude and direst,
informal 1o the point of rodeness; Masters uses polite. formal language,
appropriate for a servant speaking to an employer, Rewtite the mamn
message of each man’s threats, in the other’s style. You might begin
fike this:

Gooch: May T suggest five thousand? Othenwise, | fear | shall fave

ta .

Masters: 'l keep rmy mouth shut, Spiller. about the change of warared,

and nobody's gowg o ...

ACTIVITIES

1

What do you think maght happen after the end of the story? Will My
Spiller be ahle to marry Mrs Dighy? Or will Masters prevent hum from
doing so? Will Mt Spiller find it nccessary to kill Masters? Wrate a
hirther final paragraph describing what happens to these three
characyers

Imagine that Mr Spiller refuses 1o be blackmailed by Masters, who

gives his informarion to the police, Me Spaller arrested for Gooch's
murder. Write the speech for the defence at hus rreal.

THREE 15 A LUCKY
NUMBER

THE AUTHOR

Margery Allingham was born in 1904, She came from a
Family of writers, and was traived to be a writer by her
father from the age of seven. The Crime ar Black Dudley
was her first story about the amateur detective who was
tir become her most famous character; Albert Campion, a
mild-manoered man with glasses. She wrotc more than
twenty novels and many short staries, Among her earher,
more light-hearted ntles are Mare Wark for the Undertaker,
Flowwers for the fudge, and Death of @ Ghost, Hee later
novels, such as The Tiger in the Smoke and Hide My Eves,
paycholagical  analysis  and  detailed
characterszzation, She died m 1966,

show  more

THE STORY

Is there such a thing as the ‘perfect” murder? A murder
that s so skilfully planned and executed that there w no
posability of the murderer ever being caught? Many come
writers explore this idea. Sontetimes the murderer gets away
with it; somenmes it s anly the Hlaws in his own character
thar lead to his undomg — his vanigy or has wish to boast,
pe:hﬂ.ps, or hws conceit,

Ronald Torbay has a rather cutious way of earming a
living, or cather, acquiring an mcome. However, he s
thorough and meticulous i the pursuit of his chosen carcer,
Hix wife, Edyrh, is essential to his plans, bun she, of coursé,
is far oo stupid ro understand the beautiful simplicity of
his sysrem . ..
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At five o'clock on a September afternoon Ronald Frederick
Torbay was making preparations for his third murder. He
was being very wary, forcing himself to go slowly hecause he was
perfectly sane and was well aware of the dangers of carelessness.

A career of homicide got' more chancy as one went on, That
piece of information had impressed him as being true as soon as
he had read it in a magazine article way back before his first
marriage. Also, he realized, success was lighle to EO to a man's
head, so he kept a tight hold on himself, He was certain he was
infinitely more clever than most humian beings but he did nat dwell
on the fact and as soon as he felt the old theill ar the sense of his
power welling up inside him, he quelled it frmly.

For an instant he paused, leamng on the rim of the wash-basin,
and regarded himself thoughtfully in the shaving glass of the
bathroom in the new villa he had hired so recently,

The face which looked at him was thin, middle-aged, and pallid.
Sparse dark hair receded from its high narrow forehead and the
well-shaped eyes were blue and prominent. Only the mouth was
really unusual, That narrow slit, quite straight, was almost lipless
and, unconsciously, he persuaded it 1o relax into a half smile, Even
Ronald Torbay did not like his own mouth.

A sound in the kitchen below disturbed him and he straightened
his back hastily. If Edyth had finished her ironing she would be
coming up to take her long discussed bubble-bath before he had
prepared it for her and that would never do. He waired, holding
his breath, but it was all right: she was going out of the back door,
He reached the window just in time to see her disappedring round
the side of the house into the small square yard which was so
exactly like all the other square vards in the long suburban srreer,
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He knew thar she was gomng ro hang the newly pressed linen an
the line 1o air and although the manoeuvee gave tum the time he
needed, sl it irrtated him.

Of the three homely middle-aged women whom so far he
had persuaded first 1 marry him and then to will him their
modest  possessions, Edyth proving easily the mose
annoying. If he had told her once not 1o spend so much time
in the yard he had done it a dozen times in their six wecks of
marriage, He hated her being out of doors alone. She was shy
and reserved bur now thar new people had moved in next dior
there was the danger of some over-friendly woman starting up
an acquamtance with her and thar was the last thing to be
tolerated at this juncrure.

Was

Each of his' former wives had been shy. He had been very
caretul to choose the right type and felt he owed much of his
success to it Mary, the first of them, had mer her fagal ‘accident’
almost unnoticed in the bungalow on the housing estate very like
the present one he had chosen but in the north mstead of the
south of England. At the time it had been 3 growing place, the
corener had been hurred. the pelice sympathetic but busy and
the neighbours scarcely curious excepr that one of them; a junior
reporter on a local paper, had written 2 flowery paragraph about
the nearness of rragedy in the midst of jo¥. pablished a wedding
day snapshor and had ennted the article with tvpical northern
understatement *Honeymoan Mishap’,

Darathy’s brief excarsion into his life and abrupt exst from it
and her own, had given him a lirle more borher but nor much
She had deceived him when she had 1o)d him she was quire alone
n the world and the mterfering brother who had murned up after
the funeral ro ask awkward guestions abour her small forrune
might have been a nuisance if Ronald had not been very firm with
him. There had been a brief conrt case which Ronald had won
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handsomely and the insurance had paid up without a marmur.

All that was four years ago. Now, with a new name, a mewly
mvented background and a fresh area in which ta operate, he felr
remarkahly safe.

From the moment he had first seen Edyth, siting alone at a
little table under the window in a seaside hotel diting-raom, he
had known that she was ta be his nexr subject. He always thought
of his wives as ‘subjects’, It lent his designs upon them a cerrain
pseudo-scientific atmosphere which he found satisfying.

Edyth had sat there looking soff and neat and a trifle severe
hut there had been a secret tmidity in her face, an unsarished,
half-frightened expression in her shart-sighted eves and once,
when the waiter said something pleasant to her, she had flushed
nervously and had heen embarrassed by r. She was also wearing
4 genuine diamond brooch, Ronald had observed that from riglt
acress the room, He had an eve for stones,

That evening in the lounge he had spoken to her, had weathered
the imitial snub, tried again and, Aaally, had pot her to talk. Afrer
that the acquaintance had progressed juse as he had expected. His
methads were old-fashioned and heavily romantic and within a
week she was hopelessly infaruated.

From Ronald's pomnt of view her history was even berer than
he could have hoped. After teaching in a girls' bearding schowl
tor the whole of her twenties she had been summoned home to look
after her recluse of a facher whose long illness had monopolized her
lite. Now ar torey-three she was alone, comparatively well off and
as much ar sea as a ship withour 3 rudder.

Ronald was careful not to ler her toes rouch the ground. He
devoted his entire anention to her and exactly five weeks from the
day on which they first mer, he married her at the registry office
of the rown where they were both strangers. The same afternoon
they each made wills in the other's favour and maved into the
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villa which he had been able to hire cheaply because the holiday
SEASON Was at an end,

It had been the pleasantest conquest he had ever made. Mary
had been moody and hysterical, Dorothy grudging and suspicious
but Edyth had revealed an unexpected streak of gaiety and, but
for her stupidity in not realizing that 4 man would hardly fall
romantically in love with her ar first sighr, was a sensible person.
Any other man, Ronald reflected smugly, might have made the
fatal mistake of feeling sorry for her, bur he was ‘above’ all that,
he told himself, and he began to make plans for what he described
in his own mind rather grimly as ‘her future’,

Twa things signed her death warrant earlier than had been his
oniginal intention. One was her obstinate reticence over her
monetary affairs and the other was her embarrassing interest in
his job.

On the marniage certificate Ronald had described himself as a
salesman and the story he was telling was that he was a junior
parener in a firm of cosmetic manufacturers who were giving hima
very generous leave of absence, Edyth accepted the statement
without question, bur almost at once she had begun to plan a visit
to the office and the factory, and was always talking abour the new
clothes she must buy so as not 1o ‘disgrace him'. Ar the same time
she kepr all her business papers locked in an old writing-Case and
steadfastly refused to discuss them however caunously he rased the
subject. Ronald had given up feeling angry with her and decided 1o
it

He tumed from the window, carefully removed his jacker and
began to run the bath. His heart was pounding, he noticed,
trowning. He wished it would not. He needed 1o keep very calm.

The bathroom was the one room they had repamnted. Ronald
had done it himself soon after they had arrived and had put ap
the little shelf over the bath ro hold 2 jar of bathsalis he had
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bought and ‘a small electric heater of the old-fashioned
two-element type, which was cheap but white like the walls and
not o noticeable. He leant forward now and switched it on and
stood lookimg at it untl the two bars of glowing warmth
appeared. Then he turned away and went out on to the landing,
leaving it alight,

The fuse box which controlled all the electricity in the house
was concealed in the bortom of the linen cupboard ar the top of
the stairs. Ronmald opened the door carcfully and using his
handkerchief so that his fingerprints should leave no trace pulled
up the main switch, Back in the bathroom the heater’s glow died
away; the bars were almost black again by the time he returned.
He eyed the slender cabiner approvingly and then, still using the
handkerchief, he lifted it bodily from the shelf and lowered it
carefully into the water, arranging it so that it lay ar an angle over
the waste plug, close to the foot where it toak up practically no
room at all. The white flex ran up over the porcelain side of the
bath, along the skirting board, under the door and into the wall
socket, just ourside on the landing,

When he had first installed the heater Edyth had demurred at
this somewhat slipshod arrangement, but when he had explained
that the local Council* was stupid and fussy about fitting wall
sockets in bathrooms since warter was said to be a conductor she
had compromised by letting him run the flex under the lino where
it was not so noticeable,

At the moment the heater was perfectly visible in the bath. It
certamnly looked as if it had fallen into its odd position
accidentally but no one in his senses could have stepped into the
water without seeing it. Ronald paused, his eyes dark, his ugly
mouth narcower than ever, The beaurtiful simplicity of the main
plan, so certain, so swiftly faral and above all, so safe as far as he
himself was concerned gave him a thrill of pleasure as it always
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did. He turned off the bath and waited, listeming. Edyth was
coming back. He could hear her movimg something on  the
roncrete way outside the back door below and be leanr over 1o
where his jacket hung and ook a plastic sachet from

its inside
breast pocket. He was re-

reading the directions on the back of it
when a slight sound made him turn hus head and he saw, to his
horror, the woman herself not five feet away. Her near head had
appeared suddenly just above the flar roof of the scullery, ourside
the bathroom window. She was clearing the dead leaves from the
gurtering and must, he guessed. he standing on the tall flight of
steps which were kept just inside the back door.

It was typical of the man that he did not panic. Sull holding the

sacher lightly he stepped berween her and the bath and spoke
mildly,

"What on earth are yoy doing there, darlimg?'

Edyth started so violently at the sound of his vouce thar she
almost fell off the steps and a flush
her thin cheeks,

of apprehension appeared on

'Oh, how yvou startled me! | theught 1'd just do this little job
before | came up to change. If it rains the gutter Hoods all aver
the back step.’

"Very thougheful of you, my dear.” He spoke with that slighely
acid amusement with which he had tound he could hesr dest
slender vein of self-assurance.

roy her
‘But not rerribly clever when vou
knew I'd come up to prepare your beaury barh for yvou. Or was i

The slight inronation on the
He saw her swallow.

‘Perhaps it wasn't,’ she said without looking
good of you ro take all this trouble, Ronald.

‘Not ar all," he said with & Just amount of mascubine, offhand
Insensitivity. ‘I'm raking you out tonighr

waord *beaury’ was not lost on her

at him. “It’s very

and T want vou o ook
as Dice a5 — er — possible. Hurry up, there's a good gl The foam
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doesn’t last indefinitely and like all these very high-class heauty
treatments the ingredients dre expensive. Undress in the bedroom,
put on your gown and come straight along.’

"Very well, dear.’ She began to descend at once while he
turned to the bath and shook the contents of the sacher mto
the warer. The crystals, which were peach colourcd and smelled
strongly of roses, floated on the tide and then, as he suddenly
turned the pressure of water full on, began to dissolve into
thousands of irndescent bubbles. A momentary fear that their
camoutlage would not prove o be sufficient assailed hm, and
he stooped to beat the water with his hand. but he need not
have worried. The ¢loud grew and grew into a fragrant feathery
mass which not only obscured the bottom of the bath and all
it contamed, bur mounted the porcelain side, smotherig the
white flex and overflowing on to the wall panels and the
bath-mar, It was perfect,

He pulled on his jacker and openied the door,

‘Edyth! Hurry, dearest!” The words were on the tip of hs
tongue but her arrival forestalled them, She came shrnking in,
her blue dressing-gown strained round her thin body, her hair
thrust into an unbecoming bathing cap.

‘Oh, Ronald!” she said, staring at the display aghast. *“Won't it
make un awful mess? Goodness! All over the Haor!'

Her hesitation inturiated him,

That wen't marter,’ he said savagely, "You ger in while the
virtue of the foam is sl there, Hurry, Meanwhile I'll go and
change, myself. I'll give you ten minutes. Ger straight in and lie
down. Ie'll rake some of the sallowness our of that skin of vours.'

He went our and paused, listening, She locked the doar a5 he
had known she would. The habit of a lifetime does not suddenly
change with marriage. He heard the bolt slide home and torced
himself to walk slowly down the passage. He gave her sixey
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seconds. Thirty to take off her things and thirty to hesitate on the
brink of the rosy mass.

‘How 15 1t?" he shouted from the linen cupboard doorway,

She did not answer at once and the sweat broke our on his
forehead. Then he heard her.

T don’t know yet. I'm only just in. It smells lavely.”

He did not wair for the final word, his hand wrapped in his
handkerchief had found the main switch again,

‘Oae, wo ...
pulled it down,

three,” he said with horrible prosaicness and

From the wall socket behind him there was a single spluttering
flare as the fuse went and then silence,

All round Ronald it was so quiet that he could hear the pulses
in his own body, the faraway tick of a clock at the bottom of the
stairs, the dreary buzzing of a fly mmpnsoned against the window
glass and, from the garden next door, the drone of & mower as
the heavy, fresh-faced man who had moved there, performed his
weekly chore shaving the lirtle green lawn. But from the bathroom
there was no sound at all,

After a while he crepe back along the passage and tapped ar the
door,

*Edyth?

No. There was no response, no sound, nothing.

‘Edyth?" he said again.

The silence was complete and, after a minure, he straightenad
his back and let our a deep sighing breach.

Almost at once he was keyed up again in preparing for the
second phase. As he knew well, this next was the tricky penod.
The discavery of the body had got to be made bur not oo soon,
He had made thar mistake about Dorothy's “accident’ and had
actually been asked by the local inspector why he had taken alarm
50 soon, bur he had kepr his head and the dangerous moment had
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flickered past. This time he had made up his mind to make it half
an hour before he began to hammer loudly at the door, then to
shout for a neighbour and finally to force the lock. He had
planned to stroll out to buy an evening paper in the interim,
shouting his intention to do so to Edyth from the frone step for
any passer-by to hear, but as he walked back along the landing
he knew there was something else he was going to do first,

Edyth’s leather writing-case in which she kept all her private
papers was in the bottom of her soft-topped canvas hatbox. She
had really believed he had not known of its existence, he reflected
bitterly. It was locked, as he had discovered when he had at last
located it, and he had not prized the catch for fear of purting her
on her guard, bur now there was nothing to stop him.

He went softly into the bedroom and opencd the wardrobe
door. The case was exactly where he had last seen i, plump and
promising, and his hands closed over it gratefully. The carch was
a lietle more difficule than he had expecred but he gor it ppen ar
last and the orderly contents of the leather box came into view.
At Rest sight it was all most satisfactory, far better than he had
anticipated. There were bundles of savings cernficates, one or two
thick envelopes whose red seals suggested the offices of lawyers
and, on top, ready far the raking, one of those familiar blue hooks
which the Post Office issues 1o its savings bank clients,

He opened it with shaking fingers and fluttered through the
pages. Two thousand. The sum made him whistle. Two thousand
eight hundred and ffty. She must have paid in a decent dividend
there, Two thousand nine hundred. Then a drop as she had drawn
out 4 hundred pounds for her troussean. Two thousand eight
hundred. He choughe thar was the final entry but on turning the
page saw that there was ver one other recorded transacrion. It was
less than a week old. He remembered the book coming back
through the mail and how clever she had thoughe she had been in
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smuggling the envelope our of sight. He glanced ar the written
words and figures idly ar first bur then as his heart jolted in sudden
panic stared at them, his eyes prominent and glazed. She had raken
almost all of it out. There it was in black and white: Seprternber 4tk
Withdrawal Tiwo thousand seven hundred and minetv-eight
pownds,

His first thought was that the money must stll be there.
hundred-pound nores pérhaps in one of the envelopes. He tore
through them hastily, forgetting all caution in has anxiety. Papers,
letters, certificates fell on the floor in confusion.

The envelope, addressed to himselt, pulled him up shorr. Tt was
new and freshly blotted, the name inscribed 1in Edvth’s own
uncxpectedly firm hand. Ronald Torbay, Esgre.

He wrenched it apen and smoothed the single sheet of bond
paper within. The date, he noted in amazement, was only two

days old.

Drear Ronald,

If you ever get this | am afraid g will prove a dreadful shock o
vou. For a long nme [ have been hoping that it might not be necessary
to write 1t but now your behaviour has forced me to face some very
unpleasant possibalities.

I am afraid, Ronald, that in some wavs vou are very old-fashioned.
Had it not vecurred to you that any homely middle-aged woman wha
has been swept into h}!s‘t}' marriage to a srranger must, unless she is a
perlect idor, be just a ligtle suspicious and touchy on the subject of
baehis? P

Your predecessor James Joseph Smuth and tus Bndes* are not
entirely forgomen, you know,

Frankly, | did not wanrt to suspect you. For a long nme | thoughe |
was in love with you, but when you persuaded me 1o make my will
on our wedding day [ could not help wondening, and then as so0n as
vou started fussing about the bathroom in this howse | thoughe | had
better do something abour it rather quickly. [ am old-fashioned roa,
so I wenr to the palice.
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Have you noticed thart the people who have moved into the house
next door have never tried o speak to you? We thoughe it best thar 1
should merely talk oo the woman over the garden wall, and it is she who
has shown me the two cuttings from old provincial newspapers each
abour women who met with faral accidenes in bubble-baths soon after
their marnages. In each case there was a press snapshot of the hashand
taken ar the funeral, They are not very clear but as spon as T saw them |
realized that it was my duty to agree to the course suggested to me by
the mspector who has been looking for a man answenng that
deseription for three years, ever since the two photographs were
brought to his natice by your poor second wife's brother.

What | am trying to say is this: if you should ever lose me, Ronald,
out of the bathraom 1 mean, you will find that | have gone out nver
the roof and am sitting in my dressing-gown m the kitchen next door.
I was a fool to marry you bur not quite such a fool as you assumed.
Wormen may be silly bue they are not so stupid as they used to be.
We are picking up the idea, Ronald.

Yours, Edyth

P_5 On re-reading chis note | see that in my nervousness 1 have
targorten to mention that the new people next door are not a married
couple but Detective Constable Batsford of the CID* and hus
assistant, Policewoman Richards, The police assure me that there
cannot be sufficient evidence to convice you if vou are not permitted
ter ateenipt the crime again. Thar is why 1 am forcing myself w be
brave and to play my part, for 1 am very sarry for those other poor
wives of yours, Ronald, They must have found you as fascinaring as
1 dad,

With his slit mouth wwisted into an abominable *0", Ronald
Torbay raised haggard eyes from the lerter,

The house was still quiet and even the whine of the mower in
the next door garden had ceased. In the hush he heard a sudden
clatter as the back door bursc open and heavy footsteps raced
through the hall and up the stairs towards him,
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NoTtEs
Coongil (p93)
the local government office for the rown or region, who would be
responsible for maintaining the houses they owned

James Joseph Smith and his Brides (p98)
a well-known murderer who killed his wives i the bath

CID (p%)

the Criminal Investigation Department

DiscussioN

| Do you think the utle of the story 15 an appropriate one? Was three,
in fact, a lucky number? What other ttles can you think of o suit the
STory?

Pt

What rcasons can you give for the failure of Ronald's plan to kill
Edveh? Was there a flaw in the method itself? Did Ronald omit to
take some necessary precaunion? Do vou think he was outwirted by
Edyth, or was it lus own conceir that was the cause?

LanGuaGE Focus

1. Find these expressions in the story and rephrase them in vour own
wirds,

success was frable to go to g man's head (pE3)

be did mot duwell on the facr (pR9)

the mswrance had PJJ'.L" W wathont 2 rsareur ._I_-M[:

He bad an eye for stones (p91)

he - .. bad weathered the mitial snub (p91)

she was . .. as much at sea as a ship unthout a rudder (p91)
nof ta ler her toes touch the grosnd (p31)

Tevws things signed her death warram (p32)

be had kepr bis bead (p96)

The emeelope . . pulled him up shore (p98)

2 Find all the descriprions in the story of Edyth's appearance and

character, What are the contrasts between the impression suggesred
by her appearance and her character 25 revealed by later evenrs? Whae
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other ways can you think of to describe her character? Look again ar
her letter to Ronald, Which of these adjectives could describe the rone
af the letter:

vindicrive, rriumphant, apologeric, regretful, marter-of-fact, angry,
birter, self-deprecating, sad, contempruous, nervous;  hyseerical,
threatering, friendly. generouy?

ACTIVITIES

I Write the newspaper report of the death of Ronald's first wife, Mary,
including the flowery paragraph about ‘the nearness of tragedy in the
midst of oy’

The story 15 told from Ronald's point of view, Look again at the Lust
part of the story, from the moment when Fdyth enters the bathroom,
and rewrite the ending from her poine of view, describing what she
does and rthinks, You might begin like chis:

Edyth could see that ber sworry abowt the foam making a mess was s
infuriating Ronald, Savagely, be ordeved ber to get into the bath.

When he went ant, she gquickly locked the duor, and listesed 10 bim

walling dway dvwn the passage. She knews she puist wa fora few

mifrintes i case b called ot 1o ber, bt pery stosely and carefully,

she began to open the window . ..

b Imagine that Ronald does succesd in murdering Edyth and continues

with the discovery of the ‘poadent’, with a neighbour present, as
planned. Write his statement for the police, inventng the lies you think
he might tell. For example, it was Edyth who msisted on having s
heater wn the bathroom, Edyth who was so fond of foam bubble-baths,
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THE ADVENTURE OF
THE RETIRED COLOURMAN

THE AuTHOR

Sir Arthur Conan Diovie was born in 1859, He was so poor
as a young docror that he starced writing 1o supplement his
mcome, His first book, A Stedy i Scarled, introduced the
most famous derective in British ficton, Sherlock Helmes,
expert w deducnion and disguise, and bis geod-patured
friend, Dr Warson, The Advestures of Sherlock Holmes
were serialized i the Strand Magazine, and every episode
was eagetly awaited by a large readership, Conan Doyle
himself prefeered rthe historical romances that he wrote, bue
the public could ot have enough of his Sherlock Holmes
stapies, When in ane story he killed Sherelock Holmew off, he
was abliged by the public outery 16 bring him back from the
dead and connmue writing abour hum. His stories not only
descrtbe methody of detection 10 grear detail, bor also the
horrar of the unkoown, as i The Hannd of the Baskerilles
He died in 1930,

TuE STORY

In all classic derecerve stories nothing 15 guite as i seems,
Somenmes 1t 1 not clear whar crime, i any, has been
committed. But the clues are always there, cunningly
dispuised or hiddei. OFcourse, it often takes the sharp mind
ot 3 great detective to unravel the myseery.

Sherlock Holmes lies hack in his deep armchair, his eyes
apparently closed. He might even be asleep. Dr Warson,
meanwhile, dutifully repores on his visir vo a clienr's hoose,
and after a tims Holmes beging to show a gleam of interest.
His questions become more penetrating, and more ohscure.
Die Warson s puzzled.

Ie's quite simple, my dear Warson,” says the grear
derecnive. . .




THE ADVENTURE OF
THE RETIRED COLOURMAN

Shrrlu:k Holmes was in a melancholy and philasophic mond
that morning. His alert practical nature was subject to
such reactions,

‘Did you see him{' he asked.

“You mean the old fellow who has just pone out?

‘Precisely.’

“Yes, 1 mer him at the door.’

What did vou think of him?'

'A pathetic, futile, broleen creature,

“Exactly, Watson. Patheric and futile. But is nor all life patheric
and futile? Is nor his story a microcosm of the whole? We reach.
We grasp. And what is left in our hands at the end? A shadow.
Udr worse than a shadow = misery.

‘Is he one of your clivnrs?’

‘Well, | suppose 1 may call him su. He has been sent on by the
Yard®. Just as medical men occasionally send their incurables 1o
2 quack. They argue that they can do nothing more, and that
whatever happens the patient can be no worse than he is.’

*‘What is the marrer?'

Holmes took a rather soiled card from the table. ‘losiah
Amberley. He says he was junior parmer of Brickfall and
Amberley, who are manufacturers of artistic materials. You will
ser their names upon paint-boxes. He made his lirtle pile, retred
from business at the age of sixty-one, bought a house ar
Lewisham, and sertled down to rest after a life of ceaseless
grind. One would think his furure was tolerably assured.’
“Yes, indeed.

Holmes glanced over some notes which he had scribbled upon
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the back of an envelope.

"Retired in 1896, Watson. Early in 1897 he married 2 WOman
Twenty years younger than himseif — a good-looking woman, too.
if the photograph does not flarter. A competence™, a wife, leisure —
it scemed a straight road which lay before him. And yet within
two years he is, as you have scen, as broken and ruserable a
creature as crawls bencath the sun.’

‘But what has happened®

“The old story, Watson. A treacherous friend and a fickle wife.
It would appear that Amberley has one hobby in life, and it 15
chess. Not far from him at Lewisham there lives a young doctor
who is also a chess-plaver. [ have noted his name as Dr Ray
Ernest. Ernest was frequently in the house, and an INCImACy
between him and Mrs Amberley was a natural sequence, for you
must admit thar our unfortunare client has few outward graces,
whatever his inner virtues may be. The couple went off rogether
last week — destination untraced. Whar is more, the faithless
spouse carried off the old man's deedbox as her personal luggage
with a good part of his life's savings within, Can we find the lady?
Lan we save the money? A commonplace problem so far as it has
developed, and yet a vital one for Josiah Amberley.*

"What will you de abour 2"

"Well, the immediate question, myv dear Warson, happens o be,
What will you do? = if vou will be good enough o understudy
me. You know that | am preoccupied with this case of the two
Copric Patriarchs, which should come 1o a head today. | really
have not time to go our to Lewisham., and vet evidence taken on
the spor has a special value. The old fellow was quite insistent
that I should go, but 1 explained my difficulty. He is prepared to
meet 2 representative.’

‘By all means,’ | answered. ‘I confess T don't see that [ can he
of much service, but I'am willing to do my best.” And so it was
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that on a summer afternoon | set forth to Lewisham, little
dreaming that within a week the affair in which I was engaging
would be the eager debate of all England.

It was late that evening hefore | rerurned to Baker Street and Rave
an account of my mission, Holmes lay with his gaunt hAgure
stretched in his deep chair, his pipe curling forth slow wreaths of
acrid tobacco, while his eyelids drooped over his eves so lazily
that he might almast have been asleep were it not thar ar any halt
ar questionable passage of my nareative they half lifred, and two
grey eyes, as bright and keen as rapicrs, rransfixed me with their
searching glance.

"The Haven 15 the name of Mr Josiah Amberley's houose,” |
explained. T think it weauld interest you, Holmes, Tt is like some
penurious patrician who has sunk into the company of s
mferiors. You know that particular quarter, the monotonous
hrick streets, the weary suburban highways. Right in the middle
of them, a lietle 1sland of ancient culture and comfort, lies this ald
home, surrounded by a high sun-baked wall, mortled with ichens
and topped with moss, the sort of wall -

‘Cut out the poerry, Watson,® sard Holmes severely. *| note that
it was a high brick wall.'

‘Exactly. I should not have known which was The Haven had
I not asked a lounger who was smoking in the street. [ have reason
tar mennoning him. He was a rtall, dark, heavily-mousrached,
rather milirary-looking man. He nodded an answer to my nguiry
and gave me a curiously questioning glance, which came back to
my memaory a little lacer,

‘I had hardly entered the gateway before 1 saw Mr Amberley
coming down the drive. [ only had 3 glimpse of him this morning,
and he certainly gave me the impression of a strange crearure, bue
when I saw him in full light his appearance was even more




e

108 Crime Never Pays

abnormal.’

'l have, of course, studied it, and ver 1 should be interested
have your impression,” said Holmes.

“He seemed to me like a man who was literally bowed down by
care. His back was curved as though he carried 2 heavy burden.
Yet he was not the weakling that T had at first imagined, fur his
shoulders and chest have the framework of a giant, though his
figure tapers away into a pair of spindled legs.'

‘Left shoe wrinkled, right one smooth.’

T did not observe that.”

‘No, you wouldn't. | spotted his artificial limb, But proceed.’

T was struck by the snaky locks of grizzled hair which curled
from under his old straw har, and his face with its ferce, eager
expression and the deeply-lined fearures.'

‘Very good, Wamson, What did he sav?’

‘He began pouring our the stary of his grievances. We walked
down the drive together, and of course [ took a goaod ook round.
I have never scen a worse-kepr place. The garden was all running
to secd, giving me an impression of wild neglect m which the
plants had been allowed to find the way of nature rather than of
art. How any decent woman could have tolerated such a state iof
things, | don’t know. The house, 100, was statternly to the last
degree, but the poor man scemed himself 1o be aware of it and to
be trying to remedy it, for a great pot of Breen paint stood in the
centre of the hall and he was carrying a thick brush in his lefr
hand. He had been working on the woodwork.

‘He took me into hus dingy sancrum, and we had 2 long char.
Of course, he was disappointed thar you had not come yourself.
"l hardly expected,” he said, “thar so humble an individual as
myself, especially after my heavy financial loss, could obrain the
complete artention of so famous 2 man as Mr Sherlock Holmes,”

Tassured him that the financial question did nor arise. “No, of
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course, it is art for art's sake with him,"” said he: “bur even on the
artistic side of crime he might have found something here to study.
And human nature, Dr Watson — the black ngratitude of it all!
When did T ever refuse one of her requests? Was ever 3 woman so
pampered? And that young man — he might have been my own son.
He had the run of my house, And yet see how they have treared me!
Oh, Dr Watson, icis a dreadful, dreadful world!™”

"That was the burden of his sang for an hour or more. He had, it
seems, no suspicion of an intrigue. They hved alone save for a
worman who comes in by the day and leaves every evening at six. On
thar particular evening old Amberley, wishing to give his wife a
treat, had taken two upper circle seats ar the Haymarker Thearre.
At the last moment she had complained of a headache and had
retused to go. He had gone alone, There seemed to be no doubr
ibout the facr, for he produced the unused ticket which he had
taken for his wafe.'

“Thar is remarkable - most remarkable,” said Holmes, whose
iterest in the case scemed to be rising. 'Pray continue, Watson, |
hnd your narrative most interesting, Did you peréonally examine
this ticket? You did not, perchance, take the number?*

It 50 happens that | did,” L answered with some pride. ‘It chanced
to be my old schoal number, thirty-one, and so it stuck in my head.’

‘Excellent, Watson! His sear, then, was either thirty or
thirry-twa.”

*Cruiee so," [ answered, with some mystification, ‘And on B row.’

“That is most satisfactory. What else did he rell you?’

‘He showed me his strong-room, as he called it. It really is a
strong-room - like a bank - with iron dopr and shumer —
burglar-proof, as he claimed. However, the woman scems to have
had a duplicate key, and berween them they had carried off some
seven thousand pounds’ worth of cash and securities,”

securities! How could they dispose of thase?
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“He said that he had given the police a list and thar he hoped they
would be unsaleable. He had gor back from the theitre about
midnight, and found the place plundered, the door and window
openand the fugitives gone, There was no letter or message, nor has
he heard a word since. He at once gave the alarm tw the police.’

Holmes brooded for some minures.

"You say he was pamung. What was he painting?*

"Well, he was pamting the passage. But he had already painted
the door and woodwork of this room | spoke of.'

‘Does it strike YOou as a strange occupation in the circumstanees '

" "One must do something to case an aching heart.” That was
his own explanation. It was eccentric, no doubt, but he 1s clearly
an eccentric man. He tore up one of his wife's photographs in my
presence — tore it up furiously i a tempest of passion. ] never
wish to see her damned face again,” he shricked.’

*Anything more, Warson?'

"Yes, one thing which struck me more than anvthing else. | had
driven to the Blackheath Staton and had caught my rrain there,
when just as it was starting I saw a man dart into the CArriage next
o my own. You know that [ have a quick eye for faces, Holmes. It
was undoubredly the tall, dark man whom 1 had addressed in the

street, [ saw him once more ar Londan Brdge, and then | lost him in
the crowd. But I am convinced that he was tollowing me.'

‘No doubt! No doubr!' said Holmes. ‘A tall, dark,
heavily-moustached man, vou say, with grey-tinted sunglasses?'

‘Holmes, you are a wizard. | did nor say s0, bur he had
grey-unred sun-glasses”

‘And a Masonic® te-pin#*

‘Holmes!

‘Quite simple, my dear Warson. Bue let us ger down to whar is
practical. I must-admit to you that the case, which seerned t0 me
to be so absurdly simple as to be hardly worth my notice, is

WLl 4t
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rapidly assuming a very different aspect. It is true that though in
vour mission you have missed everything of imporrance, vet even
those things which have obtruded themselves upon your notice
give rise to serious thought.”

What have | missed?’

‘Don’t be hurt, my dear fellow. You know thar | am quite
mmpersonal. Mo one else would have done hetter. Some possibly not
so well. But clearly you have missed some vital points. What is the
apinton of the neighbours about this man Amberley and his wite?
I'hat surely is of importance. What of Dr Ernest? Was he the gay
Lothario® one would expect? With your natural advantages,
Watson, every lady is your helper and accomplice. What abiout the
wirl at the post office, or the wife of the greengrocer? 1 can picture
you whispering soft nothings with the young lady ar the “Blue
Anchor™, and receving hard somethings in éxchange. All this you
have left undone,'

Tr can snll be dune.’

‘It has been done. Thanks 1o the telephone and the help of the
Yard, L can usually pet my essentials without |r!:1'.'||:1g_ this room. As
A mateer of fact, my information confirms the man's story, He has
the local repute of being a miser as well as a harsh and exacting
husband, That he had a large sum of money in that strong-room of
his 15 certain, So also s i that voong D Eenest, an unmarried man,
played chess with Amberley, and probably played the fool with his
wite. All this seems plain sailing, and one waould think that there was

no more to be said - and yet! —and yer!®

“Where lies the difficuley??

‘In my imagination, pechaps. Well, leave it there, Warson. Ler
as escape from this weary workaday world by the side door of
music, Canna sings tonghe ar the Alberr Hall, and we sall have
ume o dress, dine and enjoy.’'

In the moernimg | was up berimes, bur some toast crumbs and wa
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HIEHR |IJ.

cmpty cgg-shells told me thar my companion was eaclier sull. 1
found a scribbled note on the table.

Dear WaTson,

There are one or two poines of contact which | should wish to
establish with Mr Josish Amberley. When [ have done so we can
dismiss the case - or not. | would anly ask vou o be on hand about
three o'clock, as I conceive it possible that T may want vou, SH.

I saw nothing of Holmes all day, bur at the hour named he
returned, grave, preoccupicd and aloof. At such times it was casier
to leave him to himself.

‘Has Amberley been here vet?”

‘Mot

‘Ah! 1 am expecting him.’

He was not disappointed, for presently the old fellow arrived
with a very wornied and puzzled expression upon his austere face,

T've had a telegram, Mr Holmes. | can make nothing of it," He
handed it over, and Holmes read it aloud.

Lome at ance withour fail. Can give vou information as to vour
recent loss. = Evman, The Vicarape.

‘Ihspatched ar two-ten from Lintle Purlingron,” said Holmes,
"Little Purlingten is in Essex, | believe, not far from Frinton. Well,
of course you will starr at once. This is evidently from a responsible
person, the vicar of the place. Where is my Crackford*? Yes, here
we have him. .C. Elman, M.A,, Living of Mossmoor cum Lirtle
Purlington. Look up the trains, Warson.’

"There is one at five-twenty from Liverpool Streer.’

‘Excellent. You had best go with him, Watson. He mav fecd
help or advice. Clearly we have come to a crisis in this affair.'

But our client seemed by no means eager ro srart.
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It's perfectly absurd, Mr Holmes,” he said. “Whar can this man
possibly know of whart has eccurred? Itis waste of time and money.”

He would not have telegraphed to you if he did not know
something. Wire at once that you are coming.”

‘I don’t think 1 shall go.'

Halmes assumed his sternest aspect.

It would make the worst possible impression both on the pulice
and opon myself, Mr Ambetley, if when so obvious a clue arose
vou should refuse to follow it up. We should feel that Yo were
aot really in earnest m this investigation.”

Our clhient seemed horrified at the suggestion.

“Why, of course I shall go if you look at it in that way,’ said he.
‘Un the face of it, it scerns absurd to suppose that this parson
knows anything, but iof you think -’

I do think,' said Holmes, with emphasis, and 50 we were
launched upon our journey. Holmes took me aside before we left
the room and gave me one word of counsel which showed that he
comsidered the matter to be of importance, *Whatever you do, see
that he really does go,' said he. *Should he break Away or return,
get to the nearest telephone exchange and send the single word
"Bolted™, I will arrange here that it shall reach me wherever I am.*

Lirtle Purlington is not an easy place to reach; for ir is on a
branch line. My remembrance of the jouriey is not o pleasant
one, ftor the weather was hor, the rrain slow, and my
companion sullen and silent, hardly talking ar all, save o make
an ovcasional sardonic remark as o the furility of our
proceedings. When we at last reached the lirtle station it was
a rwo-mile drive before we came o the Vicarage, where a big,
solemn, rather pompous clergyman received us in his study.
Our telegram lay betore him.

“Well, gentlemen,® he asked, “what can I do for you?'

"We came,’ [ explained, 'in answer to your wire,”
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My wire! T sent no wire.!

1 mean the wire which vou sent to Mr Josiah Amberley abous
his wife and his money.’

“If this ds a joke, sir, it is a very questionable one,” said the vicar
angrily. ' have never heard of the gentleman vou name, and |
have not sent a wire to anyone.’

Our client and I looked at zach other in amazement.

‘Perhaps there s some mistake,” said I: “are there perhaps two
vicarages? Here is the wire itself, signed Elman, and dated from
the Vicarage.'

‘There is only one vicarage, sir, and only one vicar, and this
wire is a scandalous forgery, the origin of which shall certainly be
investigated by the police. Meanwhile, T can see na possible ohject
i prolongmg this interview.”

30 Mr Amberley and I found ourselves on the road-side in what
seemed to me to be the most primutive village in England. We
made for the telegraph office, but it was already closed. There was
a telephone, however, ar the lirtle *Railway Arme’. and by it | got
mto touch with Holmes, who shared in our amazement ar the
result of our journcy,

‘Most singular!’ said the distane vaice. ‘Most remarkable! 1
much fear, my dear Watson, that there is no return train tonight.
I'have unwitringly condemned you to the horrors of a COUNITY .
However, there is always Nature, Warson — Nature and Josiah
Amberley - you can be in close commune with both.' [ heard his
dry chuckle 25 he turned awav.

It was soon apparent 1o me thar my COMPpanon’s reputation as
2 miser was not undeserved. He had grumbled ar the expense of
the journey, had insisted upon travelling third-class, and was now
clamorous in his abjections to the hotel bill, Next morning, when
we did ar last arrive in London, it was hard to say which of us
was in the worse humour.
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“You had best take Baker Streer as we pass,’ said I *Mr Holmes
may have some fresh instructions.'

‘If they are not worth more than the Lust ones they are not of
much use,' said Amberley, with a malevolent scow]. MNone the |ess,
fe kept me company. T had already warned Holmes by telegram
of the hour of our arrival, bur we found a tessage waiting that
he was at Lewisham, and would cxpect us there. That was a
surprise, but an even greater one was to find that he was riot alone
i the sitting-room of our client, A stern-looking, impassive man
sat beside him, a dark man with grey-tinted glasses and a large
Masonic pin projecting from his tie.

“This is my friend Mr Barker,” said Holmes, ‘He has been
mteresting himself also i vour business, Mr Josiah Amberley,
rhough we have been working independently. But we have both
the same question o ask you!”

Mr Amberley sat down heavily. He sensed inpending danger, |
read it in s straming eves and his twitching features,

"What s the question, Mr Haolmes?'

‘Only this: What did you do with the bodies?*

The man sprang to his feet with u hoarse seream.. He clawed
tnto the air with his bony hands. His mouth was apen and for the
mnstane he looked like some horrible bird of prey, o a flash we
got a ghimpse of the real Josiak Amberley, a misshapen demon
with a soul as distorted as us body. As ke fell back inte his chair
he clapped his hand to his lips as if to sufle a cough. Holmes
sprang at his throat like a tiger, and twisred his face towards the
ground, A white peller fell from berween his gasping lips,

‘No short cuts, Josiah Amberley. Things must be done decently
and in order. Whar abour ie, Barker?'

‘I have a cab at the door,' said our taciturn companion,

Itis only a few hundred yards to the starion, We will go together.
You can stay here, Watson. I shall be back within half an hour,’

Sr=
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The old colourman had the strength of a lion in thar grear trunk
of his, but he was helpless in the hands of the two experienced
man-handlers, Wriggling and rwisting he was dragged o the
walting cab and | was left to my solitary vigil in the ill-omened
house, In less time than he had named, however, Holmes was
back, in company with a smart young police inspector.

Tve left Barker to lovk afier the formaliries,' said Holmes. “You
had not met Barker, Watson. He is my hated rival upon the Surrey
shore, When you said a tall dark man it was not difficule for me
to complete the picture. He has several good cases to his credir,
has he not, Inspector®'

‘He has certainly interfered several times,’ the Inspector
answered with reserve.

'His methods are irregular, no doubt, like my own. The
irregulars are useful sometimes, you know. You, for example, with
your compulsory warming about whatever he said being used
against him, could never have bluffed this rascal into whae is
virtnally a confession.”

‘Perhaps nor. Bur we get there all the same, Mr Holmes. Dan't
imagine thar we had not formed our own views of this case, and
thar we would nor have laid our hands on our man. You will
excuse us lor feeling sore when vou jump in with methods which
we cannot use, and so rab vs of the credir.”

‘There shall be no such robbery, Mackinnon. I assure you that
I efface myself from now onwards, and as to Barker, he has done
nothing save whar | told him.'

The Inspecror seemed considerably relieved,

‘That is very handsome of you, Mr Holmes. Praise or blame
can marter limle o vou, bur it s very different 1o us when the
newspapers begin 1o ask questions.”

*Quire so. But they are pretry sure to ask guestions anvhow, so
it would be as well to have answers. Whar will you say, for

i

-
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example, when the intelligenr and enterprising reporter asks you
what the exact points were which aroused your suspicion, and
finally gave you a certain conviction as to the real facrs?'

The Inspector looked puzzled,

“We don't seem to have got any real facts yet, Mr Holmes, You
say that the prisoner, in the presence of three witnesses, pracucally
confessed, by trying ro commit suicide, that he had murdered his
wife and her lover. What other facrs have you?”

‘Have you arranged for a search?

"There are three constables on their way.'

‘Then vou will soon get the clearest fact of all. The bodies cannot
bie far away. Try the cellars and the garden. It should nor take long
to dig up the likely places. This house is older than the water-pipes.
lhere must be a disused well somewhere. Try vour luck there.!

‘But how did vou know of it, and how was it done?*

Tl show you fiest how it was done, and then 1 will give the
explanation which is due to you, and even more to my
long-suttering friend here, who has been invaluable throughour.
Bur, first, 1 would give you an insight into this man’s mentalivy. It s
avery unusual one — o much so that [ chink his destination is more
likely to be Broadmuoor® than the scaffold. He has, to a high degree,
the sort of mind which one associates with the medieval Iralian
nature rather than with the modern Briton. He was a miserable
miser who made his wife so wretched by his niggardly ways that she
was a ready prey for any adventurer. Such a one came upon the
scene in the person of this chess-playing doctor. Amberley excelled
at chess - one mark, Warson, of a scheming mind, Like all misers,
he was a jealous man, and his jealousy became a frantic mania.
Rightly or wrongly, he suspected an intrigue. He determined ro have
his revenge, and he planned it with diabolical cleverness, Come
here!'

Holmes led s along the passage with as much certainty as if he
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had lived in the housc, and halted at the open door of the
SErOnE-room.

‘Pooh! What an awful smell of paint!” cried the Inspector.

‘That was our frst clue,” said Holmes. “You can thank Dr
Wartson's observation for that, though he failed to draw the
inference. It set my foot upon the trail. Why should this man aesuch
a time be filling his house with strong odours? Obviously, to cover
some other smell which he wished to conceal — some guilty smell
which would suggest suspicions. Then came the idea of a room such
as you see here with the iron door and shutter—a hermetically sealed
room. Put those two facts rogether, and whither do they lead? 1
could only determine that by examining the house myself. | was
already certain that the case was serious, for T had examined the
box-office chart at the Haymarket Theatre - another of Dr
Wartson's bull's-eves — and ascertained that neither B thirty nos
thirty-two of the upper circle had been occupied that night,
Therelore, Amberley had not been to the theatre, and his alibi fell
to the ground. He made a bad slip when he allowed my astute friend
to notice the number of the sear taken for his wife, The question
now arose how [ might be able to examine the house. | sent an agent
to the most impossible village | could think of, and summoned my
man to 1t at such an hour that he could not possibly ger back. To
prevent any miscarniage, Dr Watson accompanied him. The good
vicar's name [ took, of course, out of my Crockford. Do | make it
all elear to you?'

‘It is masterly,’ said the Inspector, 1n an awed voice.

‘There being no fear of mterruption | procecded o burgle the
house. Burglary has always been an alternative profession, had |
cared to adopt it, and | have lirtle doubt thar | should have come
to the front. Observe whar | found. You see the gas-pipe along
the skirting here. Very good. It rises m the angle of the wall, and
there is a tap here in the corner. The pipe runs out into the
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strong-room, as you can see, and onds in that plastered rose in
the centre of the ceiling, where it 15 concealed by the
arnamentation. The end is wide open. At any moment by tarning
the outside tap the room could be flooded with gas, With door
and shutter closed and the tap full on I would not give two
minutes of conscious sensation to anyone shut up in that lirtle
chamber. By what devilish device he decoved them there T do not
know, but once inside the doar they were at his mercy.”

The Inspector examined the pipe with interest. ‘One of our
nfficers mentioned the smell of gas,’ said he, ‘but, of course, the
windew and door were open then, and the paint - or some of it -
was already about. He had begun the work of painting the day
hefore, according to his story, But what next, Mr Holmes?’

Well, then came an incident which was rather unexpected to
myself. | was slipping through the pantry window in the carly dawn
when [ felt 2 hand inside my collar, and a voice said: "“MNow, vou
rascal, what are you doing in there?" When | could twist my head
round [ looked into the tinted spectacles of my friend and rival, Mr
Barker. It was a curious foregathering, and set us both smiling. It
seems that he had been engaged by Dr Ray Ernest’s family to make
sume investigations, and had come to the same conclusion as to foul
play. He had wartched the house for some days, and had sported Dr
Warson as one of the obviously suspicisus charactérs who had
called there. He could hardly arrest Watson, but when he saw a man
actually climbing out of the pantry window there came a limit 1o his
restraine. Of course, | told him how marrers stood and we continued

the case together,’

“Why him? Why not us?'

‘Because it was in my mind to put thart little test which answered
so admirably. [ fear you would not have gone so far.

The Inspector smiled.

Well, maybe not. 1 understand that 1 hiave vour word, Mr
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Holmes, that you step right our of the case now and that you turn
all your results over to us.”

*Certainly, that is always my custom.’

"Well, in the niame of the Force I thank vou. It seems a clear case,
as you put it, and there can’t be much difficuloy over the bodies.!

Tl show you a gnm hrle bit of evidence,’ said Holmes, ‘and |
am sure Amberley lumself never observed it. You'll ger results,
Inspector, by always putting yourself in the other fellow’s place,
and thinking what vou would do yourself. It takes some
imagination, but it pays. Now, we will suppose that vou were shut
up in this hittle room, had not two munutes to live, but wanted to
ger even with the fend who was probably mocking at you from
the other side of the door. What would you do?’

"Write a message.’

‘Exactly. You would like 1o tell people how vou died. No use
writing on paper. That would be seen. If vou wrote on the wall some
eye might rest upon it. Now, look here! Just above the skarting is
scribbled with a purple indelible pencil: *We we=""Thar's all.’

“What do you make of thar?*

"Well, it's only a foor above the ground. The poor devil was on
the floor and dying when he wrote it. He lost his senses before he
could finish,'

‘He was writung, “'We were murdered." ’

‘That's how 1 read it. If you find an indelible pencil on the
body -’

‘We'll look out for it, you may be sure. Bur those securinies?
Clearly there was no robbery at all. And yer he did pussess those
bonds. We verified thar.'

*You may be surc he has them hidden in 2 safe place. When
the whoie elopement had passed into history he would suddenly
discover them, and announce thar the guilty couple had relented
and sent back the plunder or had dropped it on the way.'

i
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“You certainly seem to have met every difficulry,’ said the
Inspector. “Of course, he was bound to call us in, bur why he
should have gone o vou T can't understand.’

‘Pure swank!” Holmes answered. ‘He felt so clever and so sure
of himself that he imagined no one could touch him. He could say
to any suspicious neighbour, “Look ar the steps T have taken. |
have consulted noe only the police, but even Sherlock Holmes,"

The Inspector laughed.

“We must forgive you your “even”, Mr Holmes,” said he; “ic's
as workmanlike a job as I can remember.”

A couple of days larer my friend tossed across to me a copy of
the bi-weekly North Surrey Observer. Under a series of flaming
headlines, which began with *“The Haven Horror" and ended with
‘Brilliant Police Investigation’, there was a packed column of print
which pave the first consecutive account of the affair. The
concluding paragraph is rypical of the whole. It ran thus:

The remarkable acumen by which Inspeeror MacKinnon deduced
fromm the smell of pami thar some other smell, thar of gas, for example,
might be concealed; the bold deduction that the strong-room mighr also
be the death-chamber, and the subscquent imquiry which led to the
discovery of the bodies in a disused well, cleverly concealed by g
dug-kennel, should live in the lustory of crime as a standing example of
the inrelligence of our professional detecuves.

Well, well, MacKinnon is a good fellow," said Holmes, with 4
tolerant smile. *You can file it in our archives, Warson. Some day
the true story may be told.'
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NoTES
the Yard (p103)
Seotland Yard, the headquarters of the London police force and the
Criminal Iny estiganion Department
d competence (plig)
Al meome, ssually unearne
with this meaning)
Masomic ip110)
of the Freemasons, an inrer
murusl help and friend
the gay Lothano (p111]
a beartless seducer of women (ot
century play)
the Blue Anchar (pllt)
a likely name for a locsl pub
Crockford {p112)
the publisher of a direct, iy which Jise
0 Britain
Broadmaoor (pli7)
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in as simple a way as possible. For cxample:
* 1 would ask you to be o band bt three-w'elock, as T conceive
it possible that T may want you, (p112)
Please be here abour three o'elock, as [ may wanr YO
oo Youe wmiest adomit that our wrcfartunate clione has few onbward
graces, whatever his inser. pistes may be. (pl1063
[ hardly expected that so bumble an individual as miyself,
I espectally after mry beay financial tass, conld abtain the comiplete
attention of so famons & man ae Mr Skerlock Holmes. (p10§)
® oo the case, which spemed to me to be so absurdly simple as tn
be hardly worth MY sotice, is rapidly assummg g very differenr
dgpect, (pI1OF111)
* With vour matural wdvantages, Watson,
ard accomplice, (pl11)
It wosild make the roorst frossible mpiression both on the police
and wpon wmyself, My Amberlev, if when 5o olrions a cle arose
vou shawdd rofisa tu follow i up. (plli)
It was soon apparent to me that vy com
d miser s ot wadeserved. iphl4)
| * Such a one came wpoin the seone i phe parson of this el -l
| doctor. (pl17)
There heing no fear of Hferrafion
bowse. (pl1§)

d, large enough 1o live 1n now seldom ysad

national secret SOCIety whic

h aims to offer
ship among irs members

hario was a cha

tduicr m an rqg]‘lll_‘rﬂ!ii'

every lady 1s your helper

ar mn

8 names and details of clergymen

fraton's refitation as L

a special hispital where crimin
Unstead of in 3 prison)

alt who are fudied 1o be tnsane are keps

IV

| procecded e barple the
Discussion

1 The conversations berween [3r Warson and Me Amberley on their

lnueneys to and from Litele Purlingron are described in a few expressive
phrases:
- v -

| 1 Holmes bogh prased and ¢cn

| Can you describe Halmes's a
examples as possibles

. 2. Describe the

tcized Warson's Alempts at detecrion,
mitude towards Watson, £IVIng as many

coan gecasional sardongy
priveesdings

* - grumbled ar the expence

* oo insisted wpon travelling third-class

<o clamorous e bus obisctinong

remark s roo the furility of wir
detecnion skills used by Helmes in this cenry How are

his methods ‘reegnlar’; thac is, whar did he do thar the police waould
he unable 1o di?

3 Did you find the solunon of the mystery predictable? If so, did dhae
lessen yayr apprectanion of the szory?

Think of one or two acrual remarks that Amberley might have made,
which would it each of these descriprions,

Lancuace Focuys

! Conan Dovle often uses rather
thess sentences and phirases in ¢

formal, even elaborare, language. Fipd
he story, and then tey 1o rephrase themy
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ACTIviTIes

1 Imagine you are Mr Barker, and arc furions’ that the police should SﬂUCE FOR THE GDDSE
t_ake the credit due to 5 private detective, Write anorher short article
tor the North Surrey Obzerper, exposing the police claim o take the

credit as fravdulenr, and describing how your asrure friend and THE AuTHOR .
colleague, Sherlock Holmes, was the man who unravelled the mysrery Patricia Highsmith was boun n 1921 in Texas, and Erew
of the horrible Amberley murders Invenr a suitably eve-catching up i New York. She decided to become a writer at the
headline for your article age of sixteen. Her first book, Strawgers an @ Traim, was
2 This story conrams detailed descriptions of the appearance and narure filmed by Alfred Hitchcock, and since then she has writeen
of some of the characters. but none, of course, of the narrator himself, many widely prawed novels and collecrions of share staries.
What do you think Dy Watson looks like, and what clues to his Her books are puychalogical thrillers, which show us, in a
personality do you ger from the story? Write 4 description of his hotribly ronvineing way, the darker side of human nature.
Appearance and character, and then compare your ideas with those of Her senies of novels abour the charming but psychopathic
other studenes. Are YOUr impressions similaes Tom  Ripley  are particalarly  famous, Among  her |

Best-knawn rtitles are The Talented Mr Ripley, Riplev's
Game, The Tio Faces of larvary, and The Class el

TuE Story |

lealousy, greed, revenge. In the relar wnship of marriage any
of these emotions can he motive for murder. When Yo
alsa have a rich older man with an arcractive, and much
younger, wite, then che seene is apparently ser. Bur although
the ingredients imay be similyy 1o those in the previous story
' by Conan Doyle, the mikrre bere might turn our o be
rather different.

Loren Amory 5 rich, bhalding, and fisrty-five, Hisg
charming wife Olivia is eleven years younger, and Loren
I koows only too well the reasen for her current depression
and tearfulness. He s o sensible man, but narurally he
hecomes anxious when his wife has several near-accidenrs
Ih around the house | .
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Thr. ncident in the garage was the third near-catastrophe in

the Amory household, and it put a hormble thought inro
Loren Amory’s head: his darling wife Olivia was trying to kill
herself,

Loren had pulled at a plastic clothesline dangling from a high
shelf in the garage - his idea had been to ndy up, to coil the
clothesline properly - and at that firse tug an avalinche of suntcases,
an  old lawnmower, and 2 sewing  machine  weighing
God-knows-how-much crashed down on the spot that he barely
had ume to leap from.

Loren walked slowly back to the house, his heart pounding ag
his awful discovery, He entered the kitchen and made his way to
the stairs. Olivia was in bed, propped againse pillows, a Magazing
n her lap. *What was that terrible noise, dear?’

Loren cleared his throat and sertled his black-rimmed glasses
more firmly on his nose. *A lor of stuff in the garage. | pulled just
a lirtle bir on a clothestine - He explained what had happened.

She blinked calmly as if to say, "Well. so whar? Things like rhat
do happen.'

‘Have you been up to thar shelf for anything lately?*

“Why, no. Why?'

‘Because — well, everything was just poised to fall, darling.”

“Are you blaming me?* she asked in a small voice.

‘Blaming vour carclessness, ves. | arranged those suircases up
there and I'd never have put them so they'd fall ar a mere touch.
And [ didn't pur the sewing machine on 1op of the heap. Now.
I'm not saying -

‘Blaming my carelessness, she repeated, affronced.

He knelt quickly beside the hed. ‘Darling, let's not hide things
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any more. Last week there was the carpet sweeper on the cellar
stairs. And that ladder! You were going to climb it to knock down
that wasps' nest! What I'm getting at, darling, is that vou want
something to happen to you, whether you realize it or not. You've
got to be more carctul, Olivia — Oh, darling, please don’t cry. I'm
trymg to help you. I'm not criticizing.”

‘I know, Loren, You're gooil. But my life — it doesn’t seem worth
living any more, I suppose, | don't mean 'm tryig to end my life,
but -

You're still thinking — of Stephen?” Loven hated the name and
hated saving it

She took her hands down from her pinkened eves. *You made
me pramise you not to think of him, so T haven't. | swear it, Loren.’

*Good, dacling. That's my little girl.' He ook her hands in Kis,
“What do you say to a cruise soan? Maybe in Febrouary? Myers
15 coming back from the ¢oast and he can take over for me for a
couple of weeks, Whar abour Haun or Bermudai®

She seemed to think about it for 8 moment, but ar last shouk
her head and said she knew he was only doing it for her, not
because he really wanred to go. Loren remonserated briefly, then
gave itup. It Olivia didn't take o an wea ar onee, she never took
oot There had been one rumph - hus convincing her thar it
made sense not to see Stephen Castle for a period of three months,

(Mivia had mer Stephen Castle ar a party given by one of
Loren's colleagues on the Stock Exchange®. Stephen was
thirty-five, was ten vears younger than Loren and one year
older than Olivia, and Stephen was an actor. Loren had no
idea how Toohey, their host that evening, had mer him, or
why he had invited him to a party ar which every other man
was either in banking or on the Exchange; bur there he'd been,
like an evil alien spirit, and he'd concentrated on Olivia the
entire evening, and she'd responded with her charming smiles
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that had Caprured Loren in 3 single evemng eight yearg ago.

Afterwards, when they were doving back 1o Old Greenwich,
Olivia had said, ‘Tt's such fun to talk 1o somebody whao's nige in
the stock-market for 2 change! He told me he’s rehearsing in a
play now - The Frequent Guest. We've got to sce it Loren,!

They saw it Stephen Castle was on for perhaps five minutes in
Act One. They visited Stephen backstage, and Oljvia nvited him
t0-a cockeail party they were giving the following weekend, He
came, and spent thar might n their guest room. In the next weeks
Olivia drove her €ar into New York ar least twice a week or
shopping expeditions, but she made N0 secret of the facr she saw
Stephen for lunch on those days and sometumes for cockrails (oo,
At last she told Loren she was in love with Stephen dnd wanted a
divorce.

Loren was speechless at first, even inclined to grant her 3 divoree
by way of being sportsmanlike: b forty-cight hours after her
announcement he came 1o what he considered his sénses, By thar
time he had measured himself againse his rival = pot mierely
physically {Loren did nor come off so well there, being no taller than
Olivia, with 3 receding hairline and » small paunch) by marally and
financially as well. In the last two categones he had it all over
Stephen Castle, and maodestly he pointed this out ta Olivig,

‘Td never marry a man for his money," she rétorted;

I didn’t mean You married me far my money, dear. | jug
happened to have it. Bur whag's Stephen Castle eyer going ro
have? Nothing much, from what I can see of his 2cung. You're
used to more than he “an give you. And you've known him only
s weeks. How can you be sure hig Joye for you is Boing to lasr?

Thar las thought made Olivia Pause. She said she would see
Stephen just onge more —*ro ralk it over’. She drove o New York
one morning and did nag return unel midnighe, It was 5 Sunday,
when Stephen had ne Performance. Loren sar up warting for her,
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In tears Olivia told hin that she and Stephen had come 1o an
understanding, They would not see each other for 3 month, and
if at the end of that tme they did not feel the same way ahout
each other, they would agree to forget the whale thing,

‘But of course you'll feel the same,’ Loren said. ‘What's 3 month
n the life of an adule? I you'd tey it for three months

She looked at him through tears, “Three monrhs?’

"Against the eighr years we've been married? Is that unfair? Our
marriage deserves at least a theee-month chance, e, doesn't jip'

‘Al righe, i’y 4 bargain, Three months. 'l call Stephen
tomorrow and tell him, We won't see each othet or telephone for
three months,’

From thar day Olivia had gone into 4 decline. She last interes
n gardening, in her bridge club, even in clothies, Her appetite fel
oft, though she did not |ose much weighr, perhaps because she
was proportionately inactive. They had never had 4 servant,
Olivia taok pride in the fact that she had been warking girl, o
saleswoman in the gHft department of 4 large srore in Manharean,
when Loren mer her, She liked to say thar she knew how to do
things for herself. The big howse in Oy Greenwich was thiough
o keep any woman busy, though Loren had boughe Every
conceivable I bour-saving device. They also had a walk-in deep
freeze, the sige of a large closet, in the basement, o that their
markenng was done less often than usual, and all food was
delivered, anyway. Now that Olivia seemed low in energy, Loren
suggested getnng a maid, bur Olivia refused.

Seven weeks went by, and Olivia kept her ward abour G
seeing Stephen. But she was obvioysly so depressed, n ready
0 burst into tears, that Loren lived canstantly on the brink of
weakening and telling her thar if she loved Stephen rthar much,
she had a right to see him. Perhaps, Laren thoughe, Stephen
Castle was feeling the same way, also counting off the weeks

T
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until he could see Qlivia agamn. If so, Loren had already lost.

Bur it was hard for Loren to give Stephen credit for fecling
anything, He was 3 lanky, rather stupid chap with sarcoloured
hair, and Loren had never seen him without a sickly smile on his
mouth ~ as if he were 3 human billboard, perpetualiy displaying
what he must have thought was his masr flattering cxpression.

Loren, a bachelor until ar thirty-seven he married Olivia, often
sighed m dismay ar the ways of women. For instance, Olivia: if
he had felr so strongly about another woman, he would have ser
about promptly to extricate himself from his marnage. But here
was Olivia hanging on, in 2 way. Whar did she expect to gain
from ¢, he wondered. Did she think, or hope, that her tnfatuarion
tor Stephen might disappear? Or did she know unconsciously that
her love for Stephen Castle was 2l tantasy, and thar her present
depression represented to her and to Loren a fitting period of
mourmimg lor a love she didn's have the courage o go our and
take?

But the Saturday of the Barage madent made Loren doubt thar
Olivia was indulging in fantasy. He did not want o admyr thag
Olivia was attempung to take her own lite, but logic compelled
him to. He had read about such people. They were different from
the accident-prone, who might live to dic a narural death,
whatever that was. The othere were the suicide-prone, and into
this category he was sure Olivia fell.

A perfect example was the ladder episode. Olivia had been on
the fourth ar fifth rung when Loren nonced the crack in the Jeft
side of the ladder, and she had been quite unconcerned, even when
he pointed it our to her. If it hadn't been for her saying she
suddenly felt 2 lirtle dizzy looking up at the wasps' nest, he never
would have starred to do the chore himself, and therefore
wouldn't have seen the crack.

Loren noticed in the newspaper that Stephen’s play was closing,
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and it seemed to him that Olivia's gloom decpened. Now there
were dark circles under her eves. She claimed she could not fall
asleep before dawn,

“Call him if you want to, darling,’ Loren finally said. *See him
once again and find out if you both -'

‘WNo, I made a promise to you. Three months. Loren, I'll keep
my promuse,’ she said with a trembling lip.

Loren turned away from her, wretched and hating himself,

Olivia grew physically weaker, Once she stumbled coming
down the stairs and barely caught herself on the banister, Loren
suggested, nat for the first time, that she see a doctor, but she
refused 1o,

“The three months are nearly up, dear. Il survive them.' she
sitel, smiling sadly,

It was true. Only two more weeks remained unril 15 March,
the three months' deadline. The Ides of March*, Loren realized
for the frst time. A most ominous comncdence,

On Sunday afternoon Loren way looking over some olfice
reports i his study when he heard a long scream, followed by a
clattering crash. In an instant he was on his feet and running, It
had come from the cellar, he thought, and if so, he knew whar
had happened. That damned carpet swecper again|

Olivia?

From the dark cellar he heard a groan. Loren plunged down
the steps. There was a licdde whirr of wheels, his feet flew up in
tront of him, and in the few seconds hefore his head smashed
agamnst the cement floor he understood everything: Olivia had not
fallen down the cellar seeps, she had only lured him here; all this
tme she had been trying to kill bini. Loren Amery - and all for
Stephen Castle.

‘I was upstairs in hed reading,” Olivia told the police, her hands
shaking as she clutched her dressing gown around her. T heard a

Tl
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terrible ¢rash and then — 1 came down =" She gestured helplessly
toward Loren’s dead body,

The police took down what she told them and commiserated
with her. People ought to be more careful, they said, about things
like carpet sweepers on dark stairways. There were fatalines like
this every day in the United States. Then the body was taken
away, and on Tuesday Loren Amory was buried.

Olivia rang Stephen on Wednesday. She had been telephoning
him every day except Saturdays and Sundays, but she had not
rung him since the previous Friday, They had agreed that any
weekday she did not call him ar his apartment at 11 a.m. would
be a signal that their mission had been accomplished, Also, Loren
Amory had got quite a lot of space on the ohituary page Monday.
He had left nearly a million dollars to his widow, and houses in
Florida, Connecricut and Maine.

‘Dearest! You look so nred!” were Stephen’s first words to her
when they met in an our-of-the-way bar in New York on
Wednesday.

‘Nansense! It's all make-up,' Olivia smid gaily. *And vou an
actor]’ She laughed. *1 have 1o look properly gloomy for my
neighbours, you know. And I'm never sure when I'll run into
someone | know in New York.

Stephen looked around him nervously, then said with his
habitual smile, ‘Darling Olivia, how soon can we be rogether?”

“Very soon,’ she said prompely. *Not up at the house, of course,
but remember we talked about a cruise? Maybe Trinidad? I've got
the money with me. I want you to buy the nckets.'

Thev took separate staterooms, and the local Connecnicur
paper, without a hint of suspicion, reporred that Mrs Amory's
vovage was for reasons of health,

Back in the Unired Srates im April, suntanned and looking much
improved Olivia confessed to her friends thar she had mer
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someone she was ‘interested in’. Her friends assured her that was
normal, and that she shouldn’t be alone for the rest of her life.
The curious thing was that when Olivia invited Stephen to a
dinner party at her house, none of her friends remembered him,
though several had met him at that cocktail party a few months
hefore. Stephen was much more sure of himself now, and he
behaved like an angel, Olivia thought.

In August they were married. Stephen had been getting nibbles
in the way of work, but nothing miaterialized. Olivia told him not
to worry, that things would surely pick up after the summer.
Stephen did not seem to worry very much, though he protested
he ought to work, and said if necessary he would try for some
television parts. He developed an interest in pgardening, planted
some voung blue spruces, and generally made the place look alive
again.

Olivia was delighted that Stephen liked the house, because she
did. Neither of them ever referred to the cellar stawes, bur they had
a light switch put at the top landing, so that a similar thing could
not vecur again. Also, the carpet sweeper was kept in ats proper
place, in the broom closet in the kitchen.

They entertained more often than Olivia and Loren had done.
Stephen had many friends in New York, and Olivia found them
amusing. But Seephen, Olivia thoughe, was drinking just a lirtle
too much, At ane party, when they were all out on the terrace,
Stephen nearly fell over the parapet. Two of the guests had 10
grab him.

“‘Berter warch out tor yourself in this house, Steve,’ said Parker
Barnes, an actor friend of Srephen’s, ‘It just might be jinxed.'

“What d'va mean?' Stephen asked. ‘1 don't believe that for a
minute. | may be an actor, but I haven't got a single supersuirion,”

*Oh, so you're an actor, Mr Castle!” a woman'’s voice said out
of the darkness.
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After the guests had gone; Stephen asked Olivia to come out
dgain on the rerrace.

'‘Maybe the air'll clear mv head, Stephen said, smiling. ‘Sorry |
was tipsy tonight. There's old Orion. See him?" He pu_r his a;m
around Olivia and drew her close, ‘Brightest constellation in the
heavens,”

You're hurting me, Stephen! Not so =' Then she screamed and
squirmed, fighting for her life.

‘Damn vou!” Stephen gasped, astounded at her strength

She twisted away from him and was standing near the bedroom
door, facing him now. *You were g0ing to push me over.'

‘No! Good God, Olivial = [ Host my balance, that's all, 1 thought
I 'was going over mvself!*

‘That's a fine thing o do, then, hold on to a woman and pull
her over oo,

T didn’t realize. I'm drink, darling, And I'm sorry,'

They lay as usual in the same bed thar night, but both of them
were only pretending ro sleep. Until, for Olivia ar leasr, just as she
had used to tell Loren, sleep came around dawn.

The next day, casually and surreptitiously, each of them looked
over the house from attic to cellar - Olivia with a view to
protecting herself from possible death traps, Stephen with a view
to setung them. He had alreadv decided thar the cellar steps
atfered the best possibility, in spire of the duplicanion, because he
thought no one would believe anyone would dare o use the same
means twice — if the mrennon was murder,

Oliwia happened to be thinking the same thing,

The cellar steps had never before been so free of impediments
or s well lighted. Neither of them took the initiative to turn the
light out ar night. Ourwardly each professed love and faith in the
other,

T'm sorry 1 ever said such a thing 10 you, Stephen,’ she
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whispered in his ear as she embraced him. ‘I was afraid on the
terrace that night. that’s all. When you said “Damn you™ -

T know, angel. You ¢ouldn't have thaughr | meant to hurt vou.
I said “Damn you' just because vou were there, and 1 thoughr |
might be pulling you over,”

They talked about another cruise. They wanted ro go to Europe
next spring, But at meals they cautiously tasted every irem of food
betore heginning to cat.

How could I have done anything to the food, Stephen thought
to limselt, since you never leave the kitchen while you're cooking
It.

And Ofivia: 1 don’t pur anything past you, There's only one
direction you seem to be bright in, Stephen.

Her humiliation in having lost a lover was hidden by o dark
resentment. She realized she had been vienmized, The last bit of
Stephen’s charm had vanished. Yer now, Olivia thought, he was
doing the best job of acting in his life - and a rwenry-
tour-hour-a-day acting job at that, She congratulated herself that
it did not tool her, and she weighed one plan agamse another,
knowing that this ‘acadent’ had o he even more convincing than
the one thar had freed her from Laren.

Stephen realized he was not i quite so awkward a position,
Evervone wha knew huim and Olivia, even shightdy, thought he
adored her. An accident would bé assumed to be just thar, an
accident, if he said s0, He was now toying with the idea of the
closer-sized deep freeze in the cellar, There was no inside handle
on the door, and once in a while Olivia wenr o the farthest
corner of the deep freeze to ger steaks or frozen asparagus. Bur
would she dare to go intw it, now that her suspicions were
aroused, if he happened to be in the cellar ar the same nme? He
doubeed it

While Olivia was breakfasting in bed one morning - she had
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taken to her own bedroom again, and Stephen brought her
breakfast as Loren had always done — Stephen expenmented
with the door of the deep freeze. If it so much as touched s
solid abject in swinging open, he discovered, it would slowly
but surely swing shut on its rebound. There was no solid object
near the door now, and on the contrary the door was intended
to he swung fully open, so thar a catch on the outside of the
door would lock i a grip set in the wall for just that purpose,
and thus keep the door open. Olivia, he had nonced, always
swung the door wide when she went i, and it larched on to
the wall automancally. Bur if he pur something in its way, even
the corner of the box of kindling woed, the door would strike
it and swing shut again, before Olivia had time to realize what
had happened.

However, that particular moment did not seem the right one ta
put the kindling box 1a position, so Stephen did not ser his trap,
Olivia had said something about their EOINg Oul 1o a restaurant
tonight. She would nor be taking anything out to thaw today.

They took a lintle walk art three in the afternoon - through the
woods behind the house, then back home agamn — and they almaost
started holding hands, in a mutually distasteful and mnsulong
pretence ot attection; but their fingers only brushed and separated.

‘A cup of tea would raste good, wouldn't i, darling?* sand
Olivia.

‘Um-m." He smiled. Poison in the tea? Poison in the cookies?
She'd made them herself thar morning.

He remembered how they had ploted Loren’s sad demise - her
tender whispers of murder over their luncheons, her infimite
patience as the wecks went by and plan after plan faled. Ir was
he who had suggested the carper sweeper on the cellar steps and
the lure of a scream from her. What could ber bird-brain ever
plan?
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Shortly after their tea - everything had tasted fine — Stephen
strolled out of the living room as if with no special purpose. He
felt compelled ro try out the kindling box again o see if it could
really be depended on. He felt inspired, too, to set the trap now
and leave it. The light at the head of the cellar stairs was on. He
went carefully down the steps.

He listened for a moment to see if Olivia was possibly following
him. Then he pulled the kindling box into position, not paralle]
to the front of the deep freeze, of course, but a lirtle 1o one side,
as if sumeone had dragged it out of the shadaw to see into it better
and left it there. He opened the decp-freeze door with exacily the
speed and torce Olivia rmight use, flinging the door from him as
he stepped in with one foor, his oght hand ourstretched 1o carch
the door on the rebound, But the foor that bore his weght shd
several inches forward just as the door bumped against the
kindling box.

Stephen was down on his rvight knee, his left leg steaighe out in
trant of him, and behind him the door shut. He got to s feer
mstantly and faced the closed door wide-eyed. It was dark, and
he groped tor the auxiliary switch to the left of the door, which
put a light on ar the back of the deep freeze.

How had it huppened? The damned glaze of frost on the floor!
But it wasn't only the frost, he saw: Whar he had shipped on was
a lirtle priece of suct thar he now saw in the middle of the Hoor, ar
the end of the greasy streak his slide had made.

Stephen stared at the suet neutrally, blankly, for an instanr, then
faced the door again, pushed i, felt along its firm rubber-sealed
crack. He could call Olivia, of course. Evenmally she'd hear him,
or at least messs him, before he had time to freeze. She'd come
down to the cellar, and she’d be able to hear him there even if she
couldn’t hear him in the living room. Then she'd open the door,

of course.
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He smiled weakly, and tried 1o convince himself she wonuld
open the door.

‘Olvia? - Olivda! I'm down in the celfiar!”

It was nearly a half hour later when Olivia called to Stephen ro
ask him which restaurant he preferred, a matter that would
mfluence what she ware, She looked for him in his bedraom, in
the library, on the terrace, and finally called out the front door,
thinking he might be somewhere on the lawn

Ar last she tried the cellar.

By this time, hunched in his tweed jacket, his arms crossed,
Stephen was walking up and down m the deep freeze, giving out
distress signals ar intervals of thirty seconds and using the :;-.: of
his breath to blow inta his shirt in an cffort to warm humself,
(Hivia was just about to leave the cellar when she heard her name
called faintly.

‘Stephen?= Stephen, where are vou?”

‘In the deep frecze!' he called as loudly as he could.

Olivia looked a1 the deep freeze with an incredulous smile.

"Qpen i, can’t you? I'm in the deep freeze!” came his muftled
vOIce,

Olivia threw her head back and laughed, not even caring il
Stephen heard her. Then sull lavughing so hard thar she had w
pend over, she climbed rhe cellar stuirs.

What amused her was thar she had thoughr of the decp freeze
as a fine place 1o dispose of Stephen, bur she hadn’t worked out
how to ger hum into it. His being there now, she realized. was
ewing ta some funny accident — maybe he'd been trying 1o ser a
trap for her. It was all o comical. And lucky! %

Or, maybe, she thoughr cagily, his intention even now was to
trick her into opening the deep-freeze door, then to vank her inside
and close the door on her. She was certamnly not gowng to ler that
happen!
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Olivia took her car and dreove nearly twenty miles northward,
had a sandwich at a roadside café, then went to a movie. When
she got home at midnight she found she had not the courage to
call “Stephen’ to the deep freeze, or even to go down to the cellar.
She wasn't sure he'd be dead by now, and even if he were silent
it might mean he was only pretending to be dead ur unconscious.

But tomorrow, she thought, there wouldn't be any doubrt he'd
be dead. The very lack of air, for one thing, ought to finish him
by that time.

She went to bed and assured herself a night's sleep with a light
sedative, She would have a strenuous day tomorrow, Her story of
the mild quarrel with Stephen — over which restaurant they'd go
tor, nothing more — and his storming out of the living room o take
a walk, she thought, would have o be very convincing,

At ten the next morning, after orange jnce and coffee, Olivia
felr ready for her role of the hornfied, grief-stocken widow, After
all, she told herself, she had practised the role = it would be the
second nme she had played the part. She decided to tace the police
in her dressing gown, as hefore,

l'a be quite natural about the whole thing she went down 1o
the cellar to make the ‘discovery’ before she called the police.

“Stephen? Stephen?’ she called our with contidence.

Mo answer,

She opened the decp freeze with apprehension, gasped at the
curled-up, frost-covered figure on the floor, then walked the few
feet toward him - aware that her foorprints on the floor would
he visible to corroborate her story that she had come in 1o try o
revive Stephen.

Ka-bloom went the door — as if someone standing ourside had
given it a good hard push.

Now Olivia gasped in earnest, and her mouth stayed open. She'd
flung the door wide. It should have latched on to the outside wall.
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‘Helio! 1s anybody our there? Open this door, please! At ance!”
But she knew there was no une out there, It was just some
damnable accident. Mavbe an accident that Stephen had arranged,
She looked at his face. His eyes were open, and on his wi'ntr
lips was his familiar lietle smile, tiumphant now, and urterly nasry.
Olbvia did not look at him agan. She drew her flimsy dlra'ssin.z
gown #s closely abour her as she could and began to yell, -
"Help! Someone! - police!’
She kept it up for what seemed like hours, until she erew hoarse
and unnl she did not really teel very cold any more,
sleepy,

only 3 lirtle
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MoTEes

sauce for the goose (fitle!
part of the saying ‘what's sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander’;
what is suitable for one person (e.g 4 wife) must also be suitzble for
another {¢.g. a hushand)
the Stock Exchange (pl27)
a financial centre where stocks and shares are bought and sold
the Ides of March (p13])
13th March, according to the ancient Raman calendar, which was the
day Julius Cacsar was murdered Htamous from the warning given n
Shakeipearc’s play Julins Caesar)

Discussion

I Why do you think the authar chose this ride for the story® Think of
some wther nles and deaide if they are less, or more, appropriate than
the orginal one.

1 There are various motives for murder (n this story. Can yeni explam
why Olivia arranged to kill Laren, why Stephen plamned o kill Olivia,
and why Olivia wanted ro kill Stephen?

-

How and why did Seephen and Olivia die in the end? Did the ending
surprise you? Did vou find i shocking, of sansfying?

+ Do you feel symparhy for anyene in the story? Why, or why not?

Lancuace Focus

| Look through the story and find these expressions, then rephrase them
n your own words, keeping the sense of the orlginal sentence.

what ' geeting at (p127)

e can take over for me [p127)

then pave it up (p127)

didn't take to an idea (p127}

Lewen did not come off so well there (p128)
talk it over (p128)

her apperite fell off (p129)
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b wosld Bave set about promptly (pl3D

beie was Olivia banging on (pl30)

[0 run into sumeone {plil]

watch out for yourself {p133

I down't put anything past you (pl35

she Rad taken to ber oun bedroome agdin [p136]
ghoing oif distress signals {p138) -

she kept it wp. (pl140)

The story is told in 2 simple, matter-ol-fact stvle. For example; look
at the mpments of crisis for each ot the thiee main characters:
s all this time she had been trymy to kill him, Loren Amury
and all far Stephen Castle
o [Stephen| snled weakly, and tred to comvince byrregelf she would
afren the dior,
o Bur she knee there wds om0 ane owl there. 1f wids fesf gome
darmmahle accident ...

What cffect docs this deliberate understaternent have? Try rewnmng
cach of the incidents, using adjecnives and imagery to describe the
emotinns (e.g. in those few seconds the ternible truth burst upon his
wiind ke ¢ bomb exploding . . .). Then compare your versions with
the original, Does either version make you feel more sympathenc
rowards the characters?

ACTIVITLES

1

(]

When the two frozen hadies are eventually discovered 1 che deep
frecze, the police are completely mwvstified, Were they both accidental
deaths? Was it one murder and one accident? A double murder? A
<uicide artempr? Was Loren Amory’s death perhaps not just.a ample
secident? Write three short reports for different newspapers, cach
fEpUFT EIVINE 3 completely diffesent theory as o the explanation of
the tragedy.

Imagme that Olivia did ot lock herself in the deep freeze, and wrie a
pew ending for the story. Do the police believe her account of Stephen’s
deatht Do her friends get suspicious? How does her life commnue?

Dioes she marry again, and murder again? Does she ever feel remorse?

QUESTIONS FOR Discussion o WRITING

L

-

1

Which of these eight stories did you like, or disllke, most? Why?

Laok agam at these stories xid list the reasonis why the murders were
commitied, Do any of the murderers have similar motives? Doyou
sympathize with any of them?

1§ wou were a defence lawyer which of the murderers in these stories
would vou choose 1o defend ar their trial? The acrual mureder 1 not
disputed, but you want to get the minimum sentence for your client,
Prepare a speech for your chosen murderer’s defence, and think of
witnesses vou might call to supporr your CASC.

“There is no such thing as a maral o an immoral book. Books arc
well written, or badly written. [hat is all,” {Oscar Wilde, The Proture
af Davian Gray) Do you ageee with this statement? Do you thimk that
crime stoeies about murderers whe esciipe punishinent are immor al?
shiould crimnals i Action alwags he pumshed? Which of the
murderers m these stories are not briught to justice? Are pther kinds

af pumshment inflicted on themi

Crime and murder Stories, whiether told in novels anid short stones,
or i television plays ans flms, are always popular. Why do you think
this 15 sop PLY, Jamies, i very fuons modern wrires of crime novels,
has ottered an explanaticn far this. Detetive stories contimue th b
popular, she says, heciuse ‘in an njge when mueder is W1 often randorm,
the crume povel s 2 comforting form — it reassures uy ol the sancrity
af life Gif you get violendy Lilled, someone will carel and of the badl
rhat we live w2 comprehensible, ratlanal world, a world i which
human auchority, and human sheill amdd Lmegrity (the detecnve, the
police), can put things o righes’

5o you ageee with this explanation? What s your own ppLion?
Are crime novels escapist fantasies, a Yong way from ‘real’ hibef Are
thiey told just bor cREEFTalnmenl, Hr do thev el us something about
hurmar garuoe?

What other kinds, or genres, of stories can you think of Make o
list, e.g. lave, wilr, ghust, scienee fiction, adventure, and £o o8 B
you find one geare more {nreresting or more enjoyable than others?
If s0, which ane, and why?
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& Make a plan for 2 story abour the "perfect” murder, Invent 2 group aof
characters, including s murderer and a vicum, znd devise a murder plan
that would baffle the sharp mind of even 2 Miss Marple or a Sherlock
Hulines, Remernber that the murderer must have

a| monve

bk} means

<) opportunity.
Make sure that your murderer has a cast-iron ahbs, and that plenty of
suspicion will fall on the other characters
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